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Bostonians Sewing Circle never heard of the Christmas rush 


(They take their own good time hand-sewing comfort into Flex-O-Mocs...a very fitting gift) 


December looks just like April they sew. One perfect lock stitch 
in the hand-sewing тоот. after another. One at a time. And the 
Greg Bruno sits quietly. „shape of the shoe comes closer to 
Marc Grondin sits quietly . perfection with every stitch. 

rl Carlozzi sits quietl; Perfection. That's why 
sewing. They pull, tug, coax the Bostonian is the perfect 
leather over the last. And then Christmas gift. Ever 


Bostonian Flex-O-Mocs 


Every pair shows the care of the shoernaker's hand. 


wonder why only Bestonians fit like 
Bostonians? Greg Bruno, Marc Grondin, 
and Earl Cerlozzi. They can't tell 

Santa Claus from the Easter Bunny. 


ах чин. our lucky 
13th Christmas issue, 
readers will discover the most 
ішегіне yuletide package we've ever 
assembled. The lovely face framed by 
the die-cut Christmas ornament on. our 
belongs to last October's Pla 
arks. Toying playfully w 
ribbon, Allisor 


PLAYBIL 


nor 


Rabbit in shape for 

festive appearance. 
December's initial. installment of Vla- 
dimir Nabokov's novel Despair contin- 
ues the fruitlul association begun with 
our prepublication of the literary giants 
The Eye (] February, March, 
1065). The Eye 1 issued in 
book form by Tr 
acclaim it received when it ran in these 
cs. Our readers will discover that. 
hly 


cc been 


LE CARRE 


musing, des 
an and his look 
lishing, lis were h 
kov's translation of ıentary on 
Alexander Pushkin’s epic verse novel, 
Eugene Onegin. The great 19h Century 
п poet is represented. in this іше 


uly witty study of a 
ike. Last year's pub 


ance in English. 
Jim Bishop. author of Lincoln. and 


Kennedy, writes а syndicated column for 
156 newspapers and has writen 15 
hooks. two of which—The Day Christ 
Died and The Day Lincoln Was Shot — 
have sokl a total of over 6,000,000 copies. 
Bishop, who lives in Florida, told us: 
"My present long-term project is The 
Jay Kennedy Was Shot, which should be 
dy for Random House in late 1968 or 
early 1909. 1 work in a bathrobe and an 
idershirt—unshaved. unwashed, smok- 
wg cigarettes and drinking collec. I re- 
cently opened my mail to find that the 
first lener was from the Men's. Fashion 
Guid of Greater Miami, naming me the 
Best: Dressed Writer of 1965.7 

The Honorable William Benton's as 


ине analysis What Do They Mean, 
Coexistence? touches upon one of the 
world’s most critically sensitive arcas 


the Russian/U.S. Cold War, He brings 
to the article the most authoritative 
bona fide J. S. Amb: lor to UNESCO, 
former Assistant Secretary of State and 
former Senator from Connecticut. Ben- 
ton, publisher and chairman of En- 
cyclopaedia. Britannica, has visited the 
Soviet Union five times in the last nine 
s. His book The Teachers and the 
Taught in the U.S.S.R. has just been 
published by Atheneum. 

Evan Hunter, author of The Birthday 
Party, recently sold the rights to his novel 
Buddwing ло MGM lor a quarter of a 
million dolus, is finishing up a new 
novel, The Paper Dragon. He has just 
sold a television series to Goodson- 
‘Todman Productions andas Ed МеВ, 
recently had published The Sentries, 
change of pace from his awesomely best- 
selling 87th Precinct mystery series. 


BENTON MILLER 


Bread on the Waters brings another 


dual personality 10 these pages this 
month. John Le Carré, whose The Spy 
Who Came In from the Gold and The 


Looking Glass War were hailed by both 
critics and public, is in reality not Clark 


Kent but David Cornwell, a former Brit- 
ish 
n 


found 
talents. 


t who has si 
outlets. for 


civil serv 
ore lucrative 
When Le Carré was in Chicago recently 
on a publicity junket lor The Looking 
Glass War, we talked а bit about spies. 
writing, Ian. Fleming and the future. Le 
told us he owed a great deal to 
1e created a market which, in 
s able to exploit. My works 
h his. 


ce 
his 


Can 


Iw 
js being compared w 
But there are basic differences, of course. 
Fleming wrote about the hero; I wrote 
about the victim. Fleming's approach 
mine, involvement, Fleming 
at the readers wanted to 
happen: I let come to pass what they 
hoped wouldn't. Bond was politically 
«d morally detached. 1 have a feeling 
with a change of birthplace, Bond 
could very easily have been a Soviet 
agent. Leamas, іп The Spy Who Came 
In from the Cold. was very much emo- 
tionally involved іп what he was doi 
‘The character George Smiley, whose part 


xd even small- 
a the film version, is the hero of my 
lier book, Cull for the Dead. The film 
version of that one is going to be directed 
by Sidney Lumet, Bread on the Waters, 
incidentally. was based on my experiences 
at Oxford.” Le Carré is now back in 
London after a long sojourn in Crete, 
where he wrote The Looking Glass Wai 


in The Spy is very small, 
er 


(Fm by nature a slow writer and it 
seems that with each new work it be 
comes more painful"), and Vienna, where 


he did the filiscript for it and gathered 
material for a new оок по of the 
suspense spy genre." 

Our loving chronicler of Midwestern 
yesteryears, Jean Shepherd, whose Red 
Ryder Nails the Hammond Kid is the 
defin 
past, had it all rekindled for hin 
too long ago when he came to Chi 


ve treatise on kiddy Christmases 
not 


BISHOP NAROKOV 


to discuss future articles with us. ‘The 
BB gun in Red Ryder was still in the 
cellar of his mother’s home and Jean 
decided то e it back w New York 
with him. Whereupon a great flap de 
veloped at the Chicago airport over 
whether а Red Ryder Range Model 
Carbine-Action ВВ gun deadly 
weapon and, if not, whether Shepherd 
should be allowed to take it on the 
th him. Jean was triumphant 
and the BB gun now holds а place of 
honor in his New York oflice, where he 
keeps it as a threat to the management of 
WOR (lor whom he does his radio ta 
athons) and as a means of keep: 
natives in line Jean made а somewha 
more harrowing tip rendy when he 
plunged into the Peruvian jungle to de 
liver а 500-pound shipment of candy to 
the Shapra Indians, а tribe that is still 
living in the Stone Age. (A station asso. 
ciate had won the candy in a тае and 
had donated it to his favorite charity, a 
ssionary group that worked with the 
Shapras: intrepid Jean was chon 10 
shepherd the sweets) It was believed t 
the Indians had. given up their practice 
of headhunting, but Shepherd wasn't 
h noggin intact. 

to be 


is a 
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SUBSCRIPTIONS! IN THE Шз. 


зе ғол ONE YEAR. 


found in Henry Miller's The Old Neigh- 
author's 


borhood, a recreation. оГ the 
burgeoning years in Brooklyn. M 
just achieved the publication 
fist time іп this count 
us, Nexus. Plexus. World oj Sex 
Quiet Days in Clichy. The be 
béte noire of the censors is currently 
working on а one-act play which he de 
scribes succinctly as resque. with- 
out music. 

When Al Capp and rtavsov interview- 
er Alvin Tofller first met in Ше former's 
Park Avenue apartment, the contrast be- 
tween the 


rtoonist and his overall-clad, 
illhoused and outhoused comic hero Li'l 
Abner was exceptional: Capp was attired 
trimly cut, dark pinstripe suit and а 
pink-dickey—fronted white shirt, the cuffs 
of which held heavy gold links. On his 


feet were а gleaming pair of pointed 
Wellington boots. The un-Dogpatchlike 
decor ol the plush living room was high- 
ighted by a Cambodian lute on the wall, 
a French provincial р one corner, 
a collection of Ming vases, an antique 
teleph s well as à minuscule Sony 
television set. As Capp knows, he exerts а 
decided influence over his u s of 


readers. When he dreamed up an Abner 
sequence in which his hero fell in love 
with ture of a girl's knees, he s 


ed a ad. Life said: "From 
to California, schools and 
looking for nice knees, hold- 
ip dances and contests." The 
fad, but the Capp 
lasted for over 30 years and 
ns of slack: 


P. С. Wodehouse, confector of thi: 
month's Jeeves and the G 
sparked. the usu: 


asy Bird, һа 
B.B.C. With 
advent of 
Ше bumbling 
Wooster and his imperturbable 
sendemans gende e bring 
laughs into millions of British home 
Stirring up a different cup of tea, Wod 
house is turning out a Jeeves play with 
longtime theater associate Guy Bolton 
(Leave И to Jane, 1917, with Jerome 
6 Кеш), а collaboration which may set 


ly sta 
smashingly successful 
es television 


the 
Je 
Be 


ies, 


a record for longevity- 
Nothing Works and Nobody Cares is. 
egrenably, the last article writen by 
Ше late Robert Ruark, Completed 
shortly before his death, it is. perhaps 
fitingly so, a wryly acidulous diatribe 
it the shoddy mechanisms and 
stultifyingly indifferent service which 
Ruark—a man who approached leisur 
sport, reporting and writing with a 
fierce vitality—found barely endurable. 
Sol Weinstei Loxfinger 
sprung intrepid secret agent Israel Bond 
on an unsuspecting world in our Octo- 
ber iuc. has stirred his canny kosher 
counterspy once more to action in 
Matzohball. Weinstein wold us n 
is colorful. background. 
his Levittown digs: “Bor 
flood capital of the 


whose 


Tremor 
Del 


WATIS RLARK 


ware Valley. Auended Trenton. High 
(Class of "46 voted те Mr. Congenial 
Clumsiness at senior prom). Went to 
NYU but didn't finish, due to injuries 
suffered at Henry Wallace peace meet. 
пу. Did some acting on pretty fair LP 
Ij 1 Were President, starring Negro comic 
Timmie Rogers. which unfortunately ran 


never got out of the tenement. Just wrote 
roll song for comic Allan Drake 
itled Barbecuing Barbara, which would 
be ideal theme song for a movie, Buddhist 
Beach Party. Trying desperately to sell 
someone on a couple of albums Га like 
to record: Sol Weinstein Sings the Top 
12 Favorites of the Lincoln Brigade and 
Sol Weinstein—Songs for Interracial 
Lovers.” Matzohball will soon appear ii 
а fulHength Pocket Book version. 

s comedic Cuban confron 


n, Jack Gelber KO's a Chinese 
Commie, Maybe. introduces to these 
pages the controversial young play. 
wright whose drugbased drama, The 


Connection, violently shook up pol 
society but won off-Broadw. udits 
well as a Cannes Film Festival prize 
movie incarnation. Gelber has just don 
а filmscript for the producer of One 
Potato, Two Potato, is working con 


currently on а play and а novel while 


ts 


college of 


teaching playwriting 
New York and Columbia University. 

In The Circle of Sex, Alan Waus otters 
a challenging explication of the male- 
female relationship in all its psychosexual 
anifest А writerlecturer-philoso 
me Episcopalian 


pa 


The unique zoological spe 
The Lass Menagerie ше the | 
the uninhibited imagination of V 
bom designer-photographer Eu 
Hirsch. Hirsch. who studied under 
kar Kokoschka in Austr 
South Ame 
He recently 


Os 
«d to 
during World War 7 
joved to Madrid to become 
t director of à publishing house, from 


а, emigr. 
wo. 


HIRSCH 


whence he dropped us this telling note 
anent his private be 
ried five times but I 

Adding sparkle to our tree: The Pla 
Loy Portfolio of Sex Stars eve 
flock of film favorites 
appeared in our 
limeni of Editor 
Hefner's Playboy 
Philosophy: 's Project Sleigh, a 
antaslanted tongue-in-cheek chiding of 
spaceagency jabberwocky: The Shel Sil- 
verstein Songbook, in which our 
vanes poetic a 


Hugh M. 


ts of own sli 


The Festroe Fowl by 

for the gala gro 

іс misadventures of Lill Annie 
Fanny with Paul John and 


> full-color treat by 


well-versed 


our mistletoe missives 
dressed to friend and foe: Don Addis 
signs of the times. Symbolic Sex: Playboy's 
Christmas Gijt Guide, offer: a ple 
tude өй proems perfec: an Alberto 
Vargas beauty in а doublesized gatefold: 
our real-live gatefold doll, December PI 
mate Dinah Willis: and a cornucopi 
collection of cartoons. АЙ in all, a $a 
sized issue, our biggest yet, to help cele- 
brate Ше season. 
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TRI. ۴ 
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1966 Ford Galaxie 500 7-Litre 


Ford 7-Litre...either the quickest quiet car 
or the quietest quick car 


Well, once again we've invented a new kind 
of car. It's not a competition car (that's why 
the overbore to 7 litres/428 cubic inches.) 
But it turns on like a competition car (after 
all,462 pounds/ feet of torque!) What it is is 
lightning without thunder. It moves—but it 
moves like mist over а millpond, smoothly, 
quietly, effortlessly! 

It stops, too! Power disc brakes up front 
are standard. So are bucket seats. The V-8 
comes in just one size, with a 4-barrel car- 
buretor and the beefy bottom end that is 


the heritage of Ford's tremendous competi- 
tion program. But the lifters are hydraulic 
for silence’ sake and even the dual exhausts 
are very discreet. You get your choice of con- 
vertible or two-door hardtop, four-on-the- 
floor or Cruise-O-Matic . . . and just about 
any other added pleasure Ford makes, in- 
cluding air conditioning. 

You'll have to decide whether it's a cool 
hot car or a hot cool car. But one thing. 
you're bound to decide—there just isn't. 
anything else like it! 
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DEAR PLAYBOY 


Be EEG 


O'TOOLE CHEST 

Мт reading September's irreverent 
interview with Peter O'Toole, I am con 
vinced that he is а ty нес, 
talented, wild, egotistical, immature 
Jrishinan. Bravo! 


Bob Shanahan 
Syracuse, New York 


1 have just finished your most candid 
in with Peter O'Toole. 1 think 
Таш justified in saying iı is the best 
interview that hay ever graced the paj 
of rLaysoy. And 1 heartily endorse 
views on birth control. 


күйек 


Gordon. Budden 
Lowther, Ontario 


Your interview with Peter O'Toole 
was wonderful and incisive. Beneath all 
the fun and flippancy there was a great 
deal of truth and beauty. His briel re 
nuns (“They'd never 
nds") read like 


marks about the 
held a those h: 
росау. 

1 might also add that. being Irish my- 
sell, 1 was happy to find that Mr. 
O'Toole is such a lively and. imelligent 
fellow. "There hasn't. been a good old- 
fashioned, hellazising Irishman with wit, 
charm and spirit since Errol Flynn died 
But now there's Peter 

Charles K. Boyle 
Goldens Bridge, New York 


man. 


Bravo! Bravo! Y interview with 
Peter O'Toole needs то be commended 
If all your inter- 
ank 


as one of the best ever 
views with famous people were as В 


and candid. your sales would be over 
3,000,000 copies а mont 
Dave Horne 


Philadelphia, Pennsylvania 
We think our interviews are and we 
know our sales ave, Dave. 


CAMP GROUNDS 

Many thanks Playboy After Hours 
in the September issue for bringin: 
focus the wonderlul world of camp. 1 
doubt that the boundary lines of what is 
and what isn’t camp will ever be clear 
but I suppose that there ave certain 
things that will always remain at the 


into 


apex of camp. Perhaps you can add to 
your list: Ozzie and Harriet and the en 
tire Nelson family, Sky King, the singing 
telegram, Wonder Woman, and John F 


232 E. OHIO ST., CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 60611 


Kennedy memorial license plates. High 
on any camp list should be morning quiz 


shows, Art Linkletter and his child inter 
views, and bronzed baby-shoe ashtrays. 
Stephen С. Weingarten 


Bronx, New York 


In Playboy After Hours (September) 
you failed to mention that the New 
York Mets are camp, but Mets fans are 


now they are mass masochist 
E. Gerard Duplesis 
Bronx, New York 


The Underground Guide to Camp is a 
fraud. Everyone knows Captain А 
night had a decoding badge, nor a ring. 
1 know beciuse I sent my tinfoil seal 
from Ovaltine ad that certain 
ly is camp. 


Jeny Roth 
Cherry Hill, New Jersey 

The 7" Guule's" authors have turned in 
their badges, Jerry: ther 
rings, bul none were decoders, 


ere several 


I'm quickly becoming a "camp" fol 
lower. It's a nifty subject to study and 
one T highly recommend to all who see 
life as it really is. My first contribution 
goes like this: PLAYBOY ist, 1 
center spread із. Or is that too meow? 

Tippi Hedren 

Universal City. Galifornia 


u the 


AUTOMATIC. RESPONSE 

Ken Purdys entertaining Bye-Bye 
Slick Shift article in your September is 
sue came topically close ro our experi 
ments with an auto 
our McLaren-Elva sporis racing car on 
this side of the Atlantic. Our one compe- 
tition outing with an automatic sports 
car in the Tourist Trophy at Oulton 
Park (a twisty. undulating road circuit) 
proved the potential of the slush box 
and 1 was able to lead both heats and 
take the lap record at a whisker under 
100 mph before other troubles put me 
in the pits. 

1 don't think we'll see automatic wans: 
missions on the new 3liter Formula I 
cars next year—everyone will have 
enough to do tying to sort out new 
cars and new engines without worrying 
about new nransmissions аз well—but as 
the cars become more reliable and the 
pencilmen start scouting for extra sec 


tic transmision in 
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THAT 
MAN 


REVLON 


‘That Man’ 


by Revlon 


A GENTLEMAN'S COLOGNE 


AND AFTER-SHAVE LOTION. 
ALSO SPRAY-OEODORANT BOOY TALC, 
SOAP, TALC, PRE-ELECTRIC SHAVE. 
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КОШЕГЕ 


SWEATERS 


RAMBULE 
100% Imported Baby Kid Mohair. $40.00. At All Fine Stores. 


onds. Fm sure we'll see someone with a 
torque converter tacked onto the back. 
On circuits like Monaco or the moun- 
tainous German Niirburgring. where you 
often finish a race with your palm raw 
and bleedin 


and your driving glove 
worn through after endless changes up 
and down through a six-speed gearbox, 
an automatic would be a godsend. Driv 
er comlort wouldn't be the only advan- 
tage, either: it would show favorably on 
the мор watches—and that's where it 
counts, I must admit, Û used to scolf at 


drivers of automatics, but 1 stopped 
doing that when Roger Penske Mashed 
рам me in am automatic Chaparral 
while 1 was down-chan for а tight 
corner at Laguna Seca. l'm even driving 
an automatic Ford Zodiac on the road 
ind thoroughly enjoying it. Lawd, I've 


been (torque) converted 
Bruce McLaren 
Bruce McLaren Motor 
Racing Ltd. 
Feltham, Middlesex, England 


1 enjoyed Ken Purdy's Bye-Bye Stick 
Shift. "Vis tue the slush box is in and 
the stick shift ош. One hitch, tho 
Only Chaparral Cars, Inc., has опе 
works. The others are tying, but as yet 
have none good enough to put in com 
petition. 


Augie Pabst 
Pabst Motors, Inc 
Milwaukee, Wisco 


Ken Purdy is right, of course, in say 
ing that the gear shift is on the way out 
for the race circuit, but in many ways 
the design of the racing car is much 
more simple than that of an ordinary 


car, especially in Europe, am area pro: 
ducing very nearly the same number of 
cars as the emire U.S. mowr industry. OF 
these, fewer than 15 percent have auto- 
matic transmissions, a condition stable 


over the past five vems, which is only 
partially explained by the reluctance of 
buyers to. pay an additional 10 percent 
could al 


to 15 percent when such a si 
ternatively buy them a much nicer car 

Money ap the fully automatic 
transmission has these disabilities: It 
cannot think ahead but can only adjust 
itself to the immediate need. And, as we 
know, in the human condition it always 
pays to think ahead and in this context 
to get into the needed gear. before you 
have to. With the 4000.1. car capable of 
140 mph and often driven on ordinary 


highways at 120 mph, intelligent use of 
the gearbox. can greatly prolong the life 
of the friction material in the brakes. It 
can also much relieve the load on the 


brakes when descend 
cs. With си 
weighing 1800-2800 lbs. the auto 
matic transmission works all too well 
nd much too frequently), and with 
s. many drivers would 

ine 


mountain pass 


ines giving 60-100 bhp in 


4-cylinder eu; 


prefer to stay in high and keep er 


It's the fragrance that does all the flirting for her. 
The uninhibited perfume that makes things happen. What kind of things? 
That's her affair. — 


| Intimate} 


Created by Revlon...Intimate Parfum, spray mist and bath accessories. opor 
Intimate...cherished as one of the world's seven great fragrances. — 


Christmas 1965... Revlon 


So many wonderful ways to charm (and disarm) a woman... 


1 New! Pom-Pom Powder Pouff — Revlon's great 
new way to pamper a lady! Each squeeze of the 
fluted white handle fills the fluffy puff with 
"[ntimate' or ‘Aquamarine’ Bath Powder, so she 
can lavish it all over herself—in seconds. 5.00 


2 ‘Intimate’ Fragrance Candle—to fill the air 
with that cherished fragrance! Just light the 
candle in the filigree holder, and m-m-m-m! 5.00 


3 Intimate’ Trio — intriguing new way for her to 
discover ‘Intimate’ (cherished as one of the 
world's 7 great fragrances). Perfume Bath Oil, 
Spray Mist and Eau de Toilette—all for only 5.00 


4 Imported Brocade Evening Caché - elegant 


new edition of a Revlon Christmas tradition. 
Super-Lustrous lipstick and Demi-Tasse ‘Love-Pat’ 
makeup compact, both with the look of textured 
gold, in an exquisite little brocade case. 6.00 


5 ‘Looking-Glass’ Demi-Tasse- the better to see 
herself! Gilt-handled compact with an ‘ivory’ 
cameo on the front, an elegant mirror on the 
back, ‘Love-Pat’ makeup inside. Refillable. 6.50 


6 ARose is a Rose is a Lipstick 
Revlon grows it!) Each long ste 
beauty holds a Super-Lustrous lipstick in a tex- 
tured gold-tone Florentine case. Each comes in a 
longstemmed gold paisley gift envelope. Pick 
plenty — they're chic-er by the dozen! 2.00 each 


7 New Brocade ‘Clutchable’— really 3 gifts in 1! 


Sumptuous case fitted with 'Love-Pat compact. 
Super-Lustrous lipstick. Pink, blue, white. 3.50 


8 Intimate" and ‘Aquamarine’ Sachets to keep 
her lingerie and linens deliciously scented. Three 
sachets gift-boxed in shimmering paisley. 3.50 


9 ‘Color Palazzo’ for Lips and Fingertips —a new 
fashion wardrobe of Revlon colors! 6 Super- 
Lustrous lipsticks, 6 matching nail enamels.5.00 


10 ‘Revlon Doll'—the doll grown-up girls love. 
A tall, terrific redhead with baby-blue eyes -and 
exciting Revlon gifts inside: "Intimate" Perfume 
and Spray Mist in filigree flacons; ‘Intimate’ Milk 


introduces The Irres 


stibles 


„everything from A-to-Whee, all done up like a Christmas tree! 


5 


Bath; ‘Love-Pat’ compact and Super-Lustrous 
lipstick, both with the look of woven gold! 22.50 


11 "Aquamarine' Floradorables — her favorite 
daytime fragrance in frivolous disguise. Each 
flapper-capped bottle of Eau de Toilette, 2.00 


12 Paisley Rondelle Compact—with the look of 
hand-wrought gold. (Probably the most elegant 
compact ever created, even by Revlon!) For loose 
powder, or filled with "Love-Pat" makeup. 5.50 


13 Fragrance ‘Dream Girls'— little chics bearing 
gifts! "Intimate" Doll with Spray Mist, Spray Bath 
Oil, 5.50. ‘Aquamarine’ Doll with Complexion 
Soap, Moisture Lotion and Eau de Toilette. 4.50 


6 7 


14 Demi-Tasse Petit Point Compacts—to give 
her the best of both worlds! Topped with precious 
petit point from Europe, filled with America’s 
mostloved makeup: ‘Love-Pat’. (Refillable) 4.50 


15 Demi-Tasse Compacts—so costly-looking, 
they'd even fool a jewel thiefl(Each prettier than 
the next, each filled with ‘Love-Pat',) Paisley 
lamé compact, 3.00. ‘Ivory’ cameo or textured 
gold-tone sparkling with tiny pretend gems, 5.00 


16 Luxurious Lizard-Grain Manicure Kil — rich 
red and ready for the perfect manicure! Fitted 
with the finest implements, the newest shade in 
nail enamel and Super-Lustrous lipstick. 10.00 


17 New! Intimate’ Fragrance Candlestick — to 
start the holidays in a blaze of excitement! Light 
the bright red candle in the gilded cherub base 


and ‘Intimate’ fragrance fills the air. Only 3.85 


18 Bath Luxury à la Revlon—the extravagant 
gesture she'll adore! ‘Aquamarine’ Bath Powder 
in a shimmering blue-green paisley box with a 
lush aqua puff. Or "Intimate" Bath Powder in red- 
gold paisley with a pretty pink puff. Each 3.75 


19 The ‘Londonaire’ for Men — who but Revlon 
could make such a great case for good grooming! 
Imported alligator grain leather kit fitted with 
fine Revlon precision-crafted implements. 10.00 
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JOLIE 


Long after other perfumes 
have left the party, 
‘Jolie Madame 


is still going strong. 2222 i 


DISTILLED 

} Lonpon Dry 
GIN 

ш ato 


When word got around about his new discovery, 
igth century London beat а path to Mr. Gordon's door. 


Tt was 1769. All London was abuzz. Ambrosia, they called it. Tantalisingly smooth, 
titillatingly dry. Quick as you can say "cheers?" London had a new favourite refreshment. 
Mr. Gordon's glorious gin. 196 years later, Gordon's is still London's favourite. 

Not to mention all the rest of England. And America. And the whole civilised world. 
Don’t you be the last hold-out. Trust the impeccable taste of the English. 

Get a bottle of Gordon's. No, get two. You'll need an extra when word gets around. 


PRODUCT OF U.S.A. DISTILLED LONDON DRY GIN. 100% NEUTRAL SPIRITS DISTILLED FROM GRAIN. 90 PROOF. GORDON'S DRY GIN CO.,LTD..LINDEN, NEW JERSEY, 


No slide projector 
ever looked like 


PLAYBOY 


this before... 


It's the dramatically successful Sawyer's. 


Shows 100 slides non-stop with new 
circular tray. Takes regular trays, too. Can 
even show up to 40 slides automatically 
without a tray. 

Shows 35mm slides, Super Slides, and 
slides from instant cartridge cameras. 

No other projector, at any price, does so 
much, so well. 

From less than 555. Deluxe Rotomatic^ 
Slide Projector shown, less than 5113. 


ШИ 


* 
Makers of View-Master Products, Portland, Oregon 97207 
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speed down while u 
e and q 


g full gas for the 
. even at the cost 


Apart from «ost 
when the fuel bill of à European car can 
reach 5000 per year, a 10 percent to 15 


percent increase caused by automation is 
hot а small matter. Phe best answer may 
well be a compromise, with the clutch 
pedal abolished and the gear shift Tool- 
proof at any time the driver wishes to 
move the “stick,” even if the latter takes 
the form of an elongated clecuric switch 
David Brown. СІ 
Aston Martin. Lagon 
London, England 


ROBERT RUARK 

Having read and appreciated After 
noon in Andalusia in your September is 
sue, may I be allowed to express a tribute 
to the іше Robert Ruark. I ne 
him, but from 1 
almost int 
articles on contempora 
әкесіне, provocative 
10 our times. One са amine he had 
great affection for his country, tempered 
by an imense exasperation with some of 
its human element. As a syndicated col- 
he had the opportunity, and 


um 
used it, ro expose, sometimes very eyni 
cally but effectively, much. of the unfor- 
tunate and degrading aspects of 20th 
Century America. He said in plain Jan- 
what he thought was right or 

1 


f Executive. 
‚ his second love, is nuly and 
starkly revealed in his novels Something 
of Value and Uhuru. Mr. Ru 
distina ability ro. place the 
alongside h his t 


people, wi 
ble prose. He 
fe to gain such insight 
soul. His p 
words live on 


loops, British Columbia 


The Ernest Havemann article The 
Sex Institnte in the September issue of 
PLAynoy is truly le one and I 
would 1 for having 
written it. Having been connected with 
¢ Institute for 20 years and with Di 
Kinsey for 13 of those years. E certainly 
enjoyed reading that “they [the books 
issued by the Institute] are the most 


important books that have been pub 
lished i lifetime,” even though 1 
would take a somewhat less exalted view 
of their worth, The general evaluation 
of the research and of the Institute was 
an accurate 

тиіс H; 


emann's reaction to and 


The lusty life is back 
And it starts at the Sign of the Pub 


Uncork a flask of Pub Cologne. If you hear tankards clash and songs turn 
bawdy, if the torches flare and the innkeeper locks up his daughter for the 
night...it's because you've been into the Pub and unloosed the lusty life. 


Pub cologne, after-shave, and cologne spray. $3.75 to $10.00. Created for men by Revio; 


“РИ have whatever you're having 
but make mine with METAXA" 


Make way for Greek gold: pour Metaxa in your soda. Melaxa in your sour. 
Metaxa on the rocks. Substitute velvet vigor for those tired old tastes. 
Metaxa is potent and positive so you don't have to use so much. Metaxa is 
92 proof. But 100% with it. You can see it. You can taste it. You can feel it 
You pay a lot for it. But that doesn't stop the Greeks. They think Metaxa is 
the moonand stars so they paste them right on the bottle. Geton it right now. 
Write for your free recipe 
booklet: Metaxa, Box 1190, 
LonglslandCity,N.Y.11101. 


Moving leftward from Metaxa 
On The Rocks. Metaxa Stinger. 
Metaxa Neat. Metaxa Mist. 
Metaxa Alexander. Metaxa 
Manhattan. Anyway you pour it, 
Metaxa is Greek gold, 

92 proof Greek liqueur 

imported to the U.S. solely by 
Austin, Nichols & Co., Inc., N.Y. 


impressions of Dr. Kinsey are, of course, 
his own. It is only natural that, having 
worked and traveled with Dr. Kinsey for 
13 years, T would have different impres 
though 1 сай help remarking 
that atom 
completely with the author 

Dr. Kinsey was not а чову humor 
less man” as the article states. He did 
have а wry sense of humor, but 1 shared 
100 many belly laughs with the min to 
ever think of him as humorless. He did 
ally like a dirty joke and would 


мој 


points 1 do agree quite 


not us 


often disec or analyze one (which of 
course took all the humor out of it) iu 
order 10 put someone in his place. Не 
realized that the constant telling of dirty 
jokes was а sign of prudishnos and he 
was death on those who had this charac 


teristic. He was poor at telling a joke 
himself. 

Не did not "force down ап occasional 
drink" but, rather, thoroughly enjoyed 
certain drinks (particularly if made with 
rum). Phunter’s punch, charleston cup 
and zombies were three of his favorites. 1 
never saw him drunk, but on two or 
three occasions T saw him a bit high—his 
cheeks became pink and he 
more mellow when this occurred. 

Yes, he was a “square,” but I feel that 
Dr. Kinsey's lack of sophistication al 
lowed him to perceive, and to be im 


и а bit 


pressed by, dillerences among various 
groups of people 

In closing, 1 would again like to ex 
press my gratitude to Ernest Havemann 
for having written this article, and 1 
hope that my different impressions of 
Dr. Kinsey will not be construed in any 
way as a criticism of it. The years T spent 
working with Dr. Kinsey [as а research 


associate and co-author of the Institute's 
Sevual Behavior books] were the most 
happy and productive years of my lile. 
and these were directly attributable 10 
him. The mark he has made on the 
world is better left for someone else 10 
з до him: but the 


judge. for 1 was too cl 


mark he made on me is something for 
which 1 will always be grateful, 
Wardell В. Pomeroy 


New York, New York 


Mr. Havemann quite correctly points 
out that today the Kinsey Institute is 
undoubtedly the world’s most important 
depository of erotica, ranging all the 
way from priceless works of erotic 
nt by Rembrandt and Picasso to the 
least imaginative, but sexologicilly and 
psychologically often still highly imper 
таш, pornographic photo or obscene 
wall scribbling 

Mr. Havemann emphasizes—and ag 
correctly—that the Institute staff is much 
concerned about security in these mat 


easures safely 


ters, keeping their erotic u 
under triple lock and key in wellor 
ized steel cabinets. What is so sad about 
all this is that these security measures 
are necessary not so much because there 


omely | little lamp. 


Great gift idea. 
Take you, 

for instance, 
wouldn’t you like 
to get a Tensor 
for Christmas? 


There are good reasons why so 
many people want a “homely little 
lamp” for Christmas. 

The best reason of all is that bright 
light was never this handy before... 
the equivalent of a 200-watt conven- 
tional desk lamp, right on the spot 
where you need it, in places where 
you simply couldn't conveniently get 
bright light before. 

Tensor stands cozily by your bed- 
side to direct light on your book, 
not in your spouse's eyes. Comes in 
close for desk work, for sewing with- 
out squinting, for manicuring, mak- 
ing up, hobbying. Stands in the 
smallest spot, bends every which 
to be where you need it-for 


s from $9.95 to $19. E мере Model 5975 Shown, $17.50.) A 


У stores everywher 


painting. 
zling, tinkering, piano play- 
ing, lost button hunting. 

Tensor gives the whitest, brightest 
light you'll find indoors—shows colors 
better than any fluorescent or ordi- 


nary incandescent lamp. And it's 
concentrated in a controlled beam for 
your own personal use. What a 
pleasure! 

Take Tensor anywhere, all around 
the house, and all over the map (it 
folds to pocket-size for traveling... 
and what motel ever had a proper 
reading light?) 

You'll find that Tensor is homely 
for a reason. For instance, that's a 
square, honest base because it houses 
asquare, honest transformer. (It also 
gives the lamp a very steady stance.) 
"The original Tensor transformer in- 
side is а minor engineering miracle 
that makes Tensor 2556 brighter. 
That awkward-looking arm articu- 


t department, stationery 
L and CSA approved. Tensor Corp., Brooklyn, New York 1120) 


lates just like the human arm, to let 
you direct the light more easily. 
We've thrown in a swivel head, Hi-Lo 
switch, keyhole slot for wall mount- 
ing...even an extra-long cord. 

Need another reason? The Tensor 


Lifetime Model 5975 (shown) carries 


a Lifetime Guarantee for 
replacement through any of our 80 
service centers throughout the coun- 
try. Can there be anything more tell- 
ing than that? 

You know that little twinge of 
pleasure you get when you've given 
а really nice gift? Give Tensors, and 
bask in the pleasure of Mother, Dad, 
wife, husband, brother, sister, secre- 


Only be sure you choose Tensor, the 
homely little lamp. It's the finest 
high-intensity lamp you can buy. 
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she fell 
‘neath the spell 
of his seven seas 


© 1965 Rayette, Division of Rayette-Faberge, Incorporated New York • Londen * Paris 


risk could easily be mi 
zero), nor because personal confidences 
are at stake as in the case of the sex 
histories of the interviewees; but simply 
because the Institute st 
—alas, fully justified—that they would 
otherwise lay themselves open to the 
charge of disseminating material which 
may be considered "obscene" ог objec 
tionable by the authorities. 

s а result, not even the most 
qualified outside scholars with the most 
unassiilable research interests, to our 
knowledge, ever have had access to this 
highly qualified material. This is all thc 
more regrettable since the Institute is 
presently the only place in the world 
where these items may be studied in 
their widest context. 

As far as the inaccessibility of the erot 
ic am objects at the Institute is con- 
cerned, the loss to the public is doubly 
great. It deprives not only scholars in 
the behavioral sciences of some of the 
most important research material, but 
also prevents ан enlightened public and 
the contemporary artist himself from ap- 
preciating the role of erotic art in histo- 
ry, psychology and aesthetics. 

We therefore feel very strongly that it 
is time to create а museum that special 
izes in the collection and preservation of 
erotic art objects. 

Such а Museum of Erotic Art could 
then become the storehouse and custodi- 
of ero ures from all 
and every part of the world; a place 
where qualified adults could study them 
in a properly dignified setting and where 
the contemporary artist could draw in- 
spiration from them for his own work. А 
Museum of Erotic Art is, in our opinion. 
all the more needed now, as much erotic 
ievably lost with every pass- 


to near 


. Eberhard and Phyllis Kronhauscn 
‚ France 


FOOTBALL WINDFALL 
I thought you might be interested to 
know that I'm 5100 richer thanks to An 
son Mounts Pigskin Preview. | won the 
Miami: News tootball contest. Бу the 
simple expedient of picking the пор 
s selected. by rrAYBOY 00 win their 
s on the first big football weekend. 
The News sent reporters around 10 in- 
terview me and 1 told them my secret. 
The result was an article in the № 
under this headline: “PLAYBOY TOSSES ror 
WINNING CONTEND SCORE.” И was quite а 
plug for your pigskin prognosticitions. 
Dan G. Kline 
Miami, Florida 


RE RACE 

I obviously read, and have read, a lor 
of stories about motor racing, and in 
variably 1 find most of them inaccurate 
ind boring. With Paul Darcy Boles’ sto 
ту, The Most Beautiful Race т thi 


WHISKY + 90 PROOF 
© 1965 GEO. A. DICKEL & CO. 
TULLAHOMA, TENN. 
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з your August issue, it is all 
it is neither inaccurate. nor 
it is well writ 
musing, And the story is 
append in the early Thir 
not just once, but two times at the 
famous Tripoli races in North Africa. 
d all the great 
involved—Nuvolari, 
and they did do exactly what Boles’ story 
says. lt is incredible, Г agree, but truc. 
Joakim Bonnier 
Le Muids sur Nyon, Switzerland 


The Most Beautiful Race in the 
World was the biggest load of rubbish 1 
have ever read. 

Graham Hill 

Mill Hill, England 
Grand Prix drivers Bonnier and Hill 
obviously disagree on the story's credi- 
bility. 


L have read the story The Most Beau- 
tiful Race in the World and I didn't like 
it. Even if it concerned itself with а 
porous version of the famous 1 
of Tripoli in 1933, which I think 
was the author's intention, the dillcrent 
s of the race are so unlikely that 
суеп those uninitiated i 
not laugh. Also, I didn't li 
ity of the racer Ti 
because on that occasion not only was 1 
not racing, but I was not involved in the 
plot w which your author refers. 

Ficro Laruth 

Rome, Italy 
Despite the similarity, author Boles 
says the name Truffi was straight out of 
his imagination and had no connection 
whatsoever with you or any other ace 
Grand Prix driver. 


PLAYBOY IN VIETNAM 
Here in Vietnam, three hours after 
PLAYBOY gocs on sale in the exchange, all 
the copie one—totally and com 
pletely gone. Additionally, if you sub- 
scribe, your chances of rcccivii 


Slip into 


: copy at all are about one 
something more you do get it the chances are about one 
in one hundred that the centerfold will 


comfortable with be there. 


PLAYBOY h: 


taken on a new signifi- 
ance here Vietnam: Te is im item of 
psychological warfare. When you report 


Pleetway's 
Sleeperines а. 


advisor, you are 


your military experience, and whether 
When the spirit moves you, simply | vou have the latest вглувоу, И you do. 


slip into Sleeperinos—on the double! | the senior officer sers. the centerfold, 
Nothing can top these bottomless nest senior the full-page pictures, and so 
wonders [or comfort and vo fe: on down the line, In this bnd where 
‘And with pajamas of this stripe— beautiful women are the rule, the Оса 


who'd want to? His ‘п Hersleepshirts | dental w holds the same fascina- 


Sfacelate cotton knit Аве py Tor the gp. i the Ori 
pin-stripes on white, $5.95 and Eurasian hold lor the American. 


Lt. John P. Woods 


At your favorite store, or write to U. S. Forces 

PLETWAY PAJAMAS. 350 Fifth Avenue, Republic of Vietnam 
New York, N.Y. 10001 

Division of Puritan Fashions Inc. [У] 


The Second Best Shape in Italy 


at the coolest little figure in its class —$2585.*That's all the money you part with for all this car, the 
Fiat 1500 Spider. Styled by Pininfarina, the romantic web it spins is captivating America. It's dynamic outside 
and a dynamo inside—a perfect expression of Italy's fabled creative energy and inspired art. Lean into a curve 
with Fiat's curves and know what it's like to drive this five forward-speed sportsman's dream. And to help you 
keep it humming, there are 425 parts-and-service centers in the U.S.A. This new five-speed Spider 

is waiting for you at your Fiat dealer. So what are you waiting for? A/ways have at least one FIAT 


“Suggested price p.o.e. New York effects reduced U.S. excise tax. See the Yellow Pages for your nearest Fiat Dealer. Fiat Motor Co. Inc. 500 Fifth Avenue, N.Y., N.Y. 10036, 
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CHANEL 


Sproy Perfume 5.00 


Bath Powder 5.00 S 


=> = 


Oil For The Bath 5.00 


№5 
CHANEL 


Spray Cologne 5.00 


EAU | 
COLOGNE 
| 


e k } 


2 
ee 
Eau de Cologne from 3.50 Perfume in the classic bottle from 7.50 


EVERY WOMAN ALIVE WANTS CHANEL N° 5 


CHANE 


1963 CHANEL, INC. 1 WEST Ew YORK, + 


PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS 


А! of us find the bounds imposed һу 
conventional Fnglish occasionally 
+ but every so often a writer comes 
along and docs something about it. The 
latest—and hottest—is a perceptive young 
man named Tom Wolle, best known for 
his wenchant takeout on The New York 
er (in the New York Herald Tribune 
Sunday supplement) and a widely herald 
ed collection of observations on the pop 
culture scene: The Kandy-Kolored Tan- 


gerineFlake Streamline Baby. Wolfe's 
‚ llashy and flamboyant style utilizes 

s. neologisms, —Latinisms, 

isms, hipsterisms and—yes!—end- 
exclamations!! In the spirit of 


St. Nick, we've postulated—poxw/—how 


such a traditional example of writ 
ing as . . . Clement Moore's A Visit 
from St. Nicholas . . might have 


fared if Tom Wolfe . had 


itl Superlantastic!t!! 
Shhhhhbhhhbhbhbhhhhbhhhhbhhhhh 
hhhhhhbhhhhhbhhbhhhhhbbhhhhbbh 
hhhhhhbhhhhhhbh! 

Omeria! Sealed lips! Not а sound? 
Not a wheep а beep or a Пеер through- 


out this whole infarcted house! 
(Which is constructed, I might add, en 
style boomerang modern with just the 


faintest soupcon of palette curvilinear.) 
Not a creature is stirring! Not even a 
|.. mouse! Can you believe it? And! 
Tomorrow! The feast of X =f 
Docs anybody out there really under . . . 
stand? Not егеп... a mouse! 

The legend of St. Nick! Yes! Santa 
Barranza! Y don't mind observing that 
this is the culturati's most colossal . . . 
putont (And let me tell you 1 know 
what Fm talking about—I've been 
through the whole American Studies 
Doctoral vite at Yale!) Anyhow, we are 
now in the drawing room and J am look- 
ing at the rococo mantelpiece . . . where 
the prepubertal brats have hung their 
yé-yé length socks. Simple minds! Idiot 
appeal! Fast asleep, dreaming of—you 
know?—sugarplums! And all the rest of 
that mythopeic jazz! What can опе... 
say? My femme and 1 have smoothed the 


sheets at this narcoleptic hour in prep 
ration for a long hibernation d'hiver. 

Ба! Har What the hell is this? 
Out on the lawn! А arp and а zonk! 
Beh-unggh! Beh-unggh! Like a flash, 1 
floonked trom my bed and snarked over 


to the window! Pow! Pistling across the 
snow .. а miniature sleigh 
holy . . . beasts gaggling 


past! And sitting up top of this relic from 
Woolworth’s circa nineteen aught eight is 
this little old driver this good old 
boy .. . whistling and shouting and 
ululating . nd everything? 
does one describe it? “Now, Dashe 
Dancer! Prancer! Vis. 
cn! On, Comet! on, Cupid! on, Don- 
пет! and Blitzen!" 

ЗГОРИ инин. 
This varicose old man is stealing ту 
STYLE! 

О Mera! О Hernia! О Scuba! . . . O, 
to hell with it 

Anyway, we are back in the drawing 
room and 1 am at the cscritoire, fixing 
an exuradry one к... make this pinki 
kinisantadantasy dash away. But! Just 
а minute! Whats happening? The attic 
sounds like a bin full of immies with 
otters trouncing on them pour le 
sport. Есессе сессесесе 
сесесеесесесесесесесесеевеесесеее 
есесесесес! Dear God! Deer 
And! Grace! That amok gnome has 
bounded down the chimney and dropped 
his hummocky shanks into the . . . fire- 


How 


now, now, and 


ШІЛ 


«ессессес 


e 


ceece 
hoofs! 


place! С wdam! 
But! One adjusts! One plays the 
game! Yes! One draws in one’s head 


and one tums around and one observes 
this arteriosclerotic homunculus accou- 
tered, not in furs as the credulous hum- 
penproles would have us believe, but in 
a wild solarcloth suit with a step-collared 
vest and cm you believe i... 
winklepicker boots! Superdivine! Le 
style camp from the era of wog hip! But 
not exactly! His clothes ше all 
tarnished with ashes and soot and I 
don't mind telling you that this ratty 
mutball of a peddler is the height ot 


. . . schlock! Precisely! L’acsthete du 
schlock! 

As we stood there, haunch to paunch, 
his eyes brightened with a sclerotic twin- 
kle and his cheeks glistened rosily: 
blend of rake-a-check raspberry and s 
lecfever purple—and his phenosafranine 
proboscis lit up like а cherry on а Vegas 
onearm bandit and his prognathous 
mandible was covered by—inspiration!—a 
... dide... white... beard? Actually! 
FT crissake! This hermetic good old boy 
bears watching! His mouth suggests a 
labial, concupiscent . . . grin! You know 
what I mean? Droll! 

But! Reasoning! He has a q 
іше pipe, held tightly in his teeth, with 


nt 


the smoke cuney-cuncying behind his 
latissimus dori and around his 
head! And! Marvelous!’ Не laughs! 


And—would you believe i?—his little 
round belly shakes like a bow! full of 
. .. quince jelly! Supermarvelous! Im- 
agine, if you can, someone chubby and 
plump like a right jolly old elf, amd 
there you Mave it! Exquisite! D have 
written treatises about every aspect of 
pop culture Irom Kandy-Kolored Kus- 
tomized Kars to Sueamlined Tangerine 
Flakes, baby, but this prole-petty burgher, 
in this smashingly baroque getup. is 
simply foo much! 7 Laughed . . . in spite 
22. of туе... If- 

Wonderful! He responds with that 
sclerotic wink . . . and 1 know this has 
to be the most fantastic puton since 
Hunt Hartford built that mausoleum wo 
Kipling on Columbus Circle, But! Let 
me tell you what happened next! А 
gaggle of sequined giblets some 
bouffant baby dolls that look like tabes 
cent bijou blondes ad a Phrygian 
pile of worthless trinkets . . . he stutls 
them all into those scrojulous stockings! 
things! And the 
Putting his finger to his nose in a ges- 
ture foo vulgar to describe, he nods . . . 
and dap clap clap dapat pat pat pat up 
the chimney he goes. 

What does one say? Toot toot booply! 
‘There. Done and done. I watch him 
whoosh through the whichy thicket along 
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PAULWESTON 
Masi for the Fireside 


LOU RAWLS & 
LES McCANN 


the Tijuana 
Tress 
retinere 
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JACKIE GLEASON 1 EW ТОР НИЗ 
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the best deal on your favorite music! 


JACKIE GLEASON! 
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CAPITOL RECORD CLUB invites you to choose 


from these 117 stereo or regular albums 


ANTT 


if you buy just one record now and agree to purchase 
7 more in the next year from over 1000 to be offered 


GEORGE 
SHEARING 
louch me softly 


ISTEVE LAWRENCE| 
mI 
Sjroorsters| 


‘Slow Boat to China 
‘alin tha Jack 


Wiesen 


Kind of Love 


тен 


2013 


A Lettermen | 


DICK DALE 


тє 
так: 
Тоне] IS 


SURFERS" 
сносе Э 


2115 


1885 


84-96A/84-968 


THE BEATLES > Only Capitol Record Club Brings You All These Great Stars! 
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This is ап ВСА Victor matched music system. 


Put it all together and it spells STER-EO-superbly. 


Foranadroitly balanced, musically matched 
stereo system, begin with RCA Victor's 
Mark Series XFK22 stereo speaker system. 
Each enclosure houses a 10" duo-cone 
bass/mid-range speaker and two 3¥” 
tweeters with crossover network. Imped: 
ance: 8 ohms. Frequency response: from 
60 to 20,000 cps. 

Then ask for RCA Victor's Solid State 
Tuner/Amplifier. MGT67. You'll get 80 
watts of peak power plus а professional- 
type Solid State FM-AM Radio with built-in 
FM Stereo. “Signal Sentry" FM Stereo indi- 
cator light. Hum and noise 66 db below 
rated output. Loudness, bass, treble and 
stereo balance controls plus plug-in jacks 


for any need. 20 to 20,000 cps frequency 
response. 

Next, RCA Victor's Mark 1 Studiomatic 
Changer. Full-size turntable. Muting switch. 
Illuminated Studio-Strobe lets you com: 
pensate for line voltage variations. Auto 
matic or manual 4-speed operation. Auto- 
matic neutral in "off" position prevents flat 
spots cn idler wheel. Sensitive. A sensa- 
tional performer. 

It's the connoisseur's system. Your RCA 
Victor dealer has other matched modules 
to show you. They'll meet ycur audio needs 


exactly. Зее him soon- E 
98:7) 


© P The Most Trusted Name in Electronics. 


Shawn Drive and shoopa shoopa out of 
sight. But! Wha 0000000 u tuu 
sggghhhhhh! Do one's senses deceive 
Does one hear, "Happy . .. Chit 
-all AND to... all 


BE 


өш 
тай... к. 
good iit NI 


x But 
! Plonk! Shazam! 


Urp! Wheep! Lulu! 
The mind boggles, baby 


uthoritics in East Baton Rog: 
aritably decided 
addressed lo Sun 


not to forward a leue 
аша by a prisoner who signed hia 
john the Gon,” He'd asked Si. Nick 
a cutting torch, about 50 
fect of strong nylon rope and a pair of 
k shoes. 


A two-bedroom home for sale in 
Coeur d'Alene, Idaho, was advertised in 
the local Press as ап ideal retreat for 
those im search of “a Tittle piece 
quiet.” 


A communiqué just received from « 


man in Britain has us wor uneasily 
if there'll always be and. Accom 
i e shipment of ballis 

а English military base, 


he swears, м n order from the British 
Admiralty that went as follows: "Ir is 
y lor technical reasons that these 
Is be stored upside down, that is 
with the top at the bottom and the bot 
tom at the top. In order that there 1 
doubt as to which the botto: 
which the top. for stor 
will be seen that the bottom of cach war 
head has been labeled with the word 
"en" 


с purposes, it 


Sign of the times spouted in the wn 
dow of а Greenwich ЖШ 
SIOC: ALL OUR GARMENTS ARE CONUNRI 
IBLE. CAN BE WORN BY BOY, GIRL OR WHAI 
HAVE YOU. 


The power of the press was brovgli 
happily home to us by a copy of The 
Bulletin of the Los Angeles World 
Affairs Council in which the editor, Da 
vid С. Henley, recounts an inte 
incident that befell him o 
t Berlin, On Henleys way 
Checkpoint Charlie то tik 
Berlin, his c as halted by а young 
Volkspolizist lor a routine h. In the 
course of his inspection, the people's p 

liceman spotted—and immediately seized 
of PLayRoy t 


a the ledge 


u happ 
behind the back 


г thumbing t 
te Henley 
me, smiled, and said 


ough the 
he looked up 
broken English. 
- not allowed in P 

ples Republic. I will give it back to y 
when your stay in East Berlin is oer 
and you re-enter West Berlin. Five hous 
later, we came back to Checkpoint Chi: 
on our way back and asked the guard 
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This is Jaguar for Men. After-shave and cologne combined. Women like it. Because it doesn’t smell like the stuff they wear. 


Men like it. Because it comes on stronger. Stays on longer. Jaguar is lusty. Powerful. Potent. It's bottled in a stark, strong, 
smoky-glass cylinder. It's only for the man who gets a bang out of living, a charge out of leading — who plays to win, what- 


ever the game. After-shave/cologne, $3.50. Soap on a rope, $2.50. Gift soap, box of 3, $3.00. Jaguar from Yardley. 
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For the grownups’ hour: 


The Beefeater martini 
is a sublime 
trumpet call- 


why not sound 
it tonight? 


BEEFEATER 
BEEFEATER. 


Excellence doubly safeguarded 


54 PROOF + 100% GRAIN NEUTRAL SPIRITS • FROM ENGLAND BY KOBRANO. МУ. 


Captivating... Dashing... 


FOR MEN ONLY 


COLOGNE 4 OZ. $3.50 


AFTER SHAVE 4 OZ. $2.50 


Imported Essence crested b) 
м 


for our magazine. He grinned sheepishly 
and told us he had lost it. Rather than 
argue with the fellow, we considered our 
loss to be his gain. and drove back to the 
West. About а week later I was reading 
the European edition of The York 
Times when I saw a picture of two East 
Berlin border guards who had escaped 
то West Berlin by running across the 
border at Checkpoint Charlie. One of 
them turned out to be the l'olspolisist 
who had ‘lost’ our pLayroy." 

In Henley's opinion, the young man 
decided to defect after reading PLAYBOY'S 
articles by J. Paul Getty. 


We were d 
Montreal Star а notice of application for 
filed by a woma 
husband on the grounds ol 
name was Howard R. 


ichanted to find in the 


divorce 


ithful. 


For many years, Haverhill, Massa- 
chusetts, public park, stood а four-foot 
bronze statue that bore the tide Di- 
ogenes and Lantern in Search for ап 
Honest Man. Not long ago it was stolen. 


Our condolences to the Jolict, Illinois, 
fire «ег whose car caught fire a 
burned not loi 'o—while parked 
side the firehouse. 


А want ad in New York's Catholic № 
not too long ago presaged an unexpected 
ecumenical victory for the Church's lib- 
eral wing: “Chambermaid-waitress in 
rectory. Love in. S900 a month. Refs 
quired. Reply giving age. experi 
О.М. 10th fL, 251 Park Ave. So, N. Y." 


In Little Rock, Arkansas, according to 
the Associated Press, a local TV new 
easier named George Moore was recently 
recognized by a when he 
walked up to her you 


many times on television,” the woman 
gushed—and delayed him Гог more than 
a minute with a flood of flattery. When 
she finally got around to asking him 


what she could do for him, he said, “I'd 


like to cash a check.” “Do you have any 
identification?” she asked. 

We know that visitors to Boston won't 
through Harvard 
penter Center for 
Visual Arts after reading this description 
of it in a folder distributed by the Navy 

ague: “И exemplifies concepuualistic 
innuendo py мі upon spatial for 
hea sh of 
tactile cosmological luminous. volumen- 
tality.” 


iversity’s new © 


we and 


altogether toke: 


Anti-ROK-Around-the Clock: The Chi- 
cago Sun-Times veports that North Kore 
an tunesmiuis, spurred оп by a Commie 
command to put more upbeat Marxist 
sizzle in their efforts, have now turned 


Los Angeles 


Q акту CLOUDY 
@ couor 


(QRAN 
(S)sNow 


@ LONDON кос 


Kansas City F 


Oklahoma City $ 
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Why is London Fog all over the map? 


Because there's weatherall over the map. 

And our Dalton Maincoat* is made to cope with any 
weather. Anywhere. 

We make it with a luxurious liner that zips-in for Au- 
tumns in New York, and out for Winters in Palm Springs. 

And an exclusive fabric blend that lets air in, keeps 
waterout. 

The exterior finish can fend off anything from a drizzle 
toadeluge. 

Then there are the London Fog extras. 

Like our Third Barrier” that protects you at the arm, 


shoulder and chest areas where the rain falls the hardest. 
Or the thread guards that keep our Bachelor Buttons perma- 
nently attached. 

And then there are our thirty inspectors. They're so fin- 
icky it’s tough to decide sometimes whether these ladies are 
with us or against us. In fact, no coat goes through so much 
- for so little. About $60. 

Still, some people feel it was 
just style that put London Fog 
on the map. 

And that's a good point, too. 


London Fog? 


Baltimore 11, Md. 
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100 years 
behind  _ 


KAYWOODIE 


% In the face of greatly increased demand for pipes, Kaywoodie simply 
refuses to compromise its quality. We will continue to use only rare, 
aged briar as we have since 1851. We will continue to insist on the 128, 
separate, hand operations needed to bring out the best smoking qualities of 
our briar. Which is why your Kaywoodie always smokes mild and cool. 
Perhaps we are a hundred years behind the times. But any other way and 
it just wouldn't be Kaywoodie. 


‘Send 25¢ for 48-page catalog. Tells how to smoke c pipe; shows Briars, Block Meerschaums from 35.15 
to $2,500, imported Kaywoodie Tobacco, smoking items. Каушооше Pipes, Inc., New York 22, Dept. [6 


out such toc-tapping swingers as Holding 
the Flag Handed Over by a Gomrade-in 
Army: Gomrade-in-Arms, We Will Avenge 
You: The Heart Burning with Reve 
ful Thought; and a sure bet to make the 


Chosen charts—Mother Joins the Нат 


MOVIES 


Directoy Tony Richardson. after a 
bitter experience a few years back, left 
Hollywood muttering that “revolution 
would have t0 come from without" Re 
tuning after his blockbuster triumphi 
with Tom Jones (made in England) 10 
divea the Martin Ransoholl. production 
of The Loved One for MGM. he piesum. 
ably decided that revolution was possible 
from within, for not only has he kicked 
the local film industry around in a wild 
ly satirical and insanch embellished 
adaptation—by Terry Southern and 
I the Evelyn 


Christopher Isherwood 


Waugh novel, but in taking off on South 
ern. California’s burial practices and ili 
general American preoccupation with 
beautiful death, he has aimed. straight 
for the jugular vein, The casting is odd 
ball all the way: Robert Morse as a 


transplanted English poet who learns 
the facts of death in California: Anja 
nette Comer—a real comer—as the beau 
tiful and voluptuous cownctician of the 
Whig Glades Funeral Park: Jon 
uhan ters in dual roles: (1) the 
graspi 


establishment 


Ww 
lecherous boss of the funeral 
(2 


шем who opens a cemetery for de 


and a ne'er-doawwell 


ceased pets: John Gielgud as а studio 
designer and. later. as à corpse candidate 
lor interment at Whispering Glades: 
Rod Steiger as Mr, Joyboy. mother 
dotis 


chief embalmer: Liberace as a 
m. The dim 
1 


colin зайсыт 


mincing 
bull'scyes on severa 


satiric is 


not only the burial industry, but the 
space acies. nepotis in ihe flm 
studios. momism, and the reckless pur- 


suit of outdoor life and outdoor death 


in California. ls hilarious at least half 
the time. funny enough for most of the 
remainder, and occasionally a bit slug 
gish when Richardson lingers on а point 
too long or whacks it too broadly. H the 
movie is the success it deserves t0 he 
Richardson will have taken a significant 
step toward his revolut xal 


"у 


King Ват із about a rat named К 
an American POW in а huge V 
War Two Japanese prison camp near 
Singapore. King has “organized” the 
camp: He procures favors, makes deals 
and mools, runs a small political. ward 
but most impor 


а, he wins over and 
morally weakens а veddy upper-class 
British officer. The theme is how, in this 
sleazy setting, human beings remain Du- 
| beings—good, bad and both—and 
feed their virtues and vices almost as a 


Englishmen have more dash, 
the French greater finesse, 
Italians ате more suave. 

How come Scandinavian men 


ІЗ 


"eno Hn 


Ш 
ШІ ' 
ШИЛ |) 


get to carry on the way they dor 


Something of an intellectual, Eric Norder disdains 
mechanical things and takes an awful chill if he has 
to walk his Great Dane on cold winter nights. Eric 
wears a men’s cologne called Teak and fortunately 
blonde Inga, who is mad for him, can change a 

tire as fast as he can change his socks. Honey haired 
Greta will run over any cold winter night and 

walk the Great Dane. 


Just think of what would happen il a man like you 
started. wearing с scent like Teak. Now in 
America in a Cologne, 4 50, an Alter Shave and a Ѕоср 


TEAK = 


Whot Scandinovion men have 
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This Helbros watch This Helbros 

was bought in 1922. 17-jewel calendar 
It still keeps watch was bought 
perfect time. in 1965. 

In the year 2008 
it will still keep 
perfect time. 


IN TIME YOU'LL CHOOSE A HELBROS 


Insist on Helbros wherever quolity watches are sold. Helbros Watches * 2 Park Avenue * Now York 16, МУ. 


Cologne, After Shave Lotion, 
Talc, Shower Soap Bar, Gift Sets. 


Also available in Lyme, By George! 
Caryl Richards, Inc., New York, N.Y. 


Е 


- E 
the most persuasive fragrance . 


мау to survive the starvation and neg 
lect, There's the MP lieutenant. who is 
ore chickenspit in camp than out. th 
k colonel who is on (Corporal) 
King's payroll, the pair of officers in 

ing rice who juggle the 
s the liberation and the 
English toll is happy, but King. un 
orge (Ship of Fools) 
een as King, James 
as the 
Tom (Billy Liar) Courtenay 
mean M Forbes, who 
wrote the script Iron lavell's hit 
novel, also directed, and with a major 
job like this, he ought now to be a major 
figure; but he іш yeu As 
The L-Shaped Room showed, Forbes re- 
lics more on the tried and true than on 
invention. Despite his ‚ however 
Forbes here forges a long film that rarely 
falters, 


Segal is wily 
(The Servant) Fox 
xd 


Tom Courtenay changes uniforms and 
wars for King ond Country, in which he 
plays а World War One tommy in 
France. He's been in the trenches for 
three years, is practically the lust survi- 
vor of his original unit, and one day he 
simply walks away from the guns. Like 
- After a few days he's caught and is 
brought back for court-martial—which is 
the stull of the story. Is meant to be a 
microcosm of the murderousness and mer 
cilessness of war, but if it weren't so con- 
sciously microcosmic. it might move us 
more. Everything scems grimly symbolic 
Not that war isn't grim, but neither is it 
neatly arranged in symbols. Dirk Bo. 
rdc and Joseph Losey, star and di 
tor of The Servant, are t Г 
here. Bogarde, who has been good lor a 
long time and keeps getting better, gives 
a prime performance as the classcon- 
scious captain assigned to the defense 
Losey has some tendency to ham (as in a 
mock айа of У лар 
posed to mimic the main plot), but he 
docs some masterful work with close-ups, 
‘The lighting is studio lighting and the 
rain is studio rain, the film's c 
compact feelin 
that it once w 
on impact, it still has an air of intelli 
gence. А lighter touch would have given 
it more weight. 


Arthur Penn, big on Broadway, direct- 
ed his first two films—The Left-Handed 
Gun and The Miracle Worker—stylishly 
but lily. Now, in Mickey One, Penn 
has sharpened his cinematic skills and 
has expended а load of talent on a 
script that is just а load. He gets the best 
performance so far out of Warren Beatty 
in what is not Beatty’s best part—a 
nightclub comic in Detroit who gets in 
very deep with the gamblers and blows 


iste. 


town and his identity, After four yc 
on the lam he ends up in € 
hwashing job under a Polish 1 
which is shortened by his boss to Mickey 


is it possible to 

love that funny little football scar on 

his knec...is it possible to love a shirt. 
Hello, shirt. 1 love you. 

1 love you because you're not just 


a dumb any old shirt. You have crackle. 


Red blood. Conviction. And a Van 


Heusen taper that fits like muscles. 
In fact, there's such a beef and 
brawn man’s look to that twill that 
it's almost like the two of you havea 
conspiracy against me. 
rt. Go on. Go out there 
zy hourand shootand swear 
and drink your whiskey straight and 


No wonder he 
likes to watch me 
get dressed... 
this is fun. 


leave me here in town all alone for 
the day. I don’t care. 

Yes, Ido. Yes, 1 do. 

Is it possible to hate a shirt? 


VAN HEUSEN 
2-17 younger by design 


Van Heusen and Lady Van Heusen Apparel 


One, then (illogically. if he's really hiding 
out) takes а job as a smallclub. comic, 
fights a move to a dassicr club (illogical 
ly, since he’s appearing anyway), falls [or 
a girl who is the least attractive of any in 
the picture. It’s all supposed to m 
something about the jungle around us 
id the false gods above us, but what we 
get is a gummed-up plot, saddled with 
symbolism and sheer romanticism in Ше 
midst of superrealism. (the “nice” girl 
moves in with him scant minutes alter 
they meet). And some of the understated 
dialog is simply not understandable. Tt 
would all be bullsville except that a few 
of the actors—Teddy Hart as А 
Hurd Нашей as а hotshot—are aces, 
and Penis сус and imagination ате ош 
standing. Also, he's had the sense t0 dec 
orate the film with delicious Donna 
Michelle, 1961 Playmate of the Year, as 
one of Beatty's girls. And Benny Dunn 
praveov’s Public Relations Mana 
wes his own public relations nicely 
club comic. 115 Man Surgal's script 
that messes things up, which proves that 
the Penn is mightier than the Surg 
Jean-Luc Godard, one of the high 
tides of the French New Wave, las made 
a lot of films since his breath-taking 
Breathless, and most of them were 
flimilams. In The Merried Women, there's 
sill plenty ol wllectation but, for a 
‚ there's also plenty of eflec. Ма 
Meril is an immediate improvement 
(Godard bad been stuck on Anna Kari 
na, and so were his pictures). Miss Meril 
plays а young Paris wile who's having an 
айий with an actor. The film opens with 
them in bed. Then there is some other 
stuff. Then, next day, there's bed again 
with the actor. The “other май” is just 
that—Godardian gull: estemporized. so 
liloquies, chapter titles on the хасе 
overheard talk in calés. The three long 
bed. scenes ss of the pic 
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e the busi 


ing business. Not 


ture—and it's a Fasc 
passion-pit pulsing. but a sensitive ex 
ploration of the wife's ellort to under 
stand what this power is that she has and 
that has her; why she’s in bed wiih one 
man when she loves another; how she 
can say "love" to both of them. These 
scenes are punctuated with fade-out 
NEW DANTE COLOGNE AND AFTER-SHAVE! A lasting scent and -ins, alih they're tically 
with subtle power. A unique combination of rare essential oils in- continuous—possibly to fulfill Godard's 
cluding Italian Bergamot, Cananga from Java, Petitgrain from the gubtide, enis of а Film Made iu. 
Bitter Orange trees of Paraguay, Patchouly from Singapore, natural 1964" The method makes it sem like 
Civet from Ethiopia, and many more. Start your day with Dante. It's pieces of a puzzle the wile is irying to fit 
а never-ending pleasure the world over. Cologne $2.95, $5 and $10. together Miss Meril, Philippe ы Leroy 
After-Shave $2.50 and $4.50. At your favorite men's or department. (hasband): Barnard Noel (lover) are OK 
store now. Soap, Refresher, Spray Talcum and Spray Deodorant гё s 
also available. Dante, another fine product of Shields Ine oul Coward, the с ie ie А 
Avenue, New York, N.Y. OK, making whole scenes out of one 
rounded leg in the air or a navel that 
looks like the eye of mathe i- 
Gags about the title of The Agony 
and the Ecstasy are casy, amd there's no 
reason why they shouldn't be. hving 


FOR MEN WHO KNOW 
HOW TO HANDLE WOMEN 


(01965 Shields, Inc. 


DANTE, 


Stones novel about Michelangelo was 


toiletries for men 
Prices slightly higher 
The film version has the 


40 outside continental 
FIRST IN MEN'S FASHION IN 66 COUNTRIES ON 6 CONTINENTS — лин of U.S. 


as long as you're up 
get me a Grant's 


zn >; CE xz 
Please. The Scotch in the triangular bottle. That's right. The 
one with 8 on it. Yes, Grant's is 8 years old. | guess that's why 
it has the taste you acquire on the spot. You can't rush quality. 


Or hurry lightness. So take your time with the drink, dear. 
86 proof blended Scotch Whisky. Bottled in Scotland and imported by Austin, Nichols & Co., NY. 
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on Coens tne. 41 зм азе st How You NY лой? | advantage of showing some of M.'s art: 
otherwise its only plus is that it's shorter 
than the book and most TODD.AO col 
or colossi, Philip Dunne, the adaptor 
has stumbled on an оһмайе that has 
thrown much better men: It's impossible 
to dramatize genius. What could be dull 
er than watching Shakespeare pen a play 
or Beethoven scratch out a symphony? 


It's not much more interesting to watch 


somebody paim the Sistine ceiling; То 
compensate, Dunne has beefed up and 
boiled down t^e quarrel-tiendship be 
tween the artist and patron Pope Julius 
I: he has put in lors of Julius’ military 
melees, and has given Ғе painter а pla- 
tonic girlfriend (which was the way 
he preferred them). Bectuse the flick 
was shot in Italy. some superb scenes 
were inevitable—the marble quarries at 
Carrara, а battle with bannered troops 
outside a walled Tuscan town—but the 
g of the dral dedicated genius 
plot machine is never absent for loi 
Most of the minor actors are disastrously 
dubbed Ttalians. Diane Cilento seems 
wrapped in cellophane. Two small sur- 
prises. Rex Harrison (Julius), a fine ac- 
tor. doesn’t seem to get hold of his part 
until the second half of the film when 
Charlton Heson (Michelangelo). a 
wooden actor, actually comes to life. A 
prologue about Michelangelo's wor 


cre; 


beautifully photographed by Leon 
An aggressive new men's cologne from the House of 4711. =: Shamroy. runs а tenth as long as the 
Part uf а complete men's line priced from 1.25 to 4.50. ESS Ss ture and worth at Jeast ten 
much. 
Like nothing else you ever tasted 
RECORDINGS 


C, A (except champagne!) 
м Rey Chades/ Country end Western Meets 
Rhythm and Blues (АВС Paramount) is The 
Genius at the top of his form. Backed 
by the Jack Halloran Singers па the 
Raclets (combining their voices on three 
of the bands). Charles divides his time 
between the two musical idioms which, 
app their divid- 
ing line. Among the C&W/RXB. gems: 
1 Like to Hear It Sometime, Blue Moon 
of Kentucky, All Night Long and Watch 
п Baby. 


ently, are ғар Гу losin 


The three best big bands in the busi 
ness all have offerings this go-round: 
Will Big Bonds Ever Come Воск? / Duke 
Ellington and His Orchestra (Reprise) asks 
the musical question with uibutes 19 
а dozen outsized aggregations. The Duke 


of Ellington and his troops go as far 
eld as Wayne К: The Waltz You 
Saved for Me and Fred Warin Sle 
Sleep. Sleep. both of which, by some 
wondrous alchemy, become splendid en- 
semble jazz. Woody Herman and His S 
Herd/ My Kind of Broadway (Columbia) 
s P i big, luscious slice of the Apple, 
көлмен is aereas orea Эри таш Chea pale | vin Woodys wid ons ones a 
pennies more than beer. Buy it wherever beer is sold. ммтиоцоя | rumble іп Shubert Alley. Nat Pierce, 
FREE—Wi ity today lor Recipe Bockkets lor drinka and fcod—Depl, PB, Metropolis Brewery ol N.J., Tronton® Bill Holn (d Raoul Romero have 


A lot of people thought Mr. Weyenberg 
was beside himself when he took a saw to his favorite shoe. 


It all started one day when a salesman 
challenged Mr. Weyenberg. “Look, so our shoes are smart...so area lot 


of others. Our shoes are made of leather, so arc everyone else's,” 


“Hummmrumph aid Mr. Weyenberg. He stood up to his 
full height, cracked the glass of his desk witha 
paper weight—the one with snow inside—and shouted, 
" “Get mea saw!” It justso 
happened Mr. Weyenberg's secretary had 
a saw—in her bottom drawer. 
He grabbed style 105-1 from the new 
collection, and, like Mandrake, 
began to saw it in half. 
“Now,” he said, poking his 
finger in the arch, “Do you doubt the cushions built in here?” 
“No sir.” Mr. Weyenberg sawed 
the instep... he pulled out an 
air cell rubber cushion. 
“Now do you believe ther 
toa sole?" “Yes sir, I believe.” 
Then he sawed the heel. 
There was a more buoyant 
cushion under the heel. 
“Anything you say, М 
sir." said the salesman. Weyenberg Massagic 
“Hummmrumph!” said Mr. Weyenberg. WEVENDERGGMOE MFG. со, MILWAUKEE, WISCONSIN 63201 
“Wearing our shoes is not like wearing 


any shoe in the world. When you walk, you walk rich.” and that’s no old saw! 
Here are two contemporary Weyenberg styles from the outside. 16.95 to 24.95. 
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it’s present time... -~ 


try jazz for openers 


Most everyone reaches first for the square package that's hip inside— 
records. There's something exciting about receiving records. Always has 
been. And any one (or several) in this group gladden the heart of any 
of the swingers on your list. Ought to raise your standing in the crowd, too. 


Ston Gei improvisos wughFád Ela turns on the т mape Тһе sound of innocence remem 
Saulers crackling score for and Hamburg goes absolutely. bered, а must of lovely melody 

"Mickey One.” a most remarkable indescribably crazy А lve Astrud sings songs ike nobody else 
tim. MGM RECOROS E/SE-4312 recording. Verve V/VE-4069 пез. о con Меме V/V6-8629 


Kenny Burrell plays many different 
styles of gunar. with large ensemble 
arrangements by Gil Evans. А р 
must! Verve V/V6-BEIZ 


Only Lalo Schifrin could write such — Jimmy Smith roms tc vio format 
a fierce and swinging movie score. 10 make diving jz Kenny Burrell 
Big arrangements, big sound. great ard Grady Tate help boot things 
n. Verve V/VEBE2A along. Verve V7 V6 8628. 


Ж; 
[2] 
Newer than Сату, so in п might 
even be out. that's “The ‘ln’ Sound." 
and бау McFarland. But listen. MGM Records and Verve Records 
deep. Nerve V/V6-B532 are divisions of Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer, Inc. 


the lion's share of the charting chores. 
Our favorite showstoppers: My Favorite 
Things Пот The Sound of Music and 
the swinging opener, J Feel Pretty from 
West Side Story. АН of the items. on 
Basie Picks the Winners (Verve) wi 
cd by Bill Byers, who сүй 
the key to the heart of the Basie band, 
The ensemble sound is impeceable and 
ig (1 Won't Cry Anymore should 
s a model for neophyte hand Icad- 
crs) and the solo voices of tenor 
die Davis and trombonist Al. Grey 


clarion. 


Call it camp; call it what you will, 
but Marlene (Capitol), in which the gor- 
geous grandma sings A Lille on the 
Lonely Side, Hush Little Baby, The Lit- 
tle Drummer Boy and Puff, the Magic 
Dragon in Ge knocks us out 
There's a weird, notofahisworld quality 
pout the dusky-voiced Dietrich singing, 
a hoarse siage whisper. Die Antwort 
ganz allein der Wind, the deutsch 


owing in the 


in 
weis 
version of Bob Dyla 
Wind. 


"s 


There is a haunting lyricism about 
Paul Desmond / Glad to Be Unhappy (Victor). 
due in no small measure to f red 
t Jim Hall, who complements 
115 логу апо perfectly ой an 
indigo assortment of goodies g 
from the ора tile Ral ad. 
Haruhrobber through Bobby Scott's 
contemplative A Taste of Honey to the 
Matt Dennis stand-by, Angel Eyes. 

That's AN/ Mel Tormé (Columbi, 
more than enough. Proll ph 
tude of tender tone poems, Tormé shows 
how it's done by a veal pro. In addition 
to the matchless title refrain, the e 
on hand such superb standards as What 
Is There to Say?, The Nearness of You 
and Му Romance. Mel was never 
mellower. 


gious music in a contemporary vein 
at hand. Misa Criollo (Philips) is a beau- 
tifully E Mb presentation of the 
: : the rhythms and 
America, As com 
y d performed 
by Los Fronterizos Chorus and Orch 
tra under his direction, it is both inspira- 
tional and vitally alive. Side two of the 
album is Nazidad Nuestra. 
of the Nativity which, tho 
ing, lacks the dramatic qu 
Misa Criolla. Jazz Suite on the Mass Texts / 
Poul Horn (Victor), composed. and on- 
ducted by Lalo Schifrin, is a bold ex- 
cwsion into 

Arg Sel 
instrumentalists and chorus, has not been 
afraid to The free form 
of his Credo, for ice, takes more 
than one auditing to absorb, but his 


cles, 
in-laws, friendly chicks find Hondas irresistible. Prices start about $215*. 


Up-keep is minimal. Faultless four-stroke performance. And 15 models to 
choose from. An absolute ball. World's biggest seller. 


inc. De 


ай, € AHH, 1965 


1 love, you love, we all love to fall in love! 


» M (са 
1 Mar Factor Gift 


Loveisa 

ратрегей beauty 
purring with joy. 
Everything beautiful for 
her bath (from soap and 
bubbles and powders and 
раз ro Parfum Cologne) 
is swept into chis 
lavishly fragrane gift 
that will sweep any 
woman off her feet Cand 
into the nearest bath!) 
Perfumed with the 


hauntingly lovely aura Love is a fable for two: a romantic 
of Hypnotiqu Regency Packette for her (or them)! Inside, 
Max Factor's Bath a gold-toned compact filled with Creme Puff 
Speceacular, 8.50 and an UltraLucenr Lipstick. 5.50 the ser. 


Loveis a sigh of happiness, caused Love is a kiss of perfumed bach Love isa cool cat hugging a flacon. 
by a sigh of fragrance. Make her fall | powder, whisperingswectsomerhingstoher of Primitif perfume. 1.75 Or lovebirds 
gladly in love with Hypnotique Spray Mise skin. Hypnotique or Primitif Deluxe Bach cooing over a flacon of Hypnotiquc per- 

Parfum Cologne... 00 Powder, Deluxe Lamb's Wool Puff, 3.50 fume. 2.00 Darling gifts. Darling prices! 


Love is pure, pure fragrance Loveisa new [lame of color 
captured in clegant bottles of that makes girls blush ,..from lips to 
Hypuotique or Primitif Pure Spray fingertips! Lipstick and Nail Satin 
Cologne. Give onc to everyone! 3.50 Color Duct, in lovable colors..2.00 


Love is a soap opera, a dramatic Bath Gala that continues for months, through 
six creamy cakes of soap perfumed with the sunlit joy of Golden Woods. 2.50 


Loveisahe-man wearing a big grin. Love is a line he'll fall for: 

Because you gave him Max Factor's Max Factor's brilliantly rugged new 

Gentlemen's After Shave Lotion, 1.50 Royal Regiment fragrances for men. 
or famed Signature Cologne, 2.50. Here, the leather-fresh Cologne. 4.50 


Love is making up. So give her Petite Boutique. Ic 


holds four lipcolors, four сус colors and two brushes. 5.00 


Love is a tender trap that holds the bold 

bewitchery of Primitif perfume in three luxurious forms: 

Bubbling Bath Powder, Parfum Cologne, and Bath 
Powder. 5.50. If she enjoys being а girl, give her this! 


Y 
т> 
ү 4 
Love із a happy ending 


...and so is Christmas, when the gifts you give arc utterly 


fabulous, happily heartwarming, and wrapped 


Max 


ith love by 


Factor 


Ermes, көн acron a co. 


ALSO.CREATO 
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NEW FACETS э OF FASHION ...an elegant crystalline glow pervades Eagle's brilliant 
new view of fashion...burnished tones that fire the imagination. Exclusive suits and town coats 
of worsted-silk sharkskin...richly textured sport coats of mohair and wool. A choice collection 


deed, luxuriously hand-tailored. 


EAGLE CLOTHES. INC.. ROCKEFELLER CENTER. 1290 AVENUE of the AMERICAS. NEW YORK. N. Y. 10019 
Also Melbourne. Australia: Santiago. Chile: Caracas, Venezuela 


combining of the jazz ta 
group of West 


nts of a stellar 
ins, led by 


Hom, with a chorus, . Less 
successful Vinee Guaraldi at Groce Cathe- 
drat (Fantasy). The Guaraldi Trio is 


woven into the context of а Mass, work- 


d the results, while inspired at times, 
т the main neither terribly crea 
nily moving. 


Trumpets’ Greatest Hits/ Bobby Hackett 
(Epic) gives the consummate cornetist a 
crack at 


flock of horn favorites— 
in's 1 Can't Started, 
s And the Angels Sing 
Ciribiribin. In alm 
every case. Hackett improves on the orig- 
inal, even when he has to struggle 
against а backdrop of зорду strings. 


The Serendipity Singers Sing of: Love, Lies 
and Flying Festoons, Clams, Psychiatrists, Draft 
Evasion, Lilac Trees, Muddy Rivers, Plastic, 
Elephants, Infidelity, Monkeys, Desertion, Boo 
Constrictors . . . Etc, and Other Songs Бу Shel 
Silverstein (Philips), if not the most suc 
nct LP title ever conceived, is possibly 
Ше most antic. The folk group bravely 
tackles а small spectacular of our own 
Shel’s very special brand of tunesmithing 


Does what? Press the arms gently, 
lean back and see. The leanest 
meanest, best-looking chair in Ame- 
rica (also) reclines! The Burris Chair 
has the finest, most flawless mech- 
anism ever engineered. Send 25; to 
P 125for a full-color folio. Or see the 
Burris Chair in stores that know 
what's happening. 
У 


nt ballads to nonsense ditties 


ucar 


s out uf Silverstein’ Zov, 


Cisco's Sueños (Dreams) / Laurindo Almeida. (Сар: 
Жа itol) is m сөз 
реп by the Bi 1 guitarist, who turns his 
Hugger looks attentions to a wide variety of items 
fiom both sides of the border. Stand 

as great as outs Malagueña, Tea for 
all outdoors Two own Braziliance. But 


no matter what the source of his inspira 
tion, Almeida demonstrates that he is a 
virtuoso of the Sp 


$4.00 


Our rugged 
ribbed knit 
looks great. А) 


under ski parkas (А 
hi 


A swinging delight is Tn 

Rhythm and Blues Album (Reprise). И a 

métier that fits Trini like his guitar. Don 

charts keep th i 

Lopez lopes throu 

pony Watermelon Man, 1 Got a Woman and 
is elasticized ! Shout in freewheeling fashion, 

tobring out ^ к 

your best contours, Ы 

While the face. 

flattering turtleneck collar keeps you warm, Navy, 
it. blue, med. blue, white, black, yellow, red, 

Wine, bottle green and tan. Ore size fits all. 


[ШШДЕ 


525 Madison Ave., М.Ү. 22— alst DEZI 


Costa 


а roaring fire. 
The easy care 


Playboy Presents Johnny Janis / Once in а 
Blue Moon (Mow produced by 
itor-Publisher Hugh Hefner 
tiful showcase for the youn: 
Backed by a Dick M. toned, 30-picce 
orchestra, playing arrangements by emi- 
nent chartist Don Costa, Johnny superbly 
susta: romantic mood throughout. 
The dozen ballads benefiting from 
Playboy Club favorite Janis rich baritone 
include the haunting / Had Myself a 
True Love, Irom the Harold Arlen- 
Johnny Mercer score for St. Louis 
Woman, Cryin’ for the Carolines, 
the 50-year-old, but still magical, 
ancholy Baby. The rest are of similar 


handling outside delivery 
. N.Y.C. add 5% sales tax, 
tax for area, Minimum 295. 


ме 50e for postage, 8 
area. Add 50¢ for С.04 
outside of city edd 


NORTHLAND 
HAS BEST SKIS 


FOR EVERY 
ad ОҒ SKIER! 


“I'm not а good skier, but I love going on 
ski trips. My husband said that $32 was 
а good investment for 100% Hickory 
Skis. He warned me to avoid cheap weak- 
woods that can break.” 


“I ski every weekend. By the way, this 
year's tax cut dropped the price of 
Golden Jets to $115. “Му husband says 
they are the best buy on the market.” 
Mess 332 10075 laminated 
resistant than ash. 


А new metal ski that is a 
And with Northland you get 


Northland Alolite Poles 
aluminum. Black 

right swing мен! 
Northland Release Bindings. D SkiFree is most 
popular binding in U.S. Free-thro for forward release. 


5 Tapered, heat treated 
finial, Integral points, teath 


NORTHLAND SKI MFG. CO. 
Dept. 10,St. Paul, Minn. 
World's most experienced ski maker 
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“The | Cincinnati Kid" 


PLAYBOY 


Hoyle Officiol Playing Cards are used exclusively in the MGM — Martin 
Ransohoff production of “Тһе Cincinnati Kid’’ starring Steve McQueen, 
Edward G. Rabinson, Ann-Margret, Karl Malden, Tuesday Weld. 


plays it 
according to Hoyle 


Sitting down fora long night of poker, pinochle 
or bridge? 

Playing with Hoyle Official decks makes 
good card sense. They're plostic-coated.Won't 
smudge or smear. 

And Hoyle cards are easy on the eyes 
because of "Nu-Vue" |, soft, blue-green tint оп 
the card face. In a controlled study reported 
by the Journal of the American Optometric 
Association, "Nu-Vue" cards reduced eye 
fatigue factors by over 35% , based on an 
average of three clinically recognized tests. 

Check Hoyle for feel ond finish. They're 
cut from tempered stock for exira crispness. 
They slide comfortably. Stoy fresh and deal- 
able, game after game. 

Today all Hoyle decks have "Nu-Vue" tinted 
faces. So the next time you pick up cards, 
ask for Hoyle Official. It's the best deal yet. 


тотуу 
^ зсинтиелит топо", 


Official Ploying Cards 
50 Эюпсгой, St. Poul 4, Minn, A Division of Standard Packaging Corp. 


iber. (For more about Johnny, see 
month's On the Scene.) 


On Pete Seeger / Strangers and Cousins 
(Columbia). the charismatic balladees 
uses a favorite device—a round-the-world 
theme—to assemble a varied assortment of 
e аз old as Kevin 
Barry (irish v 1920), others as 
new as Bob Dylan's recent Masters of 
War (masterfully performed before а 
Japanese audience, wi 


s his brilli 
ant rapport with an audience, domestic 
or foreign. More Seeger can be heard on 
The Weavers Reunion ot Carnegie Hell, Port 2 
rd), the final installment of this 
group's farewell get-together (it says here). 
Weaverphiles will relish these stand by 
Frozen L Sweeter Than 
Wine, Miner's Life a 
ered together are tl 


he effects of crossculturat 
«Ц in Negro Folklore from Texos 
Thirty years ago. 

in 


ly illustr 
State Prisons (Elek 
when the Lomaxes were taping cl 
gangers for the Library of Congress Ar- 
ty of the 
. Since then, prison 
chants have worked their way into the 
pop consciousness and back to the prison 
camps via ГУ (a pri among others 
—now granted to the forced borers in 
Texas’ prison setup). As a result, the 


arkably like a Hollywood. versi 
chain gang: The melodies arc u 
harmonies sharp, the rhyu 
that bad? Only if you 
in folklore than music. This record is 
definitely the nd very good music 
indeed. For those who dig a Ва sound. 
there (е The Serendi 
Belong Together (Philips). ч 
aic and Чу polished group of 
nine which specializes in pop-oriented 
folk ditties. (For further comment on the 
Serendipities. sce this month's review of 
their Shel Silv 
scripts of 1064s ? 
the other 
of the pu 
of that, by a variety of perfor 


Evening Concerts, Volumes 1, 2, 3 (Ving) 
These are supplemented. by other 
guard discs, The Blues at Newport, 1964, Ports. 
1, 2 and Troditionol Music at Newpori, 1964, 
Ports 1, 2. ln Jockie Woshi 
Negro-Puerto Ric 
splays his eclectic 


excellence nor guitar technique, hut his 
ve handling of à song combined 


surrounc yourself with... 


Spas 
n 7.50. 


CHANEL22 


©1965 Chanel, Inc., 1 West 57h St, 
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For Action 
A-Go-Go-Go 
it's the new 
instant-load 


чр You capture all of the action so easily with the new 
instant-load Ricohmatic 126 automatic camera. Just 


drop-in the Kodapak^ film cartridge, wind, aim and 
"ао A-Go-Go-Go. n Nothing to set 


iid and no stopping to wind. 

wstant-toan — Ricoh’s automatic film advance 
lets you shoot 12 full frame color slide, color 
prints, or black and white pictures in less than 
10 seconds. O The built-in elec- 
tric eye sets perfect exposures 
automatically, indoors or out- 


doors. The built-in flash is 


AUTOMATIC 
ELECTRIC EYE tures all of the detail. There's even а 


warning signal in the "Data Center” viewfinder that 
tells you when to use flash. Its compact size makes 
the Ricohmatic 126 so convenient to take where the 
action is. о You'll like the compact, less than $80.00 
price too. So A-Go-Go-Go to your Ricoh dealer now. 


For the name of your nearest authorized deeler, write to: 


ADVANCES FILM. 
AUTOMATICALLY 


always ready—when it “рорз-ир” it automatically 
sets shutter speed for you. Fast #/2.8 Rikenon lens cap- 


газе 
4% 
iW 
d $ ss 
“J 
"DATA CENTER” 
VIEWFINDER 


A. R. BERNARD CORPORATION 


U. 


. sales agents for Ricoh photographic products 


3512 North Kostner Avenue - Chicago, Illinois 60641 


with his unpretentiousness add up to a 
positively compelling performance, Verve 
Records recently acquired the Folkways 
library, a gold mine of ethnic collector's 
items. Early re-veleases under the Verve/ 
Folkways label include: Leadbelly / Take 
This Hammer, Cisco Houston / Passing Through, 
Woody Guthrie / Bed on the Floor, The Roots 
of "Lighinin' " Hopkins, Pete Seeger / On Cam- 
pus and Big Bill Broonzy ond Pete Seeger / In 


Concert. 

Judy Gatland and Lira Minnelli 
the London Palladium (Capitol) is 
package full of sound and fury 
100 much che, we're afrai 


Liza has the solo spouight (which i: 
quite often) or when she teams up with 
it leaves much to be d 


the audience, which does create a certain 
amount of excitement, you're left with 
rather ragged performance by Miss M 
nelli and а valiant if. unsuccessful effort 
by Judy to fill ше breach. 


Telemann: Instrumental Music / The Tele- 
mann Society (Counterpoint / Esoteric) con 
tains works for oboe, recorder and 
harpsichord by the 18th Century com- 
poser that arc filled with а jewellike 
fragility. Which is not to deny 

s pl 
| recorder), Richard Schulze 
(recorder) and Durty Walters (har psi 
chord), they have much to offer the 
listener, 


ACTS AND 
ENTERTAINMENTS 


When crooner Топу Bennett signed пр 
early this year to play the role of 

м in Paramount's forthcomi 
The Oscar, it looked like а lo 
hot summer under Hollywood's klieg 
The role calls for not 
from a singer born to vo 
standably, Tony was brought down 
by the prospect of a hiatus from singing 
during July, throughout August and most 
of Septembe the Hollywood 
twist: AL a | Dean M held 
in the Los A s Pent 


stage singing for the folks. / 
tably—this led to а most unusua 
haps un arrangement with the 
Club's ment to secure Tony's tal- 
ent during his Hollywoo 


per- 


work at the Club on a regular nightly 
basis while Tony was making the mo: 
Tony, in turn, would show up lo s 


without saying that he felt like 
ighis during the week and е 
end. It made Hollywood history d 


Become a legend inyour own time. Wear British Sterling tonight. 


A smashing after-shave and cologne that lasts from dusk to dawn. New British Sterling. So 
fine, it's sold in jewelry stores...and discriminating department stores. Г] Wear British Sterling 
tonight. It brings out the hest in you. The beast in you. Maybe the worst in you. Who knows? 


You may become a legend in your own time. After-Shave: from $3.50. Cologne: from $5.00. 


Madein U.S.A Dist ty Speidel, Previ D 


"PLAYBOY 
FOR 
CHRISTMAS" 


(Save $2.00 Over Newsstand Price) 


(Save $4.00 Over Newsstand Price) 


PLAYBOY 


No thanks, 


Есі rather walk. 


(How often do you feel that way?) 


fter that benefit dinner, if you feet like having a breath of fresh air, don't let a shoe 
stand in your way. Portage shoes not only look smart, they like to walk. 16.95 to 24.95 


PORTAGE PORTO-PED 


berg Shoe Maig Co, Muwauker, Wisc 


as Most Magnificent Bourbon 


conn by fRickRE 


August 
night was 

he ran thron 
за ranging бот 
Makin’ the Scene to his dosing 
mark, One for Му Baby. Looking spruce 
and lean. Tony was "on" from bar one. 
He poured himself into the lyric of Fes- 
terdays and followed it with a slightly 
up-tempoed version of Richard Rodgers’ 
Take the Moment, which was cmbel 
lished by a swin; intelligent Sharon 
piano solo. И you're in a night dub dig 
ging Tony Bennet. what do you re- 
quest? What else? 1 Left Му Heart in 
San Francisco was given a miraculously 
hesh handling by Bennett who, with 
faithful trio at hand, segued right into / 
Wanna Be Around and wound up back 
in San Francisco. By then requests were 
streaming in, but Tony launched into 
One jor My Baby. » on the as 
sumption he was through for the set. 
The audience would have none of it, par 
ticularly alter digging Exiner's romping 
shuffle beat behind the singer. It. put the 
customers in the mood for more of the 
same. This turned out to be a tender 
chorus or two of It Amazes Me, in the 
course of which Tony's astonishing level 
of communication with his audience was 


and September 
informal 
h 


Tonys dosing 
s the others as 
5 minutes of Bennet 


mediunrgroov ing 
uade 


ре 


tellingly evident. Once more, dear 
friends, into the breach for the bow-olt 
with а One for My Baby veprise. Again, 


no dice, Fervid applause evoked an emo 
tion-laden. Who Сан Г Turn To, with 
the singer vibrating to tach lyrical Tony 
Newley syllable, The audience then set 
ted for autographs from the star before 
he finally escaped. “I've had а wonderful 
summer.” Bennett said. later, "lt started 
just work on piaure 
Delore 1 knew what was happen: 
boy thing came up and 


out t be 
Then, 
ing, this 
1 had a ball 


BOOKS 


John Е. Kennet 
friend and special counsel T 
С. Sorensen. "was the kind of President 
who would want а great book written 
about his Administration.” Sorersen’s 
Kennedy (Harper & Row) is not “a great 
look." but it is solid: and it shares with 
its distinguished subject a respect Гог rea 
of sentiment (lest it lapse 
tality). Sorensen’s a 
failure, for example, is 
jC and thoroughness. He 
observes that the plan the President ap: 
proved “was diplomatically unwise and 
militarily doomed from the outset.” 
t he thought he was approvin 
iplo 


ccording to his close 
odore 


son and a fe: 


nalysis 


imo sentime 
ol the Bay of | 
a model of 10 


but 


peared at the time to have a 
acceptability and little chance of ouwight 
ure." This chapter à justifies the 
book. Sorensen writes with 
votion to his man; his bias is explicit 
"Having formed a strong attachment Lor 
John Kennedy, I c attend an 


attitude of complete dei Yet he 


шіне de- 


iot now. 
ichment." 


AFTER SHAVE 


007 gives any man 
the license to kill... women 


Take 007 After Shave. Its subtle, masculine aroma 
makes women behave outrageously. They invent 
the wildest excuses just to be near you. 

Once you're sure you're up to 007, try the whole 
arsenal. There's 007 Shave Cream, for recklessly 
close shaves; 007 Spray Deodorant, the male way 
to keep cool on tough assignments; plus 007 Hair 
Tonic, Cologne, Talc, and Scap. Each gives you the 
license to КИ, . .ммотеп. 

Dangerous? Sure, but what a way to go. 


| When he's traveling light: 


“When you use DD7, he kind” 007 АНег Shave end Cologne, $3.50 


© 1965, Colgate-Palmolive Company 
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For the man with drivo, 
"Tournament" by Dunhill, 
‘of course. 

After Shave and Cologne 
іп gift box, $7.00. 
Also individually boxed. 
At fine stores everywhere. 


serve the 
magnificent 


The Company of Kings Since 1667 


BLENDED SCOTCH WHISKY 


100% SCOTCH WHISKIES 86 PROOF ө THE WESTMINSTER CORPORATION. NEW YORK, N Y. 


has given us much objective history 
and considerable insight into the mind 
of John F. Kennedy. “He had a disci 
plined and analytical mind." Sorensen 
writes. "Even his instincts cme 
Irom his reason rather than his hunches 

He was neither willing nor able to 
be flamboyant or melodramatic” Soren 


sen himself has uncannily assumed these 
book. 


Kennedy qualities in lı 

The sad and simple truth that 
emerges from John O'Hara's career as a 
novelist is this: The more complex the 
literary form, the less capable he is of 
controlling and shaping it. Unfortunate 
ly, he keeps on churning out books in a 
most reticulated поуейізіс form—an out 


sized glass in which his flaws are mag- 
nified to a point where they overwhelm 
the reader. From the Terrace was proba 


bly the worst of the stupefying lot, be 
cause the longest. But O'Hara's latest 
attempt at establishing himself as Ameri 
саз answer to Galsworthy is nearly as 
torpid. The Lockwood Concern (Random 
House) lacks almost every virtue that 
dignified his carly Appointment in Sa 
тапта. It is nowhere clear why the au 
thor has called his characters together. 
since the book has no discernible point 
And most of the characters are barely 
one-dimensional, though a few achieve a 
shadowy second dimension by dint of 


being around for so many, many pages 
Logic and conscision are as foreign to the 
work as are humor and stylistic grace. 
There is only page after page of arid 
prose. detailing the lives and loves of the 
Lockwood family. who arrived in Swed 
early in the 
Wh Century. The family concern is to 
stay there, grow rich and become the 
town's aristocracy. But one of the third 
generation. George, 
son, who moves to California 
is the end of the book. It is d 
tu wish that the very first of the Lock 
woods had suffered a similar fate before 
he set out upon his reproductive career. 


ish Haven, Pennsylvani 


nates his only 
п that 
heult not 


With 
his mother a swinger, his g 


ather a fat flagpole sitter 
«mother a 
crooked poker player, and his grandfath 
er a grom (minstrel) who later became а 
presser "by ladies’ coats,” what else 
kl Allan Sherman be bur My 
the Fotksinger? He could be 
hear him tell it—a college kick-out, los 
er of many jobs, collector of bad jokes. 
party nuisance and total rejectee. In his 
autobiography. А бін of Loughter (Athe- 
neum), Sherman puts ethnics first. ‘The 
Sherman Theory of Judaism: “АП Jews 
arc linked together by food." The 
corned-beefstulled. Sherman has many 
theories, some funny, some serious, Seri 
ous Sherman tends to be sentimental, 
especially w 
comedy 


со 


on. 
«| was, to 


he gets serious about 


"Comedy is gentle and sweet 


and good and i 


elligent and honest and 


pe s 


Nothing. Absolutely nothing changes 
the basic shape of a man’s Brentwood. 
Firestone's Spandellé is why. 


Smoothly, it follows every body motion. Then flexes right back to its 
original good fit. This handsome new Brentwood Comfort Stretch 
Sweater is made with Firestone's Spandelle. So it never binds. Never 
sags. Never bags. It goes right back to its original shape, after every 
wearing. No matter how active your golf game. Or your girl friend. 


68% acrylic; 2% Spandelle. 14 colors. 
About 51695; slightly higher west of tne Rockies. 


FIRESTONE SYNTHETIC FIBERS COMPANY, 45 обмене Plaza, New топ, N.Y. 10020 
ISpendelle is Ficestone’s registered trademark for its Spandex fiber. 


FASHIONS BY GAYLE KIRKPATRICK 


You can hear the purrs from here. Love at first sniff— 
L'Aimant, Emeraude, L'Origan or Paris. Four of the great 
ones from Coty. (The one that really makes her care? That's 
for you to find out.) And don't overlook 'Imprévu'. The Un- 
foreseen, the Unexpected. The latest enchantment from the 
world's greatest house of perfume. It's a fresh and frivolous 
romp of fragrance, incredibly young and beautiful. 

А. Show-stopper hat box: parfum, parfum de toilette, meas- 
ured mist (and refill), deluxe dusting powder, bath oil, talcum 
powder and creamy skin parfum, 35.00. a. Flacon mist with 
dusting powder, 4.75. c. Spray mist and dusting powder, 6.00. 
о. Deluxe dusting powder and measured mist to match, 9.00. 
E. Measured mist and parfum, 10.00. ғ. Parfum de toilette, 
dusting powder, bath oil, parfum purser, 10.00. c. A sampler 
package of the four great ones in parfum de toilette, 4.50. 
н. "Imprévu' parfum, a new feeling, a new fragrance. (Imported 
from France.) From 5.00. COTY 


The Tigers 
are giving 
the Pussycats 
Coty 
for Christmas 
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that is what Harpo Marx is.” But funny 
Sherman is uproarious, especia 


Strictly for Swingers! | ss funny a 
ly for Swingers whole life. A flop with girls (as ruavsoy 


readers know from the chapter called 
The New “Puberty Revisited; or Sex sid'ibe Si 
CONTINENTAL Sherman,” first published here in. July), 
TAILORED LOOK yet bounced out of the University of Ші 
) ч nois for what was supposed to be turpi- 
in Extra Fine-Gauge BEES ботс ыы ҮЗЕ. ХЫ 
DOUBLE-KNIT months of spoon-feeding gags to comics 
for a pittance, he and a friend sat down 
Lave for these authentic and made up the TY show I've Got a 
style features Secret and sold what was to become a bo 
талға to the Messrs. Goodson and Tod 


т ONE-PIECE DOLMAN SLEEVE one dollar, In the ba 
m FREE-HANGING BOTTOM i, Sherman became а TV producer er 


m COAT-STYLE CUFFS his secret, so far as the public was con- 
cerned. To soothe himself through re- 


pened firings, he ate more, went to four 
created for the atrists and sang loud and lousily at 


p 
Sweater Generation! parties. But everybody laughed. Harpo. 


Jack Benny. George Burns. Finally, 
suripped of his last producerial epaulets 
FEWORTH а with his wife aud two children 


.000 house on 555 а week un- 
employment, he decided to make a record 
EOCEWORTH MILLS rty parodies. To Sherman's aston 


„the record sold a million. Forced 
New York 1, N.Y. to perform his little. se -Sarah Jack 

тап; 76 Sol Cohens: Hello Muddah, 

Hello Fadduh—in public, the bashful 
them into Carnegie 
Hall: "At the age of 38, after only 18 years 
of trying—I became an overnight suc- 
cess.” Ех g nice on AL 
». Only then did he sit down 
and try to put his life in order, between 
hard covers, “I say this is à funny book,” 
he proclaims at ihe beginning, and this 
time he's not kidding. 


350 Fifth Avenue 


COMPLETELY WASHABLE BLEND OF 70% DACRON POLYESTER/30% WORSTED 
WOOL. RICH, LUXURIOUS KNIT TEXTURE WITH A DISTINCTIVE CRISP, LIVELY LOOK. 


body was m: 


lan Sherma 


corges Simenon has probably solved 
as many mysteries as any writer in his 
tory. In his latest novel, The Lie Saint 
(Harcourt, Brace and World), he merely 
poses one. Since it is the mystery of 


St. Johns’ і У | saintliness, his achievement lies not in 


providing definitive solutions but in dis- 


Aged Lime К 3 ; covering relevant clues, The book ope 


with what must be the least. traumatic 


primal scene in all of literature, the lit 

Cologne қ earn ашшы т ер 

іп 4 ing through a hole in a bedsheet curtain 

at their mother and one ol her casual 

sumptuous lovers, then trying to imitate what they 

р 4 see (“Be careful with your teeth”), and 
gift ( Е continnes on this elemental level thre 


$ his childhood, adolescence and early yea 
decanter. б : as a painter. "T he-workl-asscen-through- 
the-eyes-oFa-child" is rendered. so skill 
fully (and without the condescending 
"wonder and enchantment” so often 
attributed. 10 children) that the reader 


This rare cologne, matured to full potency, imparts not only gets the sense of a boy 
а robustness never before captured in а mans citrus | та ші» SAA DAY HARE 

but ol turnofthecenuny Paris. itself, 
blend. Bottled in hand-blown glass to re-create the whole volumes of what ncrously 
seaworthy lines of a ship captain's decanter. Fitted called social history condensed into sin 
қ h А A gle paragraphs. Some of the little saint's 
into its own elegantly lined wicker hamper *35. memories are as vivid as nightmares, 


For neme of nearest store, write our U.S. office. 680 Fifth Avenue. New York City. some as vague as dreams. Yet it is the 


talent that the 
novel expands at. precisely 
the pace of the child's sense of the ex 
aces of life. But why "sain 
Is the saint passionately committed to an 
inner vision? Or, as George Orwell in 
sisted. merely devoid of human emotion, 
desiring only "to escape from the pain 
of living"? Does his spirit expand to en. 


measure of Simenon" 


compass the universe? Or does it con. 
tract into sel-protective apathy? Our 
only due is his vague Leonardian smile. 
“a smile that was barely perceptible, like 
the reflection of an inner joy." Most art 
ists пу to show us what Mona Lisa is 


smiling at; only a few realize that 
greater achievement to show us the smile 
iself, Simenon has writen a mystery sto- 
ry of the spirit, and, while the reader is 
free to interpret the ambiguous clues 
ny way he wants, to insist on conclusive 
answers would be as vain as trying to 
discover how many angels can dance on 
the head of a pin. 


The Collected Stories of Katherine Anne 
Porter (Harcourt, Brace & World) is a 
trunkful of gems. Ir contains four sto- 
ries that have never been published 
before (one of them—Holiday—very 
nearly among Katherine Anne's һем); 
the others have made up her three pre 
vious collections: Flowering Judas, Pale 
Horse, Pale Rider and The Leaning 
Tower. To read them together is to be 
finely reminded of how fine she is, to be 
struck again by her range of locale and 
character (Mexico, New York, Germany, 
Texas), her fierce. involvement with. the 
fies of her time, and—along with her 
scope and contemporary sense—a delica 
cy of touch. Many of the basic ma 
terials of her novel Ship of Fools are 
treated here more subtly and succinctly: 
the Latin-American mess in Flowering 
Judas, the coming German сі 
in her short novel The Leaning 1 
written in Berlin in 1931 


Between the 
covers of this collection are caught the 
agony points of much of this century, in 


private life and public affairs 
with some of the high points of Ameri 
can literature. 


along 


“More hooks have been written about 
the erogenous zones of women than 
about the Nile Delta” You might, after 
that opening sentence of a book entitled 
Rich Man, Poor Man, Freud ond Fruit (Simon 
& Schuster), expect its author to eschew 
writing yet another book about the sex 
lile of women, especially so practiced a 
hand as Alexander King. Alas, he not 
only tackles the subject, but in doing so 
he fails to come up with anyth 


g new 


or worthy of this wise sent with shaggy 


mustache, tired сусу and rapier к 
Even the suggestive subtitle—"Advice to 
Amorous Ladic is a shill. For the ad- 
vice King dispenses seems aimed at the 
spinster from Dubuque. His premise is 
very simple. Here, ladies, is what to look 


didn't hang around reindeer all the time...and had 
the voice of a really smooth singer. 


ч 


ІШ 


give The Jack Jones Christmas Album lists 


~- you'll love it, for it has spirit! For delightful cocktail and gourmet recipes, 
write for our free recipe booklet. 


PROOUCT OF FRANCE / MAOE WITH FINE COGNAC BRANDY во PROOF / CARILLEN IMPORTERS, LTO. DEPT 22, 730 Sth AYE., м.т. 10019 


The Spirit of Grand Marnier 


...tomes alive with each sip of the world's finest liqueur 
along the Seine take in the big scene of Paris and enjoy it all with a Grand 
Marnier. Let the romance and excitement of Paris into your life. .. delight in 
a Grand Marnier... in а snifter. .. a cocktail... or in a magnificent recipe 
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as the lovers 
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PEE 
BELT 


BUCKLE 


OR BULGE! 
THATS THE 
SECRET OF 


THEYMM 
SANSABELT 


SLACKS. 


THEY BEND 
WITH YOU, 
BREATHE 


WITH YOU. 


GIVE YOU 
THELONG, 


Sensabelt. Now in a luxurious "Sayelle 
fabric of 70% "Orlon"* acrylic/30% fine 
Wool. Featuring the famous inner waist. 
bend designed in France. About $20. At 
your favorite store, or write YMM Sansabelt 
Slacks, Michigan City, Indiana. 


YMM сыт 


a JAYMAR?® SLACK. 
de by people who cara for people » .: who care 


Product of Jaymar-Ruby, Inc, 
Michigan City, Indiana 
Sansabelt Slacks licensed by Y. LeCottier and 
А.б. Trentesauxol France under U.S. Pal. No, 2,757,381. 


© "Опол" is OuPont's Reg. TM. “Fabric by Stevens. 


Sansabelt slacks are available at: 
WHITESIDES, BLOOMINGTON, INDIANA = 
ROBERT WILSON & CO., DENVER. COLO- 
RADO * MILLER & PAINE, LINCOLN, 
NEBRASKA * LEVY BROS, LOUISVILLE, 
KENTUCKY, and other fine Stores coast to 
coast. 


for in potential lov 


(1) the man's oc 
cupation, (2) his nationality. King dis- 
penses his advice with unaccustomed 
blandness and good temper except when 
dealing with homosexuals, whom he 
seems to have no use for at all. But what 
advice! For the woman who is after the 
tired businessman on the golf course and 
happens to be a good golfer herself: “Pre- 
tend that you are а duffer at the game, 
for you are likely to offend him in a 
most sensitive spot.” For the woman who 
is after a Balkan type: "They are moody 
that is to say, unreasonably gay and mel 
ancholy by turns, and easily become the 
victims of excessive drinking and sen 
suality.” Well, now, Herman Wouk 
could have wld us that. Surely we have 
the right to expect more from that 
frighteningly articulate walrus of a man 
who helped Jack Paar sustain a talk 
show on television over the years, from 
that master of the anecdote of individual 
feats of unconventionality. Jack Paar 
has retired. from television, and И Alex 
King continues ta deal out hands like 


a virgini 


“It is easier to [ake intellect th 
iy," his rowe will be clear. 


John Updike probably has the most 
acutely perceptive eye of any American 
novelist working today. This comes close 
to being his undoing, In his latest work, 
Of the Farm (Knopf), his eye sees not 
100 wisely but too well. To look at the 
world through Updike's eves is like look 
ng through a high-power microscope 
What is revealed has the explosive ex- 
g the 
familiar in а brilliantly unfamiliar way; 
but like the microscope, Updike's eye is 
impersonal, sometimes almost. inhuman, 
and often seems 10 choose iis object 
more by chance than choice. Of the 
Farm doesn't have much of а plot—a 


citement that comes from view 


man, with his new wife and her young 
son, visits his mother for a weekend. 
The novel, written in the first person, is 
all reverie and relationships. At one 
point, Joey, the narrator, tells his (see 
ond) wile Peggy that he loves her. “Well 
you don't make me feel it,” she replies. 
“You're so—how shall I say—busy. 1 feel 
you're emotionally fussing at us all the 
time and making everything worse 

Through much of his novel, Updike 
emotionally fussing, and it certainly 
docs make everything worse. Despite his 
interest in sexual coupling, he seems un 
comfortable with both love and sex. Hi 

solution is to resort to hyperbole (one 


rhapsodic section likens intercourse to 
“a variety of landscapes, seeming now a 
snowy rolling perspective of bursting 
cotton bolls seen through the Negro 
arabesques of a fancywork wroughtiron 
balcony: now a taut vista of mesas 
dreaming in the midst of sere and 
ochre”); or else he resorts to 
ical detachment and allows details to 
substitute for action. Of the Farm is not 
a novel; it is a long short story, about a 


№ may replace 
conversation 


Give him 
Royal Oak 
Scented Lotion 
and kiss small 
talk goodbye. 


Scented 
lotion $3 & $5. 


ip on Cord, 
Set of 3 bars, $: 
Gift Set (Soap & 
Lotion) $5. 


Meet... 
JACKIE VERNON 


а wet ^. 

bird never 
flies at 

__ night 


——- 


Presenting Jackie Vernon — the country's newest 
and funniest comedian. You've enjoyed him on 
TV — laughed at his preposterous comedy in 
nightclubs and on campus — now howl with him 
in this funniest comedy album ever! A WET BIRD 
NEVER FLIES AT NIGHT. 

ON SALE AT ALL RECORD SHOPS—JGM—2052— $4.79 


JUBILEE — America's Number One Producer 
of Comedy Albums 


Jsy-Gee Record Co. (A Division of The Cosnat Corp.) 
Dept. F-12, 318 W. 48th St., New York М. Y. 10036 
Please rush copies of a WET BIRD NEVER 
FLIES AT NIGHT by Jackie Vernon at $4.79 each, 
prepaid, | enclose check or money order in the 
amount of ......... 

Send tc. 

Address... Е =: = 
e „State. Zip Cote... 


(ій appropriate Sales Tax if ordered іп 
P New York State 
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| lost my head 
over this new hi-neck 
Bo'sun shirt. 


Look alive 


Big deal! | lost my Bo'sun shirt 
at Vegas— but I still feel great in 
these Slim-Guy briefs. 


Isn't life great? You work hard. You play hard. 
Your pace is quick. Jockey Menswear's new 
Life underwear is for you. Get with Life®! 

The Life Bo'sun shirt has a hi-neck, longer 
sleeves, a longer tail, and heavier body 
fabric. It's styled for action. 

Life Slim Guy* briefs give you famous 
Jockey support plus mesh pouch ventilation, 


Jockey 
MENSWEAR 


EF 
in new (Шу, ] р Сез underwear by Jockey. 


low-cut waistband, vented sides, high-cut leg 
openings. 

If you agree that underwear doesn't have 
to be dull, stop at your favorite men's store 
Ask to see the entire Life line—briefs, boxers 
and five styles of T-shirts. (Styles illustrated 
—$1.50.) They're all designed for young men 
who enjoy life. 


Pat. apphed lor 
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Et tu, Brut? 


PLAYBOY 


Bold new 
Brut 

for men. 

By Fabergé. 


For after shave, after shower, 
after anything! Brut. 
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mother-son-wife triangle, and despite all 
the emphasis on sex, it ends not with a 
bang but a New Yorker whimper. 


Sharply dressed men used to go down 
10 Ше New York docks 10 greet. newly 
arrived. immigrants. They took the new 
comers’ baggage, sold them train tickets 
to St. Louis or Chicago or Kansas City 
at a price as close as possible to all the 
money they had—and put them on the 
subway. It is with this kind of painful con- 
Irontation of dream and reality that the 
"immigrant novel" frequently deals. But 
in its determination to expose the “real” 
Land of Opportunity, this genre too often 
reveals only the underside of the myth 
—the Land of Opportunists. Peter Souri- 
an, in his third novel, The Gate (Har 
court, Brace amd World), cracks the 
surface of these clichés to listen for the 
heartbeat they muffle. For his characters, 
Armenians fleeing from Turkish oppres 


sion, America is, in fact, a Land of Op 
porttnity—but his tragic point is that 
many crossed the ocean carrying oppres- 
sions within their own hearts. Even Sarkis, 
the father of the narrator, the arche- 
typal self-made man, becomes in the end 


more the victim of hi 


heritage than the 
creator of a idcal. cele: 
brates the virtues of the World 


Sourian 


Old 


new 


while recognizing the sterility of cling 
ing to them; he mourns the gap between 
the generations without describing it in 
row sociology of “assimilation.” 
just another autobio 


the n 
This is more tha 


graphical "immigrant novel": Spanning 
five generations, it expands until its cen 
tral theme encompasses the varieties of 
ways in which we imprison ourselves with- 
in the invisible bars of the past. The nar- 
rator has a miserable love affair with a 
pop singer, his sister neurotically Пее 
from parents to marriage to psych 
alysis—these second-generation Аш 
cans, like their immigrant forebears, cin 
{тес themselves only by recognizing their 
imprisonment, by first making the bars 
visible, 


How to Be Rich (Playboy Press), by 
J. Paul Geuy, rravsov's Contributing 
Editor, Business and Finance, contains a 
score ol the articles he has written for this 
magazine over the past five years, and 
new material never before published any- 
where. In the arcas covered —becoming а 
millionaire, 


succeeding in business by 
ent trying, the value of dis 
and nonconformity, the art 
и, and money and values— 
tty is an authority who is able 
ute his expertise. 
as a primer for 


B 
sent, culture 
of invesun 
J. Paul C 

to absorbingly communi 
The book should s 


ally intelli 


the young man on the way up, for the 
executive. already there—hence the op. 
erative word "be" in the title—and for 


everyone interested in the ever-changi 
often turbulent world of business, and 
the men who make their carcers in it 


wrist worthy 


THE 
PLAYMATE 
BRACELET 


A handsome, strikingly beautiful 
link bracelet in gold Florentine 
finish, complete with jeweled ^ 


Playboy Rabbit in bas relief e 
against a sunburst disc. 12.50 ppd, iz 


Shall we enclose a gift card in Your name? 
Send check or money order to: 

PLAYBOY PRODUCTS 

919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Illinois 50611 


Playboy Club keyPolders may charge. 
by enclosing key number with order, 


Instantly trimming the middle . . . 
Mandate's new Continental Boxer or 
Brief. Engineered with gently power- 
ful latex rubber. To take as much as 
2 inches off your waist. And provide 
marvelous muscle support that less- 


ens fatigue and improves pasture. 
In water soe, м ДЕ 
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YOUR ONE CHANCE EACH YEAR 


Let Playboy help you 
play Santa with its 


fabulous Triple Gift 
— a repeat of last 


years sensational 
Christmas hit! 


Last Christmas 24,000 delighted men received the Playboy Triple 
Gift. Here's your chance to give the same thrilling gift to the most 
important men on your list, a gift that continues to give enjoyment 
year after year, that assures fun-packed days and nights all year 
long. Playboy's Triple Gift holiday package will be the most exciting 
gift your friends and business associates will receive this season. 


ү 


THIS CHRISTMAS, UNLOCK A WORLD OF ENTERTAINMENT FOR THE 
FAVORED MEN ON YOUR LIST—GIVE THE TRIPLE GIFT, THREE GIFTS 
FOR THE PRICE OF A PLAYBOY CLUB KEY! 


Here's what the lucky man will get: 
1. His Personal Playboy Club Key. This famous silver 
symbol of the good life will admit him to every 
Playboy Club in the world. As new Playboy Clubs 
are opened (13 Clubs are now in operation and 
several premieres аге planned within the next few 
months), his key will provide entree to each. The 
key thus becomes more valuable as each year passes, 
constantly brings to mind your thoughtfulness. 

2. A Bottle of Fine Champagne. Upon his first visit to 
The Playboy Club, a beautiful Bunny will deliver a 
bottle of Playboy's champagne to the new key- 
holder, with your compliments. He'll begin his life 
as а playboy in our famous festive atmosphere, with 
a sparkling reminder of your good taste 

3. LeRoy Neiman Print. Neiman paintings have been 
featured in PLAYBOY for 11 years and his works are 
an essential part of the decor in every Playboy Club. 
This full-color 20"x30" reproduction is suitable 


for framing, of course. Each time your friend admires his beautiful print of a Neiman 
original, he'll appreciate your faultless choice in selecting his gift 


In the spirit of the holiday season, Playboy Club Triple Gift Keys are $25 everywhere, including 
gift keys for recipients who live within 75 miles of Chicago or within the states of Arizona and 
Florida (where keys are normally $50). 


It you are a keyholder yourself, or have ever been to The Playboy Club as a guest, you already 
know the numerous advantages unlocked by the coveted silver key: 


Keyholdei 
For speedier 
shopping—dial a Bunny 


and order keys by phone. 


(Area codes precede 
phone numbers.) 


ATLANTA ... 
BALTIMORE 
BOSTON 
CHICAGO... 
CINCINNATI . 
DETROIT . 
JAMAICA ... 
KANSAS CITY. . 
LOS ANGELES. 
MIAMI 
NEW ORLEANS. . 
NEW YORK . 
PHOENIX 

ST. LOUIS 

SAN FRANCISCO 


order by mail. 


* The gentlemanly privileges and pleasures of relaxing in your very own Club 


.404. 525-4626 
301 VE 7-1111 
...617 536-7900 
.312 WH 4-3010 
.513 241-8580 
313 962-0011 
Oracabessa 222 
816 HA 1-5080 
.213 657-5050 
.305 751-7543 
.504 523-5001 
.-212 PL 2-3100 
602 264-4314 
314 OL 2-4700 
.415 YU 2-2711 


Ме will confirm your. 


*Man-sized potables, brewed with an ounce- 
and-a-half-plus of the finest liquors and served 
to you by The Playboy Club's Bunnies 

® Outstanding entertainment by such stars as 
Tony Bennett, Gary Croshy, Dizzy Gillespie. 
(Entertainment in the New York Club is lim- 
ited to catered parties) 

* Special events for keyholders only, such as golf 

tourneys, fashion shows, Meet the Playmate 

“А subseiption to vip, the Club's own magazine 

This wonderful world of Playboy is yours to 

bestow with The Playboy Club's Triple Gil 

offer—BUT YOU MUST ORDER NOW! 

Each gift key, accompanied by certificate entitling the 


your name, 2s you direct. 
| not be made after Christ- 
таз. Orders received up to December 17 will be filled 
in time for the new keyholder to begin using his key 
during the holiday season. Imagine his delight at 
being able to celebrate New Year's Eve in the club- 
rooms of The Playboy CI 
То order your Triple Gift Keys, use the coupon on 
this page. And if you don't have a Playboy Club Key 
yourself, what better time than now to get in on the 
nightly festivities at the world's most 
key club. Check the box for your persi 
The lucky new keyholder is entitled to key privileges in 
all Playboy Clubs. At the pres time, state laws allow 
Us to redeem champagne and Neiman print certificate in 
с, Boston, Chic . Miami. 


may be redcemed any time during 1966. 
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PLAYBOY CLUB LOCATIONS 
Clubs Open—Atlonta Dinkler 
Motor Hotel: Baltimore 28 Light 
St.: Chicago 116 E. Walton St; 
Cincinnati 35 E. 7th St; Detroit 
1014 E. Jefferson Ave. Jamaica оп 
Bunny Bay, Ocho Rios; Km 
City atop the Hotel Co 


Gentlemen: 


Here is my application tor 
LI Triple Gilt order only C) personal Triple Gift only Г personal and Triple СИ! order 
In the spirit of the holiday season, Playboy Club Keys'are $25 everywh 

eys tor racipents who ive wittin 75 mies of Chicago or эйгип the states of Anizena 
and Florida (where keys ага normally $50) | 


Enclosed is check for $. 


Nail to: PLAYBOY CLUBS INTERNATIONAL 
. cjo PLAYBOY Magazine, 232 E. Ohio St., Chicago, Illinois 60611 


inctuding gift 


. ог charge to my key. 


LETTER А NUMBER. 


NY NAME (PLEASE PRINT! 


ADDRESS 


Square; London 43 Park Lane. am 


Nextin Line Washington, D.C. 


It ordering personal Triple Gift Key only, you need not complete this portion-—-— 


STATE ZIP cook 


$25 TAX DEDUCTION 


SEND TRIPLE GIFT KEY TO (PLEASE PRINT) 


А $25 Playboy Club Key, given | ress 


as а business gift, is fully de- 
ductible under current Internal 
Revenue Service regulations. 
The rules allow a deduction of 
$25 per recipient lor es many 
such gifts as you give. 


ony 
CHECK ONE: 


Use separate shs 


О Send Triple Gitt to recipient with gift card signed 
C) Iwish to present Triple СИ! personally. Send package and unsigned card to me. 
of paper to order additional 

О Check here if you wish only information about 


‘STATE ZIP CODE 


keys. 
ining personal Triple Gift. 


а 
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when Wind Song whispers your message 


| Let Wind Song say it for you. 


It telis her you know she’s someone special. 
Give her the perfume sealed in a crown. 
She'll know . . . you're a Prince. 

^ Wind Song Perfume, 5.00 to 45.00. 


Wind Song Perfume 
by Prince Matchabelli 


THE PLAYBOY ADVISOR 


МАГ. ac hree college juniors with a 
unique problem we hope you cin solve 
We have all had intimate relations with 
a 28-year-old noncoed from a nearby 
town. She has spent a number of week 
ends at our apartment. No problem, But 
the other day а good friend told us that 
he intended to propose to this girl. He 
has no idea of our connection with her 
Should we level with our friend, try to 
discourage the girl after he proposes, or 
just пог interfere?—R. Р. М.М. and 
C. T., Cortland, New York. 

According to Kinsey, nearly 50 percent 
of all females are nonvirgins when they 
marry. Unless you think that every тап 
who slept with these girls was obligated to 
tell their prospective husbands about it, 
we suggest yon mind your own business. 


Recently 1 was in Germany and T 
drank a beer made from wheat. It was 
very good and 1 wonder if there are any 
American producers of а similar beer 
R. D. McA., Wheeling, West Virginia 

We think you're referring to Weissbier 
(“white beer"), a brew composed of 60 
percent barley тай, 40 percent wheat 
malt and а good deal of carbonation—all 
combining lo make а wildly lant taste. 
Although it's manufactured only in Ger- 
many, your local importer should be able 
10 accommodate you. 


ny 


ШМі has always been a vit 
y life. Due to financial diflicu 


ever. 1 had to stop attending music school 
job at a leading radioand- 
ctwork. Through enormous 


good fortune, 1 have been promoted very 
rapidly and at the age of 22 1 hold a 
junior executive position with a very gen- 

The only drawback is that 
i has absolutely nothing to do 


with music. 


berween 


During these past few ye 
working and attending college, I have 
1 to musically direct and con 
duct three full-seale musicals at various 
theater workshops in New York. I now 
e an ofler to take this last musical 
ош of town for а period of six 10 eight 
months at a good salary w 
ise of a permanent. position à 
director. 

My musical wild oats are scr 
be sown, but it means giving up my se- 
cure job. Leaves of 
it looks like it’s either one or the other 
Any suggestions?—B. M., Brooklyn, New 
York. 

Follow your real interest and take the 
musical out of town. At your age, your 
financial responsibilities are few. If you 
remain in the secure job, you may regret 
Jor the rest of your life that you didn't 


h the prom 
musical 


ence 


are rare, so 


sow your notes. You can always go back 
to radio and television: your ability was 
recognised. once; chances ave it ould 
be recognized again—if not with your 
former employer, then elsewhere. 


Woud you please tell me how the 
expresion “Peeping Tom” originated? 
D. W.. Los Angeles, California. 

The expression “Peeping Tom” is de 
rived from one of the most celebrated 
legends of British history. Leofric, Lord 
of Coventry in the Hih Century, imposed 
exorbitant faxes upon his subjects. His 
wife, Lady Godiva, was sympathelic to 
the complaints of his subjects and ve peat 
edly pleaded with him to reduce their tax 
burden. He refused but eventually, more 
to quiet her than anything else, said that 
he would eut taxes if she agreed to ride 
unclad through the streets of Coventry. 
To Leofric's astonishment. she accepted 
the challenge and, afier asking that all 
townspeople stay indoors and clase their 
shutters while she rode, made the 
ride on а white horse, Her request was 
honored by everyone except. the town 
tailor, Tom, who peeped through the 
shutters and, as legend has il, was struck 
blind for his eff 


МУ... enjoying a few drinks a 
tavern in rhe comp: 
friends, a question arose reg 
er pipe etiquetie. I c 
those conditions it 
dean my pipe with а 
My Г ved. How say youx— 
B. B. Watertown, New York. 

We're with you—as long as you realize 
(and you seem to) that this isn’t done т 
mixed company or under more formul 
circumstances than friendly elbow bend- 
ing at а local. pub. 


she 


a local 

male 
ding prop 
med that under 
permissible to 
combination tool 


of thre 


ls di: 


Ті age-old problem of difference in 
ages is plaguing me. Lam 37 years old and 
she is 22. Û fear this disparity in our ages 
will prove to be a greater problem in ten 
years, since Гус heen very active up to 
hed a point of dec 
She feels that this is not a problem to wor- 
Ty about at present, She is a very young 
92, worries little about anything except 
the fact that we are not married. How 
does the Advisor feel about May-Decem- 
L. М» Miami, Florida. 
In our estimation, a difference of 15 
years is hardly enough to characterize a 
marriage аз “May-December"—a differ- 
ence of roughly 10 years is, do our 
way of thinking, actually preferable 1o а 
couple being approximately the same age. 
However, even though you're not too old 


now and have re; 


ber marriages? 


INSTANT 
MILDNESS 


yours with 


YELLO- 
BOLE 5 


Aristocrat, Billiard Shape, 
$5.95 and $6.95 


No matter what you smoke you’ll 
like Yello-Bole. The new formula 
honey lining insures Instant Mild- 
ness; protects the imported briar 
bowl —so completely, it’s guaran- 
{еей against burn out for life. Why 
not change your smoking habits 
the easy way — the Yello-Bole 
way. $2.50 to $6.95. 


Official Pipes New York World's Fair 


Free Booklet tells how to smoke a pipe; shows shapes, 
write: YELLO-BOLE PIPES, INC., N.Y. 22, Dept. NGO 
By the makers of KAYWOODIE 


69 


PLAYBOY 
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different 
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BLACK WA 


The Masculine S 
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for this girl, your description of her as а 
"very young raises the question of 
whether she's mature enough for mar- 
riage to anyone. We think a short post 
ponement of the nuptials, till you're 
satisfied on this point, would be a sound 
idea. 


The other evening, my fiancée and 1 
were dining with another couple at a 
very swank restaurant. The restaurant 
had an attractive ashtray that I wanted 
to take with me. The other couple ad- 
vised that I leave it, as I would be steal- 
ing. I explained that the restaurant 
condones this kind of pilferage as a means 
of advertising. The ashtray bore the name 
of the restaurant. Isn't this a way of life? 
Don't people always take a towel from а 
hotel, etc2—M. P., Chicago, Illinois. 

We agree with your friends: It's steal- 
ing. If hotels or restaurants wanted you 
to make off with their furnishings “as a 
means of advertising,” they would give 
them away as souvenirs. If you find such 
an item irresistible, the proper thing to 
do is offer to buy it; the management 
can then sell it to you, if they wish, or, 
assuming il is not an expensive item, 
they may give it to you. But in any case, 
the choice should be theirs. 


RRecently т purchased three suits: two 
subtle herringbones and one bold glen 
plaid. All of the suits are three-button, 
center-vent, Ivy League style, and have 
matching vests. The pants are worn with 
a belt and are 16 inches at the bottom. 
I had the pants tailored without cutis, 
and this is the source of my problem. 
My co-workers at the advertising agency 
where J am employed insist that suits of 
this type, worn under business condi- 
tions, should have culls, and 1 maintain 
that cuflless pants are perfectly proper. 
Your opinion will be greatly appreciated. 
М. S, Forest Hills, New York. 

The Continental silhouette, which in- 
troduced cuffless trousers, almost always 
(France is the exception) calls for 
cufflessn The dyed-in-thewool tradi- 
tional Ivy wearer, on the other hand, de- 
mands cuffs on his trousers. But here 
again, there is evidence of a trend toward 
the slim elegance of cuffless trousers. In 
short, il's optional; but gentlemen in the 
avant-garde of fashion favor trousers 
sans cuffs. 


А few months ago, a gentleman whom 
1 have been dating for a long time com 
mented after а small spat that he "loved 
me" but was no longer "in love with 
as well as many 
friends and acquaintances, what ihe 
difference between the two statements 
was. The answers were interesting and 
also varied in thought. Since 1 consider 
PLAYBOY the sine qua non in male opin- 


mc." I have asked myself, 


WARNER BROS. PRESENTS A 


АЦ 
SOE THES, 


NATIONWIDE PREMIERE 
ENGAGEMENTS 


ALL SEATS RESERVED 


WORLD PREMIERE 
DECEMBER 16 
Los Angeles, Cal. Pacific's Cinerama (213) 466-3401 


DECEMBER 21 
New York, N.Y. Warner Cinerama (212) CO 5-5711 


DECEMBER 22 
Atlanta, Ga. Martin's Georgia (404) 634-1266 
Boston, Mass. Boston Cinerama (617) HU 2-4516 
Chattanooga, Tenn (615) 698-6905 
Chicago, Ill. (312) ST 2.8230 


Brainerd 
МеМіскеге 


Cincinnati, Ohio Capitol (613) 421-6500 
Columbus, Ohio Grand (614) 228-5716 
Dallas, Tex Capri (214) RI 8-3887 


Denver, Col. International 70" (303) КЕ 4-4274 
Houston, Tex. Windsor Сїпөгата (713) NA 2-2650 
Indianapolis, ind (117) МЕ SS 
Minneapolis, Minn. SI. Louis Park (612) МА 6-2733 
Nashville, Tenn. Crescent Cinerama (615) 255-7452 
Philadelphia, Ра Boys (215) LO 4751 
Pittsburgh, Pa. Warner Cinerama (412) 591-3447 
Rochester. N.Y. Monroe (716) GR 3-0694 
St. Louis, Mo. Martin Cinerama 1314) JE 1-2120 
Salt Lake City, Utah Villa (801) 487-7896 
San Francisco, Cal. Orpheum |415) MA 1-5000 
Seattle, Wash. Martin Cinerama (206) MU 2-6990 
Wichita, Kansas ^ Uptown (316) MU 2.0861 


Indiana 


DATES TO BE ANNOUNCED SOON 
Albuquerque, N.M. Fox Winrock |505) 298-5445 
Baltimore, Md. Town (301) LE 9-2294 
Birmingham, Ala. Eastwood Mall (205) 595-4125 
Charlotte, М.С. Carolina. (704) 332-3116 
Dayton, Ohio Dabel Cinerama (513) 253-6114 
Honolulu, Hawaii Cinerama 9 


Jacksonville, Fla. Five Points (205) EL 5-5406 
Kansas Cily, Mo. Empire | (913) GR 1-8525 
Las Vegas. Nev. Cinerama (702) 735-7902 
Louisville, Ky. Cinema 1 (902) 459-4700 
Miami, Fla. Sheridan (905) JE 2-4451 
Milwaukee, Wisc. | Cinema ! (414) 271-9740 


New Orleans. La. Martin Cinerama (504) 488-3731 


Oklahoma City, Ома. Cooper (405) CE 5-8507 
Orlando, Fla Beacham (904) 422-7149 
Phoenix, Ariz. Kachina (602) 947-5495 
Portland. Ore. Hollywood (503) AT 8.5001 
Providence, R.I. Cinerama (401) GA 1-1845 
Sacramento, Cal. Esquire (916) 242-9001 
Sen Diego, Cal. Cinerama | (714) 583-6234 
Springfield, Mass. ^ Cinema | (413) 733-5131 
Syracuse, М.Ү. Еске! (215) НА 2-2311 
Tampa, Fla Palace (813) 299-9208 
Washington, D.C. Uptown (202) WO 6-5400 
Worcester, Mass. Cinema! (617) 763-4333 


Special Arrangements and Rates 
Available for Groups of 35 or More. 


For all of you who weren't there—and for you who were— 
only Cinerama could give it to you the way it was 
as it turns the screen into the mightiest battleground ever and hurls you into 
the most extraordinary days of World War II. 


Warner Bros, Presents A 


Production 


WARNER BROS. PICTURES PRESENTS A CINERAMA, INC. PROOUCTION “BATTLE OF THE BULGE” Starring HENRY FONDA - ROBERT SHAW 
ROBERT RYAN - DANA ANDREWS - PIER ANGELI - BARBARA WERLE - GEORGE MONTGOMERY - TY HARDIN - CHARLES BRONSON 
HANS CHRISTIAN BLECH - WERNER PETERS - JAMES MacARTHUR and TELLY SAVALAS - Written by PHILIP YORDAN. 
MILTDN SPERLING, JOHN MELSON - Produced by MILTON SPERLING, PHILIP YORDAN - Directed by KEN ANNAKIN 
А SIDNEY HARMDN IN ASSOCIATIDN WITH UNITED STATES PICTURES PRODUCTION 
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English 
Leather’ 


after shave... 
alter shower, . 
after hours 
the SPRAY LOTION, $5.00 
All-Purpose Men's Lotion in a 
handsome aerosol dispenser, 
packed in a redwood gilt box. 
REFILL $2.00 


«mc MEM COMPANY, INC. 
347 Fifth Avenue, New York 


Botany's 
tapered 
t-shirt and shorts (9 f / 


$1.50 ea. 
3/$4.50 


The inside story 
—the trimmed 
down look of 
tapered torso 
tailoring. No 
excess fabric 
to bulge and 
bulk under 
slimly styled 
clothing. 
Comfortable 
Dacron@ 


appearance even 
after repeated washings. T-Shirt in white only. 
Sizes S-M-L-XL. Shorts in white and light blue. 


Sizes 28-38. 


root's 


525 Madison Ave., N.V. 22 also in Chicago 


31.50 ea., 3/4.50 Color | Sue 
T-Shirt. 
‘Shorts 


Diners" Club 


very 
tax, 
outside of city add tax for area. Minimum 2%. 


ion, me äs to your 
underst the dillerence 
between the two phrases —Miss L. J. B.. 
San Fi isco, Calilornia 

The distinction between the two 


phrases is subtle, at best, but as we inter. 
pret them, when your male friend stated 
that he “loved” you, but was no longer 
“in love with” you, he was comparing the 
hind of platonic affection and concern 
that typically exist. т a parent-child, 
byother-sister or similar relationship, 
with the deeper emotional and physical 
involvement possible between lovers. 

But it doesn't really matter what we 
mean by these words; it's the destinction 
your friend had in mind that counts, And, 
as you describe the situation, it sounds as 
though he was simply setting up a seman- 
tic smoke screen behind which he could. 
more easily end the romance, The “small 
spat” you refer to was not. in all prob- 
ability, the actual cause of any change іш 
feelings toward you; it was just an oppor- 
tune moment [or calling it quits 


Would you please give me the recipe 
for a D. MeL, Porland, 
Oregon. 

Sure. For four, use 6 ounces light vum, 
6 oumes orange juice, 4 ounces lemon 
juice, 1 ounce сіп, 1 ounce brandy, and 
2 ounces отвели. Mix all ingredients in 
an clecitic blender with a scoop of 
shaved ice. 


scorpion 


F have been told that men who ше 
cumcised during infancy are not as easily 
stimulated as those who still have then 
foreskin. H this is true, can 1 assume that 
a man in his 20s could undergo circumci 
m ol prolor 
akes to achieve or 
tions?—M. M.. 


sion with the expectat 
the length of time it 
gam during sexual г 
Lexington. Kentucky. 

Following civcumeision, the glans pe- 
nis, having lost its protective covering. 
is desensiti ec, All other 
things being equal, therefore, the time 
necessary la achieve orgasm is increased. 
However, this is only a minor conside, 
ation, since the duration of the sex act 
prior to ejaculation is more often a psy 
chological matter than a physical one, As 
you know, circumcision is generally ре 
formed during infancy when it's а very 
minor cut indeed. At your age. it would 
be uncomfortable. to say the least, and 
hardly worth the bother. 


d to some de, 


ДА ios etos bender 
one good test of а good whiskey—besides 
asting it, that isis to shake the bottle 
hefore opening and observe how long it 
takes the little bubbles—or “ 
called then If these beads 
linger awhile, the whiskey is supposed to 
be of finer quality than one in which the 
beads disappear right away. Can you ver- 


forms me that 


to dissolve 


PLAYBOY 
BLAZER BUTTONS 


Set of seven silver oxidized buttons, 
$8.50 ppd. (Also available, on special 
order, in solid 14k gold, $100 ppd. 
Allow approx.three weeks delivery.) 


Shall we enclose a gift card in your name? 

Send check or money order to: PLAYBOY PRODUCTS 
519 N. Michigan Ave, » Chicago, Illinois 60611. 
Playboy Club Keyholders may charge by enclosing key no. 


Buying stereo? 


The first thing 
THE NEW you need 
FISHER. is free. 


HANDBOOK 


S2 VALUE! 80 PAGES! 88 ILLUSTRATIONS! 
Mail coupon for The New Fisher Handbook, the 
comprehersive hi-fi reference guide, idea book and 
component catalogue. Here is the clear, nontechni- 
cal introduction to high fidelity and stereo that so 
many music lovers are looking for—the first thing 
you need before investing in expensive equipment! 
Poon 


ma 


Fisher Radio Corporation 
1 | 
11-35 45th Road 
1 Long Island City, N. Y. 11101 | 
Please send me The New Fisher Handbook 
Mercer ош 
1 
| Мате -—— | 
аа а 
ate — | 
| ci — — — Sae 1 


Who knows as much about scotch as the Scots? 


BLENDED SCOTCH WHISKY, 86 PROOF » BOTTLED IN SCOTLAND » RENFIELD IMPORTERS, LTD., N.Y. 


PHOTOGRAPHED AT THE GRENAOIER, LONDON, ENGLAND. 


“We English. 


The Scots distill Haig — 
we jolly well drink Haig. 
Of hundreds of scotches, 

Britain’s largest seller 

is Haig. 
(at Christmas, too.) 
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VAL-O-SEAT” Valet 
...Dext best thing 

to a personal 
valet 


( Betler. И 
doesn’t talk 
> back!) 


Now with his personal 
Hide-Away storage drawer. 


‘This silent valet gives the 


man-about-town unequalled 


dressing comfort and 


convenience. 
wardrobe wrinkle-free; holds 
everything from trousers 


ceps his daily 


to wallet. And comfortably 


Only $17.08 (price si 
higher in some areas). 
Available at leading men's 

shops and department stores. 


PEARL WICK CORP. 
Leng Islond City. N. Y. 11102 


УЗКО Seat? Тебе Mark & Peteniod U. 5. Patent Offce 


PEARL-WÍCK 


THE PLAYBOY SKI SWEATER 


Even if you don't know the difference between a slalom and a schuss, you'll appreciate 

the calculated comfort, special styling and smart good looks of the new Playboy Ski Sweater. 
Made of 100% virgin worsted wool, the Playboy Ski Sweater features the fashionable crew neck 
and raglan sleeves, with the renowned Playboy Rabbit putting in an interwoven appearance. 
Sweater is available. for both playboys and playmates, in white on cardinal, 

white on black and black on white. Please indicate size with order. 


Playboy Ski Sweater, 522 ppd. (Sizes: S, M, L, Ext.) 
Playmate Ski Sweater, $20 ppd. (Sizes: S, M, L.) 


Shall we enclose a gift card in your name? 
Send check or money order to: 
PLAYBOY PROOUCTS 

919 N. Michigen Ave. 

Chicago, Illinois 60611 

Playboy Club keyholders may charge 
by enclosing key number with order. 


ify or di 
Missouri 

Theory denied. This test 
only the maturity not the quality —of 
liquor. Since an aged whiskey contains 
more neutral spirits, the beads linger 
long 


this theory?--I.Z., St. Louis, 


indicates 


АА; 1 grow older and my values tend to 
become more fixed, 1 find that Г no long: 
er desire to enter into any close associ 
tions with individuals whose values ar 
markedly different from mine. This 
caused some discomfort, as it seems that 1 
have of late been behaving as if T had 
been an ignorant, prejudiced s.o.b. from 
ay back. 
My behavior actually st 
Its of my personal exper 
individuals of diflerent cultural a 
Gal groups. 1 have become convinced 
that the waits commonly ascribed to 
these groups, пос in all, 
actually serve as reliable guides іп pre 
dicing an individual's behavior. Several 
of the kinds of behavior that а 
most 1 find to be highly predictable ac 
cording to the class or race of the person 
involved. Thus 1 find myself, though 
open to new individuals’ personalities, 
му iced once the hint of. the 
objectionable class trait арр 

Do you think this behavior is ra 
Or do you consider all prejudice 1o 1 
unjust? How can 1 explain my feelings 
to friends who might otherwise think 
me norant. $.0.6.2—В. W., Boston, 
Massachusetts. 

No, we don't think this behavior is та- 
tional, and we consider prejudice worse 
than unjust. To be prejudiced means to 
projudge—in other words, to form opin- 
tons before knowing facts, Since indi 
vidual differences among human beings 
are far greater than any similarities 
caused by class or vace, these preconcep 
tions you rejer to are subject l0 the 


from the 


ional? 


broadest kind of error and are, there 
fore, less than worthless. The “highly 
predictable” class and race traits you re- 
fer lo are more a projection of your 
prejudice than anything else, as well as 
an altempt al rationalizing what is not 
simply an unjust, but а decidedly un- 
sound attitude. Wi 
help you explain your feelings 10 your 
friends, since the attitude expressed in 
your letter does make you sound, in your 
own words, like an "ignorant s.o.b." 


те afraid we can't 


АЙ reasonable questions—from fash 
ion, food and drink, hi-fi and sports cars 
10 dating dilemmas, taste and etiquette 
will be personally answered if the 
writer includes a stamped, selfaddressed 
envelope. Send all letters to The Playboy 
Advisor, Playboy Building, 232 E. Ohio 
Street, Chicago, Hlinois 60611. The most 
provocative, pertinent quenes will be 
presented on these pages each month. 


Once again this Christmas, 
there'll be nothing new from 
The House of 4711. 


Presents from The House of 4711 
aren't op or pop or even au go-go. 
They're а tradition. Like white lights 
and silver tinsel. They have been 
for 173 years. 

Oh, sure, we do some things dif- 
ferently for Christmas. 

Instead of our beautiful classic 
bottle, we funnel our fragrance into 
a beautiful sculptured decanter. A 
decanter-full of 4711 Cologne like 
this costs $10. (The smaller size is 
only $6.50.) 

Or we add a few bars of soap to 
make a handsome package. It makes 


a great thank-you-for-the-Christ- 
mas-dinner present. And at $5 it 
can be a last-minute life saver. 

We also have a special for sophis~ 
ticates. 4711 and Dusting Powder in 
a feminine little box. (It's also the 
perfect present for a 5-year-old 
femme fatale who likes to pretend 
she's a woman of the world.) It's 
priced at $7 and whoever you're 
buying it for is worth it. 

For your wife, there's Tosca, 
4711% romantic fragrance in a fizzy 


spray mist that you can snuggle into 
the toe of her stocking (or slip into 
the folds of an extravagant mink 
coat). Tosca Spray with matching 
soap costs $5. 


And one last suggestion. If you're 
the kind who always needs a last- 
minute gift forsomeone with critical 
taste, keep a few classic bottles of 
4711 Cologne around this year, so 
you won’t be caught off guard. 

We've got lots of ideas for Christ- 
mas—gifts and gift sets from $2.50 
to $17. But there’s really nothing. 
new from our house. Not unless 
you count the ribbons and things. 

It's the same refreshing 4711 
Cologne people have been buying 
for 173 years. We wouldn’t dream 
of changing what's inside. 

We'd be afraid to. 


‘Sole Distributor: Colonia, Inc. 41 East 4204 St, New Yora, N. Y. 10017. 
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Wanted — гот Main Street to Mandalay: 
Martini & Rossi Imported Vermouth. 
Extra Dry for exotic Martinis... 
Sweet, for inviting Manhattans. 
The most...coast to coast. 


ot 22. 
үт 
К: 


JS 


| RENFIELD IMPORTERS, LTD., N.Y. 


од 


OUTSIDE THE U.S. AND CANADA IT'S CALLED ЕЙ VERMOUTH 


PLAYBOY'S INTERNATIONAL DATEBOOK 


BY PATRICK CHASE 


A RELAXING WEEK Or two can be speni 
this February by cr 
pellucid waters 
toast of Florida. A typical be 
—comfortably close to shore—is down the 

nd Waterwa | along the 
s; or across the state by the 
Florida Canal to Lake Okeechobee and 
on to the resort cities of Flori 
coast, Seasoned yachtsmen usually head 
out to the Bahamas. Bimini is only 47 
miles from Fort Lauder matter of 
four or five hours on a good day. West 
End on Grand Bahama Island—about 45 
cruising miles from Palm Beach—is now 
doubly alluring because of the new gam 
bling casino scheduled to open in carly 
January. 

One yacht broker offers a choice of 18 
vessels, all equipped with ship-toshore 
telephones. Their sizes run from 28 to 
47 feet, with sleeping accommodations 
for from two to four. December through 
April rentals range from $245 а week up 
to 5475. You can pilot your own vessel 
or hire a captain for an additional $25 
a If you want to do the thing 
truly sybaritic sty] a substantially 
larger vessel—power or sail—with crew 
that doubles as servants, Typically, a 
50-foot cruiser with crew of two and 
accommodations for seven rents for 
about 51500 plus fuel a week. An 85-foot 
cruiser with a crew of three 1 three 
airconditioned staterooms sleepin 
apiece, each with bath and shower, 
be chartered for $2500 a week, ог $8500 
à month. 

Ashore, there's. plenty of good. living 
at secluded luxury resorts such as the 
Boca Raton Hotel. An opulent, Spanish 
styled complex halfway between Palm 


Beach and Miami, the Boca Raton spar- 
Kles 
dor among emer wns and vivid 


gardens beside а palmfringed lagoon. 
Once an ultracxclusive millionaires’ club, 
it boasts one of the best championship 
golf courses in the South and, on the 
barrier island just east of the hotel, one 
of the largest cabana clubs in the world. 
Not far off, at the Royal Palm polo 
grounds, polo matches аге а Sunday 

event from January through April. 
Farther north, up Florida's east coast, 
the Ponte Vedra Club encompasses 20 
handsome structures along a 
ble beach of glister |. Near- 
by, crossed and circled by lagoons, a 
27-hole golf course offers unusual and 
dramatic challenges, because half the 
holes either lie across or are trapped by 
water. The Club has its own hunting pre- 
1, duck and wild turkey. 


More and more Eastern girls are trek- 


incomp: 
ing white sa 


serve, with qui 


king West for their vacations and, cor- 
respondingly, dude ranches are becom 
ing a haven for admirers of female: as 
well as horseflesh. The carryingson at 
Wickenburg, Arizona, during its annual 
February madness known as Gold Rush 
Days add а litle tall-in-the-saddle color 
to the lush comforts of the superb dude 
ranches in and around the tow 
example, at the Rancho de los С 
leros, situated on а 21,000-сге spre: 
you can indulge a steady round of chuck- 
wagon breakfast rides into the nearby 
desert or laze your days away beside the 
pool and in casual riding through the 
rocky foothills. Additional activities 
range from golf and swimming by day 
to dancing and concerts in the evening. 
For a real change of pace, there's good 
winter skiing on Arizona's Mt. Lemmon 
(9000 feet). 

If the Pacific is on your travel agenda, 
you'll want to be on the qui vive for 
some of these gourmet specialties: In 
Hong Kong. Mongolian fire pot is the 


specialty at Yueh Ping Lou Res A 
tureen of soup simmers on bra 
zier at the center of the patron's table; 


in it he cooks meat, seafood, vegetables 
and sh fins, then hnishes the meal 
Thailand 


prawns rb called lemon grass 
plus an gly but appetizingly hot 
pepper. Additional choices include gang 
pel. а coconut milk curry, and haw m 


combination of steamed рте 
in shrimp paste. Savor these at the Sali 
nee, the Palms Restaurant. opposite the 
Erawan Hotel or the Thai Room in 
Bangkok’ Plaza Hotel. Tops in the Phil- 


ippines are simizang, a hot fish stew, and 
baguio pechay, a distinc abbage 
soup soured with green ta ls. Both 


are served in M. 
Restau 
apor 


at the Aristocrat 
ant and the Jade Vine. In Sing- 
try the purest of Indian curry and 
sallrondlavored Oriental specialties at 
the Islamic Restaurant. 

One of our fa aiian dining 
places is the Polynes Mural Center 
at Laie, where visitors file imo a huge 
Samoan house for a bufletstyled feast 
served from a circular counter brilliant 
with tropical blossoms. Diners line up 
holding 
es and on it they load such di 
faiai Га, bi 
roast pi 
igerstewed 
chicken known as moa laiki lohii 

For further information on any of the 
above, write to Playboy Reader Serv- 
ice, 232 E. Ohio St., Chicago, Ill. 60611. E 


a pliner of woven coconut 


cd 
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THE PLAYBOY FORUM 


an interchange of ideas between veader and «ditor 
on subjects raised by “the playboy philosophy” 


ANTIQUATED SEX LAWS 

Ble on the friend who recently 
gave me my first issue of PLAYBOY. It 
forced me to send for the reprints of the 
fast 18 installments of The Playboy 
Philosophy. amd sent me on a back- 
issue quest through dusty secondhand- 
magazine stores, finally rewarding me 
with a complete collection of Hefner's 
dissertations on society а i 
And soon after т 


being 
міушией sex 
where a loca 


sociation 
the state laws governing sexi 
changes which seem 10 be 
of those urged earlier in 
Philosophy 


Philosophy to old 1 
thought my ideas on sex were rather far 


Elizabeth M. Shannon 

San. Bernardino. California 
The New York attempt to revise its 
s something 


antiquated sex legislation w 
less than successful. You'll find the details 
in the installment of “The Playboy Phi- 
losophy” in this issue. 


Камада CITY BLUES 
ny followed your Playboy Philos- 
ae from the beginning with enthusi 

tic and complete agreement, 1 have ur 
now considered it more hypothetical 
than real, and the protests valid but di- 
rected minuscule clement of 
authoritarianism almost nonexistent in a 
ly protected country such 
wuth literally 
brought home 10 me, abruptly and in 


nd L happily married. and 
raising three children, have belonged for 
some lime 10 a nonconformist group of 
rried couples—a group pursuing its 
own fom of recreation, p 
quietly, doing harm to no one. 
iting to enlarge our group to in- 
klitional like-minded couples, we 
answered an ad purporting о 
s, but which 
placed by а Fede 
leverly suggestive and bait- 
ed with a photograph of a highly photo- 
genic blonde. In further correspondence, 


ely and 


Hy dera 
1 myself 

You will note the irony here—an agent 
of the Federal Government advei 
for and inviting citizens 10 
шіп postofice regul: 
gleefully prosecu 

The first intim 
correspondence wis from other 
couple of Ircethinkers like ourselves w 
when three police cars and two addition- 
al unmark pulled up in front of 
our home 


accomplished by one or тко m. 


alone. 

With their litle piece of paper 
them gods and supermen, the 
lly tore our house 
1 only knows wha nding noth- 
ing but additional correspondence and 
personal photographs in a locked safe. 
suit their purposes. 
1 in the early evening 
is closed. so that we 
d forced to spend ihe 


зеге booked 
night in jail. 
А travesty of justice followed. Various 
agents of the city, state and Federal gov- 
ernmenis made deals among themselves 
nd presented my attorney with а propo- 
sition. In excl for a guilty plea t0 а 
state misdemeanor charge, they would 
drop the Federal charges (cause enough 
of privacy. but not 
aking 10 court). We were thus 
iled into accepting a one-year 
mence (suspended for two years on 
n indefinite term in. 
. The only alter. 
picy through 
courts. 
"Though there was по pul 
volved. my company ж 
board. of 


for the inva 
worth 


requested my 
. My wife and I ane on the 
blotter as 


police 
sword of Damocl 
heads for the rest of our lives. We're 


our 


fees 


over $2000 poorer [rom autor 
and court costs. And all of th 
constitutionally protected county 

Permission is hereby granted to print 
this letter with the reservation that you 
withhold my пате from publicition 
"The police inte 


THE ORIGINAL! 
THE AUTHENTIC! 


Tapered fit with reinforced 
e-vents. Perma-Sized® 
combed cotton knit. White, 
Black, Jet Blue, Olive, Gold. 
S-M-L, XL in White only. 
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Surprising how a simple thing 
like a Dremel shoe shine can 
give so much pleasure. Perhaps 
it’s because Dremel makes shoe 
shining so simple. And conven- 
ient. Just press the button, that’s 
it. In seconds, a gleaming boot- 
makers shine. No bending. No 
stooping. No soiled hands. 

Give Tom, Dick, Harry (or 
yourself) the luxury of a Dremel 
shine every day of the year. 
There are three Dremel twin 
bonnet polishers to match your 
budget and the man. Sold 
through leading stores every- 
where. Write for the name of the 
one nearest you. 


The Diplomat — practi- 
cal, portable and push- 
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The Executive — deluxe 

shoe grooming Ki. Com- 

= 5 plete with drawer and 
Polish. $35.00 
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make these things as de: 
barrassing as possible and we need no 
more unlavorable. publicity 

(Name withheld by request) 
ansas City, Missouri 

The personal experience described in 
this letter is not as unusual as readers 
might reasonably assume—and some of 
the niceties of due process, and individual 
rights supposedly protected by the Con- 
stitution, seem to get lost when official 
sex zealots swoop down on private citizens 
whose personal sexual behavior fails to 
jibe with the state- and social-sanctioned 
norm. (Я spouse-swapping club in Cali- 
fornia—included in Hefner's discussion 
of adultery and the law, in the current 
installment of “The Playboy Philosophy” 
—hfirst came to the attention of authori- 
ties through a personal newspaper ad, 
in much the same manner as described 
in this Kansas City case; and was sub- 
sequently broken up by police harass- 
ment, though authorities conceded that 
no California laws were being broken by 
Ihe individuals involved.) 

The Kansas City couple would warrant 
sympathy on nothing more than their 
poiniless persecution, since, whether one 
approves of such a sexually liberal mar- 
riage or not, по one was being hurt by 
their extramarital behavior until. the 
official guardians of law and order 
stepped into the picture. Bul based upon 
no more than the facts outlined т the 
husband's letler, ihere ts reason to won- 
der whether an additional injustice may 
have been perpetrated іп this case, since 
it is possible that no crime was actually 
commilted here. 

No matter how sexually explicit the 
personal photographs in that safe may 
have been, the mere possession of pornag- 
raphy without intent to sell, reproduce 
or disseminate 
Missouri. 

As for the alleged Federal offense, 
again assuming the facts to be essentially 
those described in the letter, this appears 
lo be а flagrant example of entrapment. 
The Federal agent apparently engaged 
the husband in suggestive correspondence. 
calculated to elicit a similar response, and. 
included a photograph of an attractive 
blonde as further bait; it isa fundamental 
principle of U.S, law that no conviction 
can be secured on the basis of an arrest 
resulting from a situation in which police 
officials deliberately entice an. otherwise 
innocent citizen into breaking the law. 

In any соет, when Post Office De- 
partment inspectors deliberately invite 
unsuspecting private citizens 10 send 
“obscenity” through the mail, it is a sick 
and Indicrous situation, at best. We are 
reminded of the pungent comment of 
Senator Gale McGee, who said, “I'm go- 
ing 10 introduce а resolution to have the 
Postmaster General stop reading dirty 
books and deliver the mail!” 


‚ is not a crime т 


BIBLE-BELT BLUE LAWS 
Being a relatively young Episcop: 
priest, ordained just last winter, I am not 
entirely out of the mainstream of Ameri- 
can thought, but the Church professional 
must always guard against the danger of 
being insulated from the world. АП 
college 1 faithfully read rLaywoy 
during its formative уе 
its growth into a respectable jour 
American opinion which has not com- 
pletely forgotten the pleasant side of lile. 
Therefore, I am not at all unfriendly to 
PLAYBOY magazine, nor am T adverse to 
The Playboy Club (1 was fortunate 
enough to be a guest of a member for 
lunch in the Chicago Club several 
months ago. [ went in my clericils, was 
ed royally. loved the food and 
съ delightful). Г sup- 
religious person" who 


pose the type of 
writes abusive and crank letters 10 the 


magazine and to Mr. Hefner is normally 
one of the Christian lun 
Um sure that the editors 
these types do not truly represent the ma- 
jority of mature, committed Christians. 

Christian morality and ethical stand- 
the context of the 
faith. Mr. Hefner has пог q d with 
the idea of faith. In fact. he seems 10 have 
gone to great lengths to be respectful of 
the genuine life of faith. What he h: 
differed with is the imposition of cert 
ostensibly Christian rules and reg 
by the state on non-Christian Ame 
i T agree with him. "These rules 
take the form of blue 
nt censorship of the arts This 
does not make sense in the context of scc 
ular government, whether national, state 
or local. To the Christian who Тесік that 
he does know something about the Bible, 
most of this legislation and its enforce- 
ment is not really in the spirit of our Ju- 
daco-Christian tradition. Hefner calls it 
pur m (he is really a bit rough on the 
Puritans if he means the ИВ Century 
English Calvinists who were finally driv- 
en out of power in England by the roya 
ist, Anglican supporters of good King 
Charles П). What he is fighting, in my 
ion. is the stully remnants of Vic 
. Biblebelt, perverted Protestant- 
ism, More power to him. 

1 think the editors of rrvnoy are do 
ing a great service in raising questions 
about American morality both public and 
private. The state must probably set some 
minimum standards for behavior lor the 
of all, bur they must be a 
thin the proper context. T fer 
vendy hope that the present aisis in 
morality will result in newer 20th Cen 
tury standards that fit our Ше today. 
May we cease dragging up antiquated 
blue laws from another century, letting 
ignoramu: 
the whole mess Christia 

The Rev. William К. Gros 
‘The Church of the Holy Spirit 
Lake Forest, Ilinois 
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GREAT AMERICAN DREAM 

1 can only conclude that Gloria Thorne 
in the August Forum is taking herself and 
life [ar too seriously. 1 can vouch for the 
fact that men never leave girls who offer a 
Ише sex. intellect and fun—at any age 
While single, I lived with two girls and we 
all enjoyed ourselves and the men we 
knew. These men rarely if ever left us un 
less we decided they should. Upon analy 
sis, we found that sex wasn't our only 
attraction, although it was the first attrac- 
tion. If the men involved were enjoying 


themselves, sex became а part of a whole 
—а good part, admittedly—but without 
intelligence and vivacity, a girl's lile 
would be nothing but a series of one-night 
stands. There's no point іп blaming Ivy 
League morality or any other kind. If a 


man leaves a woman, it’s because hc 
hasn't found enough in her to hold him 

Develop a little wit, carry on a literate 
conversation, be warm, and no man on 
earth will leave you. There are men with 
morality problems, true, but such fellows 


сап be ignored, because there arc so 


many good men without them. My two 
roommates and I ve all marricd 
pily and well, which leads me once again 
to the conclusion that a good life is re- 
warded то one who enjoys a good life 
and virtue has noth 


1g to do with it. 
Mrs. Mary Ann Morrison 
Boston, Massachusetts 


GREAT AMERICAN NIGHTMARE 

My response to Gloria "Thorne's letter 
is: "How sad but true.” 

Тоо many of us are still deluded by 
the Great American Nightmare which 
proclaims: "When 1 find the one I truly 
love Г will marry and live happily ever 
afte 

I wish to make a plea in behalf of love 
for the sake and joy of loving without the 
necessity for permanent commitment 

Surely it is possible to truly love some- 
one you could not live with for the rest 
of your life. Surely it is possible to really 
love before reaching the point in lile of 
choosing a pei 
posible to love simply for the reward 
and јоу of loving another person. 

Surely this loving or sharing or com- 
munion or compassion—or any other 

choose for the process of 
nd partaking of another— 
toward making our liber 
ality a constructive force in uni 
people and banishing the aloneness 
has so often felt 

Sexuality above all should not breed 
aloncness, for it has the potential for the 
richest communion. The liberated woman 
of today docs not require permanent com- 
mitment for personal Jove any more than 
for sexual closeness. Is today’s man ready 
for the challenge? 

David M. Bee 
Los Angeles, California 
(continued on page 225) 
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THE PLAYBOY PHILOSOPHY 


the twenty-fourth part of а statement in which playboy's editor-publisher spells out — 
for friends and critics alike—our guiding principles and editorial credo 


тик TRADITIONAL Judaco-Christian con- 
viction that sex is moral only within the 
bonds of matrimony was noi derived 
from early Hebrew scripture nor from the 
teachings of Christ. As we have previo 
ly discussed in some detail, an extreme 
xualism developed during rhe 
Dark Ages, was codefied by the medieval 
Church, and enforced by the ecclesiasti- 
cal courts and eventually by the Church- 
controlled. secular courts as well. 

After the Reformation, sexual restric- 
tions became even more severe, with 
suppressive tanism becoming the 
pr uence in 
both America. 
uar- 
ices religious freedom through the 
separation of church and state, numer- 
ous puritan prohibitions that have no 
e in our supposedly open, pluralistic 
y are, nevertheless, firmly estab 
lished l| of the 50 states. 

As a conclusion to our current consid- 
cration of the legal aspects of the Amcri- 
can Sexual Revolution. in List month's 
installment of The Playboy Philosophy 
we proposed an alternate approach to 
sex legislation that is, we believe. more 
consistent with the interests and welfare 
of а secular sociery. While the Govern 
ment properly protects. the individual 
from unwelcome ads of sexual aggres- 
sion, violence, coercion and exploits 
Fon, with special consideration given to 
the protection of children and reason- 
able prohibi ist public indecen. 
cy, there те са of private sex 
not be interfered 
f the individual 
10 be con- 


should 
в by the staie—not 
citizen and society itself 
sidered free 

The religious concept of sin should 
not be confused with the secular concept 
of crime, just as the jurisdictions of n 
ister and magistrate are kept sepa 
America. Our Government, which d 
its just powers from the consent of the 
governed, should not be empowered to 
trude into the private sex conduct. of 
senting adults—this should re 
matter of religious and ethical det 
tion to be made by the individual 

We noted, in the November install- 
ment of Philosophy, the extent to which 
our views on this subject parallel those 
prominent members of both the 


ives 


lone. 


of m; 


editorial By Hugh M. Hefner 


dergy and the law, and the conclusions 
reached in the famous Wolfenden Re- 
port in England and The American Law 
Institute's Model Penal Code for sex 
offenses. Our summ: n on U.S. sex 
legislation began last month with a final 
consideration of fornication and cohabita- 
tion, and continues in this issue with our 
conclusions on adultery 


THE ORIGIN OF ADULTERY LAWS 


In our society, adultery is considered a 
more serious sin than fornication: this is 
reflected in our suue statutes, which 
tend to tr adultery as а more serious 
aime. The legal distinction between 


adultery and fornication is not a clear or 
precise one, however, and what is 
defined as adultery in some states is con- 


sidered fornication in others. 

The difficulty in defining adul 
back to its rel 
is the only sexu 
enough to be included 
mandments, but the “adultery” con- 
demned in the Old Testament was quite 
different from the meaning we give the 
word today. The original Hebrew inj 
tion against adultery was not a matter of 
sex morality—i 
of family property rights, 
and lineage. As Reverend 
Graham Cole, Chaplin and Assistant 
Professor of Biblical Literature and Re 


ту goes 


эн 


gion at Smith College. Chairman of the 
Department of Religion at Williams 
College, and currently Pr lent of Lake 


Forest College. states in his book Sex іт 
Christianity and Psychoanalysis; “There 
is a sern prohibition against adultery in 
the Law. but this springs from the con- 
cem for the seed. the family line. That 
this is not antisexnal is demonstrated by 
the sence of any ban on forni- 


cation omission which embarrassed 
Iaer Chiistians of puritanical hue . . .” 
And G. Rattray Taylor writes. in Sex in 
History: "Te must be understood that 

this period. just as in Rome and Greece, 
aduliery was a property offense and 
meant infringing the rights of another 


man, И did not mean that a man should 
restrict his attentions 10 his wife; indeed, 
whe fe proved barren, she would 
often give one of her handmaideus to 


ам 


her husband that she might bear chil- 
dren for him. Moreover, as the Bible 
ohen reminds из, men were [ree i0 main- 
tain mistresses... in addition to their 
wives: and on the number of wives а 
man might have there was no restriction." 

Morris Ploscowe, Director ol the 
American Bar Association. Commission 


on Organized Crime, former judge of 
the New York Mag Ad- 
junct Associate Professor of Law at New 


York University, comments on the evolu- 
tion of the legal definition of adultery in 
Sex and the Law: “Тһе Roman law. 
which influenced much of our think 
on this question. differentiated between 
the illicit sexual intercourse of a married 
man and that of a married woman. А 
1 man might have sexual inter- 

le woman and not be 


married woman was guilty of adultery 
whenever she had sexual intercourse 
with а man who was nor her husband, 
whether that man was married to some- 
опе ebe or was single. In such а case. 
both the married woman and the p. 
mour were guilty of adulter 


ninal st 


ny of our modern с 
utes on adultery are interpreted іп the 
same way, making sexual intercourse 
with another man’s wife adultery and 


sexual intercourse by а married m 
with a single woman forn 


anon or no 
crime at all . . ." Contemporary Italy 
still rellects the early Roman view of 
adultery. making it а cime punishable 
by imprisonment for up to two years for 
а wife to have extramarital intercourse, 
but no crime for a husband. 

Adultery was not generally considered 
а crime at common haw. being tradition- 
ally punished by the Church, which—by 
the Middle Ages—bad added the strong 
xual significance that the Sixth 
Commandment has for us today. The 
Puritans broadened the prohibition. to 
include men and women alike. Ploxowe 
writes, “The English cede 
took an entirely different 
adultery than the Rom 
Adultery was defined һу 
ney of m 
sous а si out of the marriage 
relation. which was equally great whetl 
er the offender was male or Female. - . 

The Puritans of the Massachusetts Bay 


pproach to 
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cal as "the i ied per- 
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Colony. like their English cot rts, 
made adultery а crime punishable by 
death, though that penalty was rarely 
invoked (juries in adultery trials would 
acquit the defendants of that crime and 
find them guilty of lesser immoral con- 
duct, such as “lascivious, gross. and foul 
actions tending to adultery,” "very suspi 
cious act leading to adulte 
filthy carriage," “being in bed together." 
еш. for which a lesser penalty was pre- 
scribed). In. 1694, the death. penalty for 
adultery was abandoned. and whipping. 
public humiliation on the stocks, and 
the perpetual wearing of the lewer “А 
sewn "on the upper garments in ор 
view,” were substituted. The Later pe 
апу was first used in the Plymouth Colo- 
пу. where the adultery statute of 1658 
called for whipping on two separate occa- 
sions, as well as the wearing of the letters 
"Ad" on the outer garments C 
necticut improved upon this legislation 
when it provided, in 1672, that adulter- 
ers should have the letter “A” branded 
on their forehead with a hot iron. The 
more lenient Pennsylvania legislation 
did not provide for such branding until 
afer a third conviction. Pennsylvania 
was reportedly the first colony to use im 
prisonment as a ıd punishment 
for adultery, with its Great Law of 1682 
providing that “whoever shall defile the 
marriage bed shall for the first offense be 
publicly whipped and suffer imprison- 
ment in the House of Correction for one 
whole year. and longer if the magistrate 
sce fit." Imprisonment for life was possi- 
ble for a second offense. 

The punishment for adultery was not 
ıs severe in other colonies, but the Eng- 
lish ecclesiastical definition was widely 
accepted. by the carly American courts. 

d ako received statutory sanction in 
ny states, The New York Penal Code 
reads, for example: “Adultery is the sex- 
ual intercourse of wo p her of 
whom is married to a third person.” Un- 
der this statute, both the man and wom- 
an are guilty of adultery, even if only 
1 In 
there are some 
nds and wives to 


very 


one of them (either one) is mar 
still 


another. variation, 
es which held husl 
the same standard of sexual fidelity, but 
make stinction between the guilt of 
the married and single partners in illicit 
intercourse; in these states, the married 
partner (of either sex) is guilty of adul- 
tery, while the single partner (also of ei- 
ther sex) is guilty only of fornication or, 
in states that have no fornication law, of 
no offense whatever. 


ADULTERY IN AMERICA TODAY 


But whatever definition is applied. 
appears that the combined prohibitions 
of church and state have been notably 
unsuccessful in suppressing adultery in 
America, Alfred Kinsey's statistics on 
extramarital intercourse cover only a рог 
tion of the activity that is legally consid- 
ered adultery іп many states, since the 


unmarried members of adulterous rela 
tionships are recorded as premarital and 
postmarital intercourse in his Iwo 
famous volumes, Sexual Behavior in the 
Human Male and Sexual Behavior in 
the Human Female. 

The extensive research of Dr. Kinsey 
and his associates indicates that approxi 
mately 50 percent of all U.S 
have sexual intercourse with women oth. 
er than their wives at some time while 
e married. In the study of Ameri 
сап women, 26 percent admitted to hav 
ing had extramarital intercourse: among 
women with some college education. 
the figure із 29 percent. The unusual 
amount of attempted cover-up and т 
luctance to answer questions related. 10 
extramarital coitus led Kinsey to the con 
clusion that these should be considered 
minimum percentages for both sexes. 

Very few of the yon forms of sex- 
ual activity occur more irregularly than 
extramarital intercourse. This. Kinsey 
suggests, is primarily because of limited 
opportunity and the fear of discovery, 
though religiousmoral convictions must 
also act as a serious deterrent in son 


husbands 


cases; in addition, many married persons 
limit their extramarital relations in or 
der to avoid emotional involvements that 


might seriously endanger their marriages 

There are a variety of. psychological, 
emotional and physical causes for adel 
tery. We won't attempt to evaluate, in this 
installment, the moral 
or the effects that ext al rel 
may have upon a marriage—though ob 
viously the effect is far more dependent 
upon the attitudes of the individuals 
ivolved than on the sexual activity itself 
The only question to be considered at 
this point is whether the behavior should 
be the business of the Government, or 
better left to the determina 
individual members of soc 


sues involved, 


mari tions 


CONTEMPORARY U. S. ADULTERY LAWS 


All but five of the 50 states (Arkansas, 
California, Louisiana, New Mexico and 
Tennessee) have specific statutes makin 
adultery a crime; the maximum penal 
ties prescribed range from a 510 Ime in 
Maryland to five years in prison in Con- 
necticut, Maine, Oklahoma, South Da 
kota and Vermont. 

As we have indicated, the crime of 
adultery is nor defined the sume in every 
te; 10 complicate 
number of U.S. adultery statutes have 
cohabitation them, just as 
many fornication statutes do. so that sin- 
gle acts of extramarital sexual inter 
course not prohibited. Only whe 
the activity is continuous, or “ope 
us," does it become illegal 


ters further, а 


Causes in 


and 


LEGAL WIFE-SWAPPING 


matic example of the legality of 
occasional acts of adultery vs. adulterous 
cohabitation, in those states where adul- 
tery laws include a cohabitation require 


ment or where, as in. California, there is 
tute but no law against 
simple adultery, appeared in а recent 
UPI newspaper story from Sacramento, 
which carried the headline: “wire swars 
HELD LEGAL BY сүз OFFICAL." The 
story reads as follows: 


Wifeswapping may be a bit unor- 
обох, but it’s perfectly legal as far 
as the Sacramento district attorne: 
office is concerned. 

“Occasional acis of illicit imer- 
course do not constitute adulterous 
cohabitation,” sud Chief Asst. Dist. 
Attorney Robert Puglia 

His opinion was occasioned by a 
pol ion of a 6l-member 
dub that engaged in spouse swa 
ping. Puglia explained that adultery 
is against the law, but only when it 
is more than a “casual act” between 
luli. Regular cohabi- 
tation must occur before the adul- 
tery laws be invoked, 

As for the wife-swapping club, po- 
lice sa wently broke up dur 

g the Ollicers had 
learned of it through a couple who 
advertised for new couples seeking 
ure fun." The husbands in the 
group were mostly white-collar exec- 
utives in their 20s, police said. Sin- 
gle persons and unmarried couples 
were not admitted. One husband 
told police that the clubs eliminated 
the need of going to taverns to 
strike up acquaintances with stran 
gers of the opposite sex. 


This newspaper story illustrates the 
legal distinction made between occasion- 
al acts of fornication and/or adultery 
and the more sustained. activity that із 
песе: 10 constitute ollense in 
however, 
that even though the Sacramento spouse 
swapping was “perfectly legal.” the 
police department conducted. an exten- 
sive investigation into the matter, and 
finding no laws had been broken, still 
felt obliged to make a public report to 
the press on. this supposedly private ac 


some states. It is worth noti 


tivity—concluding, with seeming satisfac- 
tion: "As for the wileswapping club, 


police said it apparently broke 
the investig: 

In ways such as this, society's suppres- 
sive sex prej c often perpetuated 
by the state even when applicable laws 
do not exist for the purpose. 


p during 


ion 


adices 


"The Sacramento spouscsswapping in- 
vestigation began when police followed 
up on а couple's advertising [or others 
seeking “mature jun"; for a similar ex- 
ample of a husband and wife who found 
themselves in serious difficulty with the 
authorities after responding to the same 
sort of personal ad, placed т the paper 
as a “plant,” sec the letter tilled “Kansas 
City Blues" in "The Playboy Forum" i 
this issue. 


A PERMISSIVE VIEW OF ADULTERY 


With the possessive feelings that most 
U.S. husbands and wives have for 
hı other, and often assume to be vir 
ally synonymous with love, it may be 
difficult for some of our readers to imag- 
ine a normal, happily married couple 
with such a permissive attitude that they 
would allow one another to have extra- 
marital intercourse. But such personal 
concepts of sexual morality are obvious- 
ly dependent upon the individ 
ceptance or rejection of the sexual 
of the society in which he lives 

It is relatively casy for us to acknowl 
edge that an Eskimo may give his wile to 
a male friend or guest for the night, 
without suilering the outrage and indig- 
nation that we consider to be the cus 
tomary emotions of the cuckold, be 
this activity n another culture in 
a foreign land. It is more difficult. for 
most of us to appreciate the cxtent 10 
which the sexual attitudes and tastes of 
others in our society may differ from o 
own; and to be willing to accept these 
differences in private behavior as cach 
person's right and privilege in a society 
intended to Бе free. 

Most 


"suc 
aboos. 


isis 


Americans. thin 
sceretive, irresponsible 
10 a marital relationship. 
ing statement by а wile 
ually permissive marr 
this is not necessarily always the case. 
These comments are from a сазе history 
that appears in The Sexually Responsive 
Woman, an excellent new book by Dis. 
Phyllis and Eberhard Kronhausen, pub- 
lished recently by Grove Press. The Drs. 
Kronhausen quote the wife as follows 

1 was hesitant about having extra- 
marital sex as 1 did not want anything 
to disturb my relationship with my hus- 
band whom 1 love. But after several 
years of ме came 1 a decision 
which would allow us both to have sex 
With other persons, and since neither of 
us is the jealous type, this has worked 
rather well with u 

"Г would never dream of having a 
cret affair behind my husband's back, 
1 think honesty and trust are the foun- 
dations of any good persona 
ship and therefore certainly essential for 
marriage. 1 think it is important ıo tell 
my husband if I have heen to bed with 
someone and with whom. 

"Even though 1 have enjoyed these 
experiences, 1 have never been in love 
with any of the other men in the same 
way that I am with my husband, but I 
would never consider going 10 bed with 
someone I don't like. . . . 1 do not feel 
guilty about my extramarital affairs, 


of adultery as 
xd destructive 
but the follow 
about her sex- 
ye suggests that 


because 1 would only feel badly if my 
husband did nor know or did not 
approve. ... 

"I've heard men complain that women 
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expect too much once they go to bed 
with them, but this can work the other 
way round too. Most men just don't 
seem to believe that I might want to go 
10 bed with them only once, but not a 
cond time, or just a few times, but not 
forever. ... 

“Another problem I have run iuto 
with extramarital sex that the other 
fellow may insist that my husband must 
get jealous. It's a hopeless task to try and 
convince this type of man that my M 
band is not jealous and that the guy 
doesn't have 10 worry about his coming 
after him with а gun. ... 

"Could I do without extramarital 
affairs, И needs be? Certainly; Vm sure I 
would survive, but I think sex would be- 
come more and more monotonous to me. 
Extramarital affairs seems to keep me 
younger in spirit and, I think, make me 
а more affectionate person, as well as a 
better sex partner: I know, the more I 
love, the better lover 1 become. If that 
were not sufficient reason. for my want- 
ing to continue having ех 
affairs when the right opportu 
present themselves, 1 can only add. that 
doing so has enriched my marital sex life 
as well. 

"As [ar as my husband's. exiramarital 
айайт are concerned. T feel that they 
have the same good effect on his person 
ality and on our marriage. His affairs do 
hot threaten my inner security and I 
know that mine do not threaten his. We 
now too well what we have ach oth- 
love. 

We're not offering this example of 
s an en- 


dorsement, for we seriously doubt 
whether most U.S. husbands and w 
would be apt te find very much happi- 


we do not hesitate 10 state, 
т, that we consider the unusual 
ethics that exist in this marriage 
more mature and moral than the 
йе common opposite extreme, in 
which the discovery of adultery demands 
that an otherwise succesful marriage be 
ended and is sometimes even accepted 
by both the deceived individual and so- 
diety at large—as justification for mur- 
der. Weve induded this testimony 
about ап admittedly atypical Av 
rriage то illustrate the 
which extramarital intercourse сип rep- 
resent different things in different mari- 
tal relationships, as further evidence 
that such personal behavior is better left 
to the individual determination of those 
volved than to the impersonal dictates 
ol a state. statute. 


ADULTERY AND DIVORCE 


howev 


сап 


емеш to 


In those states that do not have a co- 
habitation clause in their legislative 
definitions of fornication and adultery, 
proof of a single act of nonmarital coitus 
is sufficient for criminal prosecution. As 
in the сазе of fornication, however, adul- 


tery laws are only occasionally and, nec- 
essarily, capriciously enforced. "The lack 
of enforcement is emphasized by Ше fact 
that adult one of the commonest 
grounds for divorce in the United States 
(its popularity in divorce cases is at least 
partially explained by the fact that it is 
the only grounds accepted їп every 
state); each year thousands of divorces 
are granted in the U.S. for adultery (in 
one recent 12-month period, there were 
1700 in New York City alone). but crim- 
charges ave seldom instituted on the 
evidence that has alr 
cepted by the courts as the b; 
nung of divorce decrees. 
Judge Ploscowe concludes his own in- 
dictment of American adultery laws, in 
Sex and the Law, with the statement: 
“Nowhere are the disparities between 
law in action and law on the books so 
great as in the control of sex crime. 
As in the case of fornication, the usu- 
ally unenforced adultery statutes аге al- 
ways available to the unscrupulous and 
spiteful. Most criminal charges of adul- 
tery are, in actual fact, lod 
one—usually a spouse, in 


ady been ac- 
is for the 


law or other 
tive—who has a personal grudge or 


st the defendant. In such 
a situation, these state statutes сап һе 
handy weapon, since they make a serious 
crime of conduct not uncommon in the 
Luter stages of an unsuccessful mar 
It should be noted that the frequency 
th which adult officially recorded 
as the cause of divorce gives a distorted 
impression of the actual significance of 
such activity, While illicit sex сап be 
both a cause and an effect of marital dis- 
harmony, the limited number of legal 
grounds for divorce in many states forces 
а great many couples who wish to end 
their marriages for other reasons to re- 
sort to the charge of adultery, since the 
real reasons are not legally acceptable. 

The State of New York has the most 
extreme example of such a sev il 
code, with adultery the only lega 
grounds for granting a divorce. To satisfy 
this unreasonably restrictive requirement, 
couples regularly perjure themselves, 
lying under oath about nonexistent 
adulterous order to satisfy the 
letter of the law, if not its spirit. Tt is 
not uncommon in such cases to actually 
nvent the necessary evidence by staging 
a mutually prearranged raid on a 
apartment or hotel room in order to find 
the husband or wile in circumstances in- 
criminating enough to satisfy the court 
that justice has been done when hand- 
ing down the divorce decree. 

A few especially enterprising lawyers 
specialize in such cases in states wh 
the lack of more legitimate grounds for 
divorce creates a ready clientele; for a 
small additional fee, these lawyers may 
even supply the necessary third party for 
the bedroom scene—a complete stranger 
who neither the husband or wife will, in 
all probability, ever see again. The in- 


ex 


vestigation of a wellorganized racket of 
this kind in New York a few years ago 
revealed that several of those connected 
with the group had played the part of 
the “other woman" or “other man” in 
dozens of divorce proceedings over a 
rdiatively short period of time. 

But in mos divorces involving a 
charge of adultery, mo such elaborate 
evidence is required—the uncontested 
nony of either spouse, with 
ing witness, is suficient. New 
Judge Ploscowe states, “The fewer the 
grounds for divorce, the greater the în- 
centive to commit perjury.” To which we 
cannot resist adding our favorite oft 
repeated quip about New York divorce: 
“The Bible says, "Thou shall not commit 
adultery’; but New York says ‘You 
тим!" 

Phough our subject in this install- 
ment of Philosophy is the criminal laws 
on adultery, we can't leave these related 
references to divorce without adding 
few conclusions on that subject also. 


CONCLUSIONS ON DIVORCE 


The divorce laws of the United States 
are, in our opinion, a hodgepodge ol 
confusion, hypocrisy and suppression. 
We mge the establishment of a uniform 
divorce law for all of the 50 states, per- 
mitting the dissolution of a marriage lor 
y of a number of reasons that may be 
considered. due cause (of which adultery 
might be one), or by carefully considered 
mutual consent. 

Lack of uniformity is a serious. prob- 
lem in all U.S. sex legislation. Ti 
that sex behavior that is pe 
in one state may be а serious criminal 
olfense in another, The disparity in ihe 
divorce laws throughout the country is 
responsible for the abuse known as mi- 
gratory divorce—a discriminatory situa 
tion which permits those able to айога it 
to seek divorce in a stare other than 
their own, where the legislation is more 
lenient, by cstablishing temporary resi 
dence there, Thus the wealthier resi 
dent of New York who desires a divorce 
can obtain it with relative case outside 
the state, but the New York citizen of 
only average means has no such oppor 
tunity—he is forced to comply with the 
adultery-only edict of his state, if he wants 
divorce, or else he does without. 

The state-bystate differences in divorce 


fectly 


legislation can also produce bizarre 
cases like this one, which we men 
tioned in an carlier installment, but 


ough 10 deserve re- 
ıd woman were married 
age was unsuc 
ted, the wife 


The mai 
nd they separ 
moving ıo Minnesota, The husband 
then obtained an uncontested Wisconsin 
divorce; however, under Wisconsin 
the divorce would not be final for a 
A short time later, tlic woman 
second man in lowa. Under lowa lav 
this second marriage was valid—the W 


cessful 


consin one-year waiting period notwith- 
standing. The newly married couple 
then made the mistake of moving back 
to Wisconsin. They were both arrested, 
tied and convicted for aiminal adul- 
tery, because under Wisconsin law the 


woman was still married to her first hus- 
band. (State vs.  Grengs  Wisconsi 
1948.) 

We won't attempt to enumerate the 


various reasons that might logically be 
included in а model divorce Taw as jus- 
tification for terminating а marriage. ‘The 
important point to be made in this regard 
is that the reasons ought to be related, as 
much ats possible, to the 1 causes of 
divorce, and w the welfare of the indi 
viduals involved, rather than to any 
superficial or secondary considerations. 

And, additionally, divorce ought to be 
never it is desired on both 
us attempt at reconciliation 
should bc ordered by the court when 
there we young children involved; but, 
failing in that, the mutual consent of 
the spouses is reason enough for com 
cluding а marriage. 

No justifiable end is served by making 
divorces difhcult to obtain. or by requ 
ing legal grounds that are frequently un 
related to the actual causes of marital 
dissatislaction, or by forcing couples to 
continue in marriages against their wills 
—making the bonds of matrimony liter- 
ally bondage 

Our society makes the ution of. 

iage casy to enter and difficult 10 
satis- 
factory explanation of why this is so. If 
the aim is, as we assume, to make mir- 
riage a more important, responsible and 
ultimately successful relationship, we 
ppliud the purpose, but must 
point out that it would be beter served 
by stricter statutes. governing marriage 
than divorce, since the best way of re 
ducing the number of unsuccessful miar- 
riages is to prevent them from occurring 
in the first place. Any significant reduc 
tion in teenage marriage, for example, 
would have a favorable eflect on the di 
vorce rate, since the majority of teen 
marriages end. in divorce. 

While a strict set of marriage laws 
would certainly make more sense than 
the restrictive divorce legislation cur- 
rently in existence, we ther, 
cause we think such personal problems 
are less likely to be successfully resolved 
with a u ded down by 
ions of 
the individuals directly involved. 

We would tighten existing mariage 
laws only in those few states that do not 
have adequate health provisions requir- 
ing а medical examination prior to the 
issuance of a marriage license (primarily 
eck for venereal disease) and that 
ter to spuroLthe-moment marriages 
(that usually lead to spurof-the-moment 
divorces) by not requiring any reasonable 

(continued on page 220) 
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wm. AL, CAPP 


a candid conversation with the caustic, iconoclastic creator of “121 abner” 


In August 1934, а heroically built 
young lunkhead named Lil Abner, 
wearing supersize clodhoppers and the 
beatific grin of an idiot, was born, fully 
grown, in a mythical hamlet named Dog: 
patch and promptly established himself 
as a national institution. He also estab- 
lished his creator, а brash, bumptious 
New Englander named Alfred Gerald. 
Caplin, as one of the most successful car- 
loonists of all time; he is better known 
19 his 80,000,000 readers as Al Capp. 

Published in more than 1000 newspa- 
pers throughout the world, Capp's comic 
strip is far more than the hick humor it 
seems to some. According to one student 
of comic art, it can be vead as “the ad- 
ventures of a queer lot of bumpkins—or 
as а considered, Hogarthian attack on 
American shibboleths and pretensions.” 
Another critic has called it "a decoction 
of surrealistic action, mystery, horror 
and adventure featuring the most out- 
landish collection of caricatures since 
Daumier” 

Capp himself has been seriously com- 
pared with Jonathan Swift, Lewis Car- 
той, Voltaire, Mark Twain, Dickens and 
соеп Dante, He has been called “an in- 
lellectual Gargantua,” “an oddly con- 
cocted mixture of optimist, суте and 
lover of humanity," and “a cheerfully 
angry middle-aged man with opinions 
about almost everything." The last de- 
scription is his own, Whichever one fils. 
it is true that Capp uses his strip as a 
sounding board for his own irreverent, 


“Comic strips are the best axt being pro- 
duced in America today. I judge them 
by the same standards 1 apply to Dau- 
mier or Michelangelo. And by those 
standards comicstrip art is damn good.” 


and ojten bitterly iconoclastic, views on 
politics, society, economics, world affairs 
and human folly. Recently “Abner” im- 
cluded a sequence in which the Yokum 
family set out to help its соеп more 
poverty-stricken relatives, the Deep 
Misery Yokums, whom it mutes to share 
its home and hospitality; before long 
Abner and his family ave forced 10 move 
ont by the filth. indolence and igno. 
rance of their unregenerate kinfolk. A 
thinly veiled attack on the Government's 
War on Poverty, the strip immediately 
touched of] a storm of mail—pro and con 
—and а few rumbles even from those in 


Washington who administer the pro- 
gram. Their concern was understand 


able, for when Capp strikes, his impact is 
felt widely. Once when he ran a contest 
among his readers, he received a phe- 
nomenal total of 1000000 entries, Rub- 
ber dolls of his ingratiating Kigmy and 
Shmoo characters flooded the country 
within months of their invention. And 
when Capp invented Sadie Hawkins 
Day, a Dogpatch holiday during which 
unattached females run down, hog-tie 
and marry helpless bachelors, he created 
a national festival, 

The instigator of all this profitable but 
noat-so-innocent fun began inauspiciously 
in Bridgeport, Connecticut, where, as 
a boy, he lost his right leg in a street- 
сат accident. After studying іп nine dif- 
ferent art schools (he usually quit when 
the bursars office presented its bill), 
he finally landed his first job at the 


“Police look different from other people. 
They're colored blue. So they aren't 
treated like other people, They're de- 
spised. There is no other minority group 
in America treated so brutally. 


age of 23—as a cartoonist for the Asso- 
ciated Press, where he lasted for several 
months, “Finally,” he says. “I couldn't 
stand my stuff, so 1 quit.” Others say he 
was fired. But two years later he walked 
into the office of United Features Syn- 
dicate with the idea for his "Lil Abner” 
strip (now owned by Chicago Tribune- 
New York News, Inc.), and thereby be- 
gan his flamboyant career ах cartoonist, 
comic and social critic. 

In addition to working on “Abner? — 
а labor reputed to net him between 
$500,000 and $1,000,000 a year—Cupp 
has turned a talent for verbal satire into 
a regular spot as. criticwithout-portfolio 
on NBC's "Monitor." He will also be de- 
buting shortly ак ап asp-longued news 
commentator 


оп а senes of hourlong 
television specials with Art Buchwald as 
а comic Huntley to Gapp’s sardonic 
Brinkley. United Artists, meanwhile, is 
preparing for NBC a situation comedy 
based on “Abner” (which already enjoys 
the distinction of having been the only 
comic strip to inspire а hit Broadway 
musical); and producer David Merrick is 
putting together still another series—on 
the misadventures of Capp's intrepid 
sleuth, Fearless Fosdick. A chain of ІРІ 
Abner restaurants is opening from Can- 
ada ta Californi apoo Joy Juice, 
now a bottled soft drink, is being sold 
inal least seven states; and Capp is bemg 
plagued by manufacturers who want to 
market Li'l Abner overalls, Daisy Mae 


When I hear anything described as 
"humanitarian; 1 ask: "To whom? Be- 
ing a humanitarian is to demand more- 
Пап потап rights for any subhuman on 
the grounds that he’s ‘underprivileged? ” 
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"4 NowRCA,the company 

t. thatmakes tape recorders 
for Gemini, offers 9 Е 
new tape recorders aoe 


in seconds, And 


f 
Ы ои сап ри they're Solid State. 
| m L] Just snap a tape cartridge into the 
Тосты аа and. Relay 1 and you're ready to record. 
прове лора, It's as easy as putting a penny in 
a piggy bank—no messy rewinding, 
threading or tangling. Solid State 
throughout plus the Space Age re- 
liability of RCA Solid Copper Cir- 
cuits. VU meter recording level 
monitor. 


They're from RCA Victor. They start at 49% 


j 


APTE Ин) 
Five RCA Victor Solid State 


reel-to-reel models. Language students who parlez 


Е Abos E poorly will get a quick pick-up with For steno or senior veep. the 
(with a choice like this, the Tiros ll battery-operated reel- Score | is a deluxe 4-track reel-to- 
why look further?) to-reel recorder. Plays on house cur- reel model. Comes complete 
It's battery operated so you can rent, too, with optional AC adapter. with microphone, 7” reel of tape, 
get the message wherever you go. 4" oval speaker, earphone jack, tone reel and auxiliary cable. Storage 
It's also Solid State (no tubes to burn control, VU meter, fast forward. space for reels and accessories. 
out). The Tiros I is a two-track reel- Comes with its own shoulder-strapped 
to-reel model with VU meter record- carrying case plus mike, batteries, 

i vel monitor and battery level earphone, tape reel. 


indicator. Complete with microphone, 
batteries, earphone, 3” reel of tape 
and reel. 


Have a picnic with the Solid 

State Relay II. Big 6" oval speaker, 
VU meter, and controls for volume, 
record, rewind/off/play, tone, 

fast forward, speed and track 
selectors, public address and ear- 
phone switches. More, it's light- 
weight, compact—and snap. 
cartridge loading lets you get the 
action fast—as it happens. 


Stereo ard Solid State—with 
Space Age reliability of RCA Solid 
Copper Circuits that won't come 
loose, won't short circuit, won't go 
haywire. The Score II has two 9” 
oval speakers, two ЗУ tweeters in 
swing-out, detachable enclosures. 
Sound-plus-Sound feature lets you 
add sound to previously recorded 
tape. Complete with two ceramic 
microphones, 7” reel of tape, reel 
and cables. 


Stereo—for the really big 


sound. Relay Ill has two 9" oval 
speakers, two 342” tweeters in 
swing-out detachable enclosures. 
‘Sound-plus-Sound lets you add 
sound to previously recorded tape. 
Four-track recording at 334 or 

1% ips. Output jack for use with 
optional stereo headphones. VU 
meter. RCA Victor's finest—the 
tape recorder of tomorrow. 


For the purist’s pleasure, the 

Module Mark II is a Solid State stereo 
reel-to-reel recorder deck that plays 
through your own amplifier-speaker 
system. Frequency response of 50 

to 15,000 cps at 7¥ ips. Special 
“pause” switch, VU meter record- 
ing level indicator. Handsomely 
styled Danish Walnut veneer and 
selected hardwood base. 


Here's the audiophile's d 
—the Module Mark I—a Solid State 
stereo tape-cartridge recorder deck. 
Play through your own amplifier- 
Speaker system. Frequency response 
is 50 to 15,000 cps (at 334 ips). 


RCA Solid Copper Circuits are 
the circuits of the Space Аве... 
they replace old-fashioned 
handwiring for better perform- 
arce, greater dependability, 
fewer service headaches. 


The Most Trusted Name in Electronics. 


SEE WALT DISNEY'S "WONDERFUL WORLD DF CLR," SUNDAYS, месту NETWORK. 
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“| WON'T WEAR А THING 
BUT TOWNE AND KING!” 


says JERRY MASON, lawyer 


BASTILLE, ALA., Dec. 6—The “Case 
of the Swiped Sweater” was won for 
the plaintiff, when his attorney. Jerry 
Mason, proved that his client would 
only wear the T&K brand. and the gar- 
ment marked Exhibit “A” was from 
some other outfit. Said Mason, “It's a 
clear case of mistaken identity — like 
comparing the Dodgers with the Mets. 
Towne and King’s garment is a novelty 
texture, 100% virgin wool, 5-button 
cardigan, with variations of ribbed 
links, hob-nail and wafe stitch com- 
bined. You can buy one just like it, 
Judge, for 2295." 


TOWNE AND KING, LTD. 
Coordinated Knitwear 
Redwood City, Calif. 94064 


For a man’s 
happiest hours 


CORDUROY 
JEANS 


by Smartair 
7.95 


Here's the perfect 
slacks for active off 


© duty needs. Made of 
famous Crompton 
Corduroy. As pliable 
as velvet, guaranteed 
washable, and re- 
sistant to friction or 
strain. Slacks with an 
ingenious ability to 

| stay up. With 4 pockets, 


COLORS: Olive, Brown, 
Bik, Antelope, Charcoal. --- 


тапаг — 
iem 


blouses and Mammy Yokum corncob 
през. 

All of this keeps Capp shuttling busily 
among a farm in New Hampshire, a 
studio in Boston and an elaborate pad in 
Manhattan, where our interviewer, Alvin 
Toffler, recently bearded the 56-year-old 
cartoonist for an exclusive. И-поит in- 
terview. Amid nervous gestures with his 
hands, frequent interruptions by the tele- 
phone, and outbursts of laughter pro- 
voked by his advance knowledge of what 
he was going to say, Capp sprayed forth 
acerbic opinions—as а crop duster does 
DDT—on everything from avarice 10 
adultery, and everyone from L. B. |. to 
Liberace. We began by asking him his 
opinion of himself. 


PLAYBOY: John Steinbeck once described 
you as “possibly the best writer in the 
world today." Whats your reaction to 
that? 

САРР: [ revere John Steinbeck lar 100 
deeply to question his literary judgment. 
PLAYBOY: Wouldn't you call yourself a car- 
toonist rather than a writer? 

carp: Oddly enough, I don't think of 
myself as а cartoonist, or of L'il Abner as 
toon. I think of myself as a novelist 
d of Abner as а novel, a page ol which 
is published every day. At the end of the 


a 


year Гуе written 365 pages, fully illus- 
tuted. After 31 years at й, that’s a 
preity damn big novel 

PLAYBOY: Have you ever thought of writ 


ing а conventional novel mstead? 

CAPP: No, because 1 discovered long ago 

that if you publish a page a day in an odd 
with illustrations, you can 

rout 100 times the and get 


millions шөге телде you 
publish it all together, between covers, 


and without pictures. 
PLAYBOY: We've never he; 


you called a 


you 
Do you agree with them? 

САРР: I cringe when people say "social 
critic” or "social commentator.” You 
ант write or draw anything without 
making some comment оп society. No 
cartoonist, no matter how tilentless or 
obscure, has ever drawn a dog without 
having made а comment on the state 
of dogs. He's never drawn an outhouse 
without making some inc 1 com- 
ment abour rustic life in А ica. 
PLAYBOY: The satiric social comments you 
make in your strip could hardly be 
called incidental. They form the heart 
of much of your mater 
your cartoon attacks on leading politic 
figures аге not even veiled beh 
ture. You once called William Miller, for 
example, a “boy Madam Nhu. 

CAPP: Did | say that? 

PLAYBOY: Yes. 

САРР: Well, I was so terrified at the pros- 
pec of Goldwater әлі Miller, that 
Laurel and Hardy of statesmanship, run- 
ig this country that 1 actually got up 


d carica 


off my rump and on the stump lor 
Johnson—no, not so much for Johnson 
as against those other guys, Not that 
their views terrified me much, Most 
people who get to be President ішіп into 
Dwight Eisenhower. I's hard 10 be any 
body else in that job. Anyone who gets 
10 be President of the U.S. behaves 
pretty much as all. Presidents have be 
haved. The job itself remakes the man. 
For the Johnson cause, I even consented 
to campaign with groups of —ugh!—folk 
singers. Not only did I have to bring them 
to the microphone with flattering intro 
duaions, 1 also had о Имей to them. 
Folk singers are perlecily. pleasant. peo 
ple. you know, bur the sounds they make 
I find unbearable. And they all seem to 
want to be Secretary of State ог head of 
the Joint Chiefs of Stall. Joan Baez 
keeps advising the President in soug how 
10 run the war in Vietnam—namely, to 
run away. Pete Seeger also sings foreign- 
policy folk songs telling the U. S. Army 
to take it easy on the Communists, His 
advice is to stop shooting at them be- 
cause we may hurt them, Tragically, how- 
ever, many people are content to leave 
our foreign policy in the hands of the 
White House, the U. 5. Senate and the 
State Department—groups who haven't 
even one hit record to their credit. 

: Are you just against folk sing 
ing, or against folk singers who involve 
themselves in social-protest movements? 
I am against primitive singing 
ve guitar strumm: nd primi. 
tive political solutions. I remember when 
we used to complain about conformist 
students. 1 miss them now. I long for 
those good old moneycrazed kids of 
yesteryear who didn't carry placards and 
banners and. chain. themselves. together 
in front of courthouses; they didn't get 
involved in anything that didit lead to 
becoming vice-president of General Mo- 
tors. D trust an 18-year-old who has an 
ungovernable passion to make a buck 
bur | don't trust ап [8-yearold who 
ats to remake а world he hasn't been 
in long enough to understand. That 
produces idealistic young leaders like 
idel Castro, Robert Shelton and George 
сот Rockwell. No, avarice is а most 
refreshing and reassu quality in a 
а. I's the only honest, trust 
motivation. A kid who wants to 
make good and earn his keep is a kid 
who is going to he of service to his 
fellow man 

PLAYBOY: Don't you give our young rebels 
any credit for humanitarian ide: 
САРР: I'm suspicious of the "hu 
ideals" that inflame the young today, and 
have set them marching, picketing, rior 
ing and demanding—just as 1 was suspi 
cious of the "humanitarian ideals" of 
Lenin and Trotsky when they inflamed 
the young of my teens. But there's little 
danger in mi 
formists for the 
uniforms thi 


youngsi 
worth 


ШЕШТІ 


ing our campus noncon 
не young, Bi 
wear that w 


the 
you: 


"Here comes hy АН kid noncon- 
formists think, dress and riot exactly 
alike. All nonconformist girls wear their 
hair in bangs in front, and cascading in 
back like berserk batwings over the 
shoulders, every strand unwashed. And all 
iconformist boys wear the blue jeans 
of laborers, but live on the labor of their 
fathers. They wallow in the best of both 
worlds—disdaining the decent manners 
of the bum and the patrimony of the ра- 
trician, while other and better kids are 
doing their sit-ins in Vietnam rice pad 
dies and their licins in Saigon hospitals. 
PLAYBOY: What about the sacrifices of civil 
rights workers who have been beaten 
and killed in the South? Don't you be- 
lieve in the sincerity of their dedication 
to the ideal of racial equality? 

CAPP: I'm suspicious of any form of self- 
lessness other than that of parents to 
their kids. 1, myself, have found selfless 
ness in myself only in momentary flashes 
and only when it concerns my children. 
1 don't mistrust idealism, but | mistrust 
idealism that is romantic, self-indulgent 
and exhibitionistic—and thats the 7 
most ol it comes lately. IF 1 have 
а all, it’s а gift for snifing out 
fakery, and our current crop of college 
rebels is redolent with it. They've been 
taken by their leaders. 

PLAYBOY: Would you consider Norman 
Mailer а leader of nonconformist yout! 
CAPP. Naturally. He has every quality 
the nonconformist young admire: Hi 
is uncouth, his actions are vi 
he despises the institutions chat 
protect him, and he seldom buttons his 
lly. And just as the students who adore 
him are too busy protesting to do any 
studying, Mailer is too busy protesting 
that he's a great writer to do any of the 
great writing he is capable of. 
PLAYBOY: What about James Baldy 
carp: He is pompous, ill-tempered and 
hates everybody. And yet everybody 
doesn't love him. This so infu 
Baldwin that he keeps threat 
write another play. W 


ng to 
le there is still 
time to prevent that, T urge that a law 
be passed compelling everyone to love 
Baldwin, or be sentenced to sit through 


а complete perforn 
Mister Charlie. 
PLAYBOY: Ai the opposite end of the po- 
litical spectrum, what do you think of 
William Buckley and his archconserva- 
tive philosophy? 

capp: Buckley is a profound thinker, а 
darzling scholar, a fearless crusader, and 
is therefore considered unfit to hold. 
public oflice. 

PLAYBOY: You campaigned for Johnson 
Do you like him as President? 
CAPP: I've never been able to 


wc of Blues for 


any affection for Johnson, wher 
in а rueful way for Goldwater. Goldwa- 
ter is genial, ingratiating and warmly 
impulsive. Johnson is cold, tough, tyr 
1 and won't ever lose а poker 
ecause of а warm impulse. So I'm glad 


exhilarating ил | 
elegance for МЕМ а | 
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tarian progr 
CAPP: When I hear anything described as 
"humanitarian," I ask: "humanitarian to 
whom restless young chap mugs 
and rob: ior citizen. Say he's caught. 
in the аа. Naturally, he lunges at the 
cop with a switchblade. The cop shoots 
him. Immediately an army of human 
tavians springs to the defense! But to the 
defense of whom? The mugged senior 
citizen? Certainly not. He's left to die on 
the sidewalk or usc up his life's savings 
in a hospital. The policeman? Don't be 
silly; he's brought up on charges of bru- 
tality. Today being 
to demand more-thun-human rights for 
any homicidal subhuman on grounds that 
he’s “culturally underprivileged.” Today 
it’s considered. inhuman—and, mor 
portantly, unfashionable—to demand as 
decent ueatment for the guy who was 
mugged as for the guy who mugged him. 


PLAYBOY: What's this got to do with the 
poverty program? 
САРР: Well, I'll be for the poverty pro- 


gram when 1 see just who it is going 10 
impoverish. It certainly won't impover- 
splendid army of humanitarians 
xe selflessly volunteered 10 ad- 
r the prog t S50 an hour. 
PLAYDOY. Гог n you've been 
regarded. as a political liberal. But you 
sound disillusioned with liberal pro- 
grams. What's changed. you? 

Capp: 1 haven't changed. Liberalism has. 
The liberal fought for welfare. It began 
as compulsory Christianity: it has degen- 
ted imo something maudlin and 
mindless. Under todays corruption of 
welfare, any shut capable of impre 
tion is encouraged. to produce 1 


mi 


er 


without end—for which she is giver 


unfit driver 
away: yet th 
led license to con- 


has prov 
her license 
mother is give 


tinue to produce children doomed to 
a 


lovelessness and neglect from the. n 
ment they are born. And society 
doomed to support them. to cure their 
dope addiction, to jail them, or to termi- 
their terrible litle lives because we 
will not take away from the unfit the | 
cense to reproduce. 

PLAYBOY: Who is to decide who is unfit 
10 reproduce? 

capp: Who decides who is unfit to drive 
a са? E think the right to inflict these 
children on society shouid be taken away 
by the same authority. Our society. 1 
think, can impose the necessary disci- 
pline without resorting 10 sterilization 
We don't amputate the hands of unfit 


drivers: but we might iry amputating 
the Aid to Dependent Children checks 
we send to any unfit mother who re- 


morselesly continecs 19 reproduce. 


PLAYBOY: Doesn't what you've said. 
amount to а wholesale condemna 
public welfare 

САРР: No. I'm ply asking who will fare 
well under welfare—and who will fare 
ill. Millionaires don't pay for welfare. 
There aren't enough of them. Wel 
f ions come from those millions 
of Americans who just about scrape by— 
who prefer to fight their own private 
war against poverty with no weapons 
but their energy and dignity. What 1 
fear is that it won't be long before it's 
possible to lead a far better life be 
the bum and on welfare th 


cally 
on of 


thos 

those who provide it ist 
the persecution of any minority group 
-even опе so primitive that they still 
prefer to earn their own living. 
PLAYBOY: What do you propose. 
How do we lick the poverty problem 
cape: А thornier problem ihan licking 
poverty is finding some. You certainly 
won't find it on Malibu Beach, among 
that immense colony of sun-tanncd 
gods amd goddesses, the surfers 
of them—and their sports c 
е supported by uncmploym 
are the most decorative specimens, of 
course. but you'll find their kind every- 
where—telusing to repair fenders. refus- 
ing to dean streets, disdaining to run 
Elevators, sitting stubbornly on their 
gly and on their rumps, getting up 
only to collect their welfare checks or to 
knock up a girlfriend so she can produce 
another child and be rewarded with an 
extra monthly check, 

PLAYBOY: Are you any happier with the 
Administ "s foreign policy than you 
are with its domestic program? 

САРР: Our foreign policy is perfectly sen 
sible: it's our explanation of it that’s ab- 
surd. We ought to abandon the pretense 
that we're in Vietnam or Santo Domingo 
to protect their rights. We can no longer 
lord the luxury of permitting our excit- 
ple little neighbors the right to choose 
their own form of government —not if 
there's the slightest chance that it m 
be one dedicated to join 
п destroying us. I's more honorable, 1 
think, to admit that you're pushing a lit- 
tle guy around because you know damn 
well that if he gets any bigger he'll push 
you off the planet, than 10 claim you're 
doing it for his own good. 

PLAYBOY: Do you fecl we can afford to 
militarily in the affairs 
country, whatever thc 


then? 


АП 


provoc 
carp: lis not our milit tervention 
that’s dangerous: it's the sanctimonious 


reasons we € for it that could lead 
to trouble. 
PLAYBOY: After these remarks, сап you 


lc 


to—if y 


still deny that you're a soc 
САРР: | 1 bother 
ibat adds class to the й 
be honest about it, I'm no more a social 


1 think 
ierview, But to 


critic than Tan Fleming was. Pick up any 
perback from Peyton Place лө the 
James Bond yarns, and you'll find social 
ment in them. 
PLAYBOY: What social message do you 
find in James Bond? 
САРР: The message is that if Sherlock 
n business today. he'd be 
getting laid instead of playing the vio 
He never did get laid. you know. Hol 
was exactly the same guy Bond is, but 
he reflected the morals of his time. 
Bond reflects the morals of our time. 
PLAYBOY: If that’s what accounts, at least 
in pant. for the popularity of the Bond 
stories, how do you explain the appeal 
of your innocent hero Lil Abner? 
САРР: I am puzzled that anyone regards 
Li'l Abner sort of hero at all. The 
size of his feet is heroic, but not much 
else about him. A hero is Abner 
is vain. A hero's wife adores him; Ab- 
пег wife deplores him. А hero is innc 
Abner is merely ignorant. Maybe 
Maybe it's his ignorance the 
The scope of his i 
And whe: поғапсс 
ll feel more 
personally secure. English humorists, as 
in Tom Jones, used class as the yardstick 
ol ignorance. 


co 


s ап 


odes 


heroic. 


s are apt to use 
sc it is so far 
removed from the centers of culture, is 
accepted as а Fort Knox of. igno 
And the ign 
Knoxes of good 
aren't smart enough to be rotten. 
PLAYBOY: What is there about the hillbil- 
ig that fascinates the American 
How do you explain the popu- 
such as The 


ich, be 


s n 


y of television. se 
Beverly Hillbillies? 
carr: Simple. Hillbillies seem so igno- 
nt that the sight of them makes even 
TV viewers feel smart. But there's noth 
ing ignorant about the producers of 
those shows. 
enough to rummage thro 
wastebaskets for stulf Т di 
guts to use in Li'l Abner. 
PLAYBOY: What do you think of Gomer 
Pyle and Petticoat Junction? 
САРР: They've been rummaging throu 
The Beverly Hillbillies wastcbaskers. 
PLAYBOY: Do you agree with the critic 
who charged that these three shows are 
intellect 
CAPP: If it's intellects 
after, turn off your TV set and open а 
copy of The New Yorker. As primitive 
as the stories іп Gomer Pyle and The 
Beverly Hillbillies ave. they do have vi- 
tality and comprehensibility—two qual 
ties The New Yorker clearly 
есі rocious. But possibly I'm 
not being fair; The New Yorker 
risen to а level above t of mere dis- 
posable reading matter. A copy of The 
New Yor now furniture, a quietly 
elegant piece which when placed on a 


п resourceful 
h my old 
In't have the 


They've L 


rocities’ 


atrocities ya 


те 


regards аз 
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n aware, tiber- 


colle table is the sign of 
al and genteelly gay hom 
Everybody picks on The Beverly Hill- 


billes and Gomer Pyle, but you realize 
what immense quality the worst of com- 
mercial television has when you look 
at the bes of educational television, 


Then you find out that even the most 
lying “entertainment” shows are 
ks of art by comparison. Commer- 
television is bad because 

it isn't, the sponsors won't pay 


и has 


cial 
to be; 
for it. But educational television is һай 


because it chooses to be. It could be 
original, intelligent, startling, inform 
iive, courageous, muscular. Instead, it 


prefers to be tiresome a 
and laggy. 

PLAYBOY: Will your own projected pro- 
gram, The Gapp-Buchwald Report. Тай 
into the category of educational tclevisio 
CAPP. Naturally. The purpose of The 
Capp Buchwald Report will be to ex- 
plain The Huntley-Brinkley Report. 
PLAYBOY: What will you report on? 
CAPP: The great issues—like the brutal 
treatment. of. minority groups. 
PLAYBOY: Such as Negroes? 

САРР: I've already fought for the Negro 
it wasn't as fashionable as it is 


ad timid, Пару 


—wh 
now, when it wasn't as safe, Others h 
taken on that fight—and so Eve t 
my attention to another minority that's 
being treated. with increasing brutality: 
the police, There are less of them th: 
there are of us попройсе. And they 
look Шеген from оше peuple, They're 


colored blue. And so they aren't шеней 
like other people. Theyre despised, 
avoided and mistreated. One our of 


every ten policemen in this country was 
violently attacked last year. Eighty were 
killed. They get the most dangerous and 
menial jobs at the lowest pay. There is 
по other minority group in Americi 
that’s been treated so brutally. 

PLAYBOY: Will any other minority groups 
get coverage on The Capp-Buchwald 
Report? 
CAPP: Үс 
vastly unde 
1 picked up 
Post the othe 
seven diferent 
how to underst: 
not a single p 
to understand Nobody 
cares enough to take the trouble to point 
out to kids how revolting they arc to us. 
Thats why they grow into savages. The 
only reason we don't murder them in 
their teens is that we're willing to wait 


ents. Pa are another 
privileged minority group. 

copy of The Washington 
and 


nts 


children how 


for a crueler revenge—the day when the 
little bastards become parents them- 
selves. 


PLAYBOY: Is there anyone else on your 
list of persecuted minorities? 

CAPP: Yes. Junkyard owners. ybody 
complains about how unsightly junk- 
yards are, how they're cluttering up the 
highways and making America ugly and 
all that. Not me. I find a junkyard one 


of the most reassuring evidences of 
American superiority. We throw away 
gs that would be prized possessions 
ny other county. I chink the sight of 
an immense mountain of automobiles 
rusting away, some of them just ten 
years old, must have been the most im- 
pressive thing Khrushchev saw in Ameri- 
са. We were throwing stuff away that 
they couldn't yet even hope to ашай 
PLAYBOY. But must these junkyards Пас 
the highways? 
CAPP: Where else can they do more good? 
И you leave a pile of junk unguarded 
long enough, Andy Warhol will come 


long and sign it. Instead of lugging our 
junk piles away, have them signed by 
pop artists and call them outdoor exhi- 


hitions of modern art. As I see it, the 
freedom to live in this beautiful country 
also includes the frecdom to destroy it 


beauty, and we're taking full advantage 
of i. I think I was the one who 
launched the first nationwide campa 


to preserve the natural beauty of 
billboards. 1 had Abner decide to take а 
trip with Daisy Мае to visit a great sce 
nic wonder. They arrived at the road 
that was supposed 10 look down upon 
this lush, magnificent valley, and there 
was, all vight—behind unrelieved miles 
of road signs, Abner ripped chem all up, 
and then he said, "America shore is 
somethin’ to see, once yo" kin see it" 
Gangs of kids instantly sprang up all 
over the county, uprooting billboards 
by the I claimed they were 
inspired by love of beauty. A few mis- 
amhropes claimed they were inspired 
by love of destruction, But in the end 
it didn't matter: those kids abandoned 
beautification and went on to stealing 
hubcaps and mugging. "That's the sort 
of issue The Capp-Buchwald Report will 
come to grips with. 

PLAYBOY: Woukl you say Шаг your p 
gram will be an elort to clevate the 
standards of television? 

capp: Mainly it will be an effort to 
elevate our incomes. 1 don't know what 
all this talk about elevating standards is 
supposed to mean. The public gets what 
it asks Гог. Somebody once asked me if 
ment should subsidize “needy 
"What an outrageous idea. Boston, 
ity, for example, supports exactly 
it wants and enjoys. It supports 
ту movies. Boston supports those 
vhich Boston is interested. 1 think 
it would be outrageous to tax all Boston 
ans to support a form of art which oi 
a handful enjoy. Who is to 


thousands. 


ly 
decide 
whether the choreography of a basket- 


ne is а baser ап than balle? 
ic a community in which rodeos 
and ice. g shows are considered cul- 
tural events by the elite, but the masses 
prefer opera and Hindemith concerts. 
Would you tax those people who pre- 
fer id their money on concerts 
10 provide funds for the 
support of iceskating shows and bronco- 


ball ga 
Ima; 


busting because a tiny group of taste 
makers has decided that these are art? 
And while we're on the subject of art. 
why don't you ask me how Fd define 
that catch phrase “needy arist”? 
PLAYBOY: How would you define 
catch phrase "needy artist 


that 


CAPP: A needy artist is а guy who stub- 
bornly continues to produce something, 
that the world doesn't n 


for 


ed enough. to 
Suppose this guy hand 
gly uncomfortable bicycle 


pay him 
makes адо 


seats which no one will buy: yet he re- 
fuses to do something useful for a living 
to enable him ıo indulge in this macabre 


hobby: is the public compelled to subsi- 
dize this pest? I a private patron wants 
t0 support iss” who 

paint rags and build plaster replicas of 
Brillo boxes, tl aberration— 
but E curi 


frame used 


ош of people who do 
of crap. 

PLAYBOY: 15 all of it стар? 
САРР: А lot that’s palmed off as 
as hell is. And that brings us to Pi 
He isn't nearly as high-principled or tal 
ented am artist as Chester Gould, who 
draws Dick Tracy, and to be f 
. he doesn't get as good prices. Ther 
was young Picasso. burning h amb 
tion—o get rich. And yet his best—those 
academic” paintings that ате now rev- 
cremly offered as proof of his сапу 
greatness—was plodding and third- 
Well. Picasso sensible k 
knew he couldn't go any further 


was a 


not 
mal classic path, where 


along the tradi 
alent was measured by 
ards of truth and beauty. So he beat out 
another path—a crazy, crooked one, lead- 
ing nowhere; and despite the jeering of 
the art world, he kepi at it, turning out 
more and more balmy and offensive stull 
every у 
wonder 


the classic stand- 


course, is that they were right in the first 


place—and history will someday make that 
judgment. But I'm sure Picasso couldn't 
e less. He's loaded. And the world 
lerics are loaded with his fakery 
PLAYBOY: Are there апу so-called serious 
contemporary artists whom you ан 
Jackson Pollock, for example? 

САРР: That's what happens when you 
don't teach a kid to clean up his messes. 
He grows up to make other people's 
homes unlivable. 

PLAYBOY: How about De Kooning? 
CAPP: Isn't he the same guy? And 
they both Mark Rothko? H's all 
ime thing. no matter who signs it. Some 
people dismiss abstract artists as frauds. 
1 don't. I think quite a few are perfectly 


sincere, as sincere as those mystics of 
other great society—those Romans, 1 
mean, who read augurs ond portentis 


amb's intestines. ‘The only 
t our mystics splash and 


slit 
difference is tha 


splawer paint ший they create. some 
thing as distasteful as a Lamb's intestines 
—and 1 augurs and portents into 
their messes 

PLAYBOY: If abstract art is as worthless as 


you it is, why has it endured so 
long? 
CAPP: Because its one of the very few 


rackets anybody at all can get into these 
days. and make а buck 

PLAYBOY: Do you think there's any 
genuine worth being created tod 

CAPP: Masses of it. Only you won't f 
in the galleries; youl find it ma 
the comic page. Comic strips are possibly 
the best art being produced іш this 
country today. The only reason most 
ple dont realize it is that they've 
washed into thinking that if 
picture іп comicstrip size. 
with pen and ink, it ізгі art. But if it’s 
big and you do it in oil. it's art. That's 
selfswindling snobbishness. А work of 
art is a work of an. regardless of for 

or materials. I've seen ads for Chrysler 


tol 


you draw 


cars that were finer works of art dia 
lor of the stul hanging in the Metro- 
politan. There are murals covering en- 


tire walls that haven't a fraction of the 
craftsmanship of cartoons covering three 
square inches in the newspapers. T jud 


comic strips by the same standards I 
apply to Daumier or Mich lo. Aud 
by those standards comicstip art is 
dimn good. 

FLAYBOY: What do you consider the best 
comic strips being. published today 
capp: Steve Canyon by Milton Canil 
Juliet Jones by Suan Drake, Abbie "n* 
Slats by Rac Van Buren, Miss Peach by 
Mel Lazarus anything Mort Walker 
does, Dick Tracy by Chester Gould. I'm 
awed by the draftsmauship of On Stage 
and Dr. Kildare. Vm furious when Walt 
Kelly isn't as good as he can | his 
better than anybody. People 
arewt many 


good political cartoonists 
d tha's true, bur two of the 
few we have—Herblock and Bill Maul 
better than ever wi 
Vhen there's Walt Kelly and Pogo. Walt, 
when he chooses to be, is one of the 
fu in the world. 

PLAYBOY: about Peanuts? 

CAPP: 1 find Peanuts: not as exciting as 
some people do. Is a trick i 
ing thin—having kids speak like adults 
It is damn well drawn, however. 1 also 
enjoy everything Jules Feiler docs: he's 
а hell of a better. artist than anyone 
gives him credit for being. He doesn't 
draw elaborately, but he draws with 
truth and pity 
PLAYBOY: As you know, Feiller recently 
wrote an article for PLAYBOY called. The 
Great Comic Book Heroes, in which he 
reminisced about his childhood fascina- 
on with such legendary characters as 


anymore, à 


У wear 


Batman, Superman and Captain Marvel 
Did you have any cartoon heroes of your 
own 


CAPI utt and Jeff, Maggie and 
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Barney Google. Happy Hoolis 
ull of Rube Goldberg. There were 
comics in the newspapers, 
ly, the comic books bored me. 
appointed in Feif- 


but, 
That's why 1 was di 
fer's piece. 1 thought he deified a lot of 


dreary old comicbook characters who 
don't deserve 
Captain Marv 
n Ladds of the comic book, Feiffer's 
1 Tor them is sentimental, 
angest character Ес ег re- 
n the golden age of comic 
books was Dr. Fredric Wertham. The 
от, however, was no creature of pen 
al as any old Salem 


dix 
and ink; he was as r 
judge who ever ordered any Salem gran- 
пу burned alive as a witch. His book 
Seduction of the Innocent fearlessly 
put the blame for crime and corruption 
where it belonged: on tem-cent comic 
books! He pointed out that big, mus- 
cul Baman lived with a dude boy 
named Robîn and frequently wore а 
dressing gow m needed no Tur- 
the 
relatiouship—and. neith 
| the public. Wertham's 
with such revelations, 

asit long alter it came out before the 
nation was banning and burning comic 
books. I remember a TV show on which 
I defended Wertham's attack on Li'l Ab- 
ner. He claimed that Abner’s devotion 
to his mother was a pure and simple case 
of incest, and a depraved example for 
the young. Th ter the show was 
over, he asked me for an autograph for 
his litle ndson. Lr] Abner was the 
child's favorite comic strip. T asked Wer- 
tham if his daughter had ever had. any 
le with the kid. He said not at all 
а sweet, loving child. Nonethe- 
unched by critics like 
Wertham finally killed the comic book. 
Time was when only a well-heeled kid 
could have his own library. The ines- 
pensive comic book had made it possible 
for all kids to create little libraries of 
their own with adventure yarus, science- 
fiction fantasies, nature мий, Bible sto- 
es, condensations of the Stevenson and 
Henly classics. This new branch of book. 
publishing was beginning to develop its 
нету. and fine illusirators—anid. 
n il was destroyed. 

PLAYBOY: Weren't you once accused by а 
New York S ating committee 
of peddling pe з Lil Abner? 
CAPP: Y TT experience so 
credible that if I had used it as а se- 
quence im Lil Abner, readers would 
have been convinced that Capp had 
lly gone off his rocker. If Га drawn 
nd 
| the course of 


ography 
was 


icians in my strip as cheap 
mindless as those I met 
this nightmare, Td have been denounced 
lor attempting to undermine the demo- 
cratic system. Ат the peak of Wertliam's 
campaign against comics, the New York 
State Assembly voted a substantial sum 
to а commitice of assemblymen to "in 


vestigate pornography 
of us doing newspaper comic strips paid 
the slightest 


tention to it, ol course, 
because newspaper comics are the most 
carefully laundered: of alb mass litera- 
ture. First, the cartoonist is his own most 
nerciless censor; he knows that the 
slightest hint of hanky-panky in his stuff 
will wreck him and his career. And so 
before he sends his work to his syndicate, 
he examines every word, every drawing. 
for anything that anyone, no matter how 
warped. could possibly interpret as any- 
thing but dean Fan. Even then we don't 
quite wus our own judgment Oi 
strips are sent to our syndicates about 
five weeks ahead of publication. There, 
once again, they are subjected to thor- 
ough study by several suspicious and 
short-tempered editors, all with full and 
freely given authority to make any 
changes. Once approved, the strips usu- 
ally arrive at newspaper offices three 
weeks ahead of publi 1 once 
more are scrutinized by each individual 
the right to refuse 
ng he might consider 
deine. Any newspa 


э зу 


comic 1 wed this 
tortuous process and finally appears on а 
newspaper comic page has been given a 


clean bill of health by the world’s stern- 
est jury. 

nd so Ше newspaper-comicsstrip 
Md was stunned. whe committee 
issued a report, in the form of а book, 
that io investigators discovered. pornog- 
raphy in а popular newspaper comic 
sirip—namely, Li Abner. We obtained 
а copy of the report and it was indeed 
full of filthy Lil Abner drawings 
Il forgeries. Photostatic copies of Li'l 
Abner strips had been made and tam- 
pered with: phallic symbols һай been 
drawn in, figures Пош one strip com- 
bined with figures from another strip 
in obscene positions. These were then 
rephotostated and mailed ıo the 
vestigating committee by а nonexis 
mnexistent branch of the 
The 
ting committee, without 
he authenticity of the drawings, 
or even of the P TA. branch that sent 


E 


Association. 


them, had rushed muck into print with 
a stern rebuke to newspaper publishers 
for being so careless as to let this de 


praved stuli get by. 

Well, the head of my syndicate, my 
lawyer and 1 summoned the head of the 
investigating committee to а meeting at 
the Waldorf Towers, where we confront- 


ed him with the evidence of his idiocy. 


He begged us not to publicize our 


bout him, in return for which 
he'd ву the report with his “findings 
about Lil Abner, We were satisfied. to 
drop the whole squalid thing. Howev 
the National Cartoonists Society pur- 
sued it. They uncarthed the forger, and 
T have no hesitation in giving his name. 
He was Ham Fisher, the creator of Joe 


findings 


Palooka. Vd worked for him as an assist- 
ant when D was a kid, and he had nev 
forgiven me for leaving him and 
whomping up something of my own, A 
committee. of the al Society, in 
cluding Milt Сан. Kelly. Bill 
Mauldin and Rube Goldberg, voted to 


p you mentioned 


you forced to observe any specific sexual 
taboos in preparing LiT Abner? 

CAPP: There is only one sexual taboo: И 
there's anything sexual, it's taboo. But 1 
don't feel limited. Irs а privilege 10 
contribute something wholesome id 
cnnobling for kids to come back home 
о after their parents have sent them ой 
to see Harlow. Seduced and Abandoned 
and Steve Reeves’ Roman rapes. 

PLAYBOY: Some comment 
drifting toward sul soci 


we're 


roles of men and women are beco 
increasingly ible. Do you 
agree? 

CAPP: If there is, I don't see anything to 
be alarmed Irs an с 


profession, being a girl. For inst 
hom the age of 12. no really nice girl 
has bowel movements. Well 
ybe it's come time for girls to drop 
the simpering, complicated, degra 
Girl Act, and to enjoy being human 
beings for a few centurics—and for men 
over the role of peacock. But as 
for boys and girls becoming indistin 
guishable, exploding population 
figures are proof that they can still tell 
which is which. 

PLAYBOY: Do you feel, as some critics do. 
America is going through а period 
noral decay"? 

CAPP: Char is ойе “de 
Our lues arc changing, that's 
all. I think the most shocking thing I 
ever saw in my life—] couldn't have been 
more than 10 or И yc: 
n smoking. I was positive ГА seen 
my first prostitute. But urs later 
my grandmother was sending me out f 
packs of cigarettes. 1 remember when 
the sight of a woman's calf was enough 
to snap a man's mind. Yer today p 
proudly watch their little drum-majoreite 
daughters. parading half naked down 
Main Street 
PLAYBOY: Many of these same critics 
say the sexual revolution may change 
the institution of marriage. 

САРР: Marriage, like all social institu 
tions, needs to be changed. But 1 sup- 
pose il have to do, as it is, until. we 
come up with a more sensible arrange 
ment. Maybe marriage licenses should 
expire every two years, like automobile 


called 


s old- 


was а 


wom 


few y 


rents 


licen 
PLAYBOY: How do you feel about adultery? 
CAPP: I feel thar there шим be some 
other plot for Doris Day movies. 

PLAYBOY- To теит to Li] Abner: Ws 
been said that most of your readers arc 


male. Is this because of the preny girls 


in the strip? 
САРР: Whether most of the readers are 
male or female depends on when the О] | ( ; 
survey is taken. I its taken at a time 
when the strip involves the ities of th fib " th: t k 
Honest "AE child, the readership e er a eeps 
rises to beter than 60 percent women. B 11 B tt ] ki Y hi i h 
But dur 9 Fosdick sequenc eli-bottoms 100 Ing ship-shape. 
I lose 20,000,000 women. They stop Celanese) FortrelQ) is a trademark of Fiber Industries, Inc, 
reading and the men start. 
PLAYBOY: Might this be because of some 
difference between the male and female 
sense of humor? 
CAPP: Yes. Men enjoy Fosdick's bad aim, 
for example. In order to scare off a guy 
who's selling balloons without a license, 
Fosdick will shoot three or four 
cent housewives through the head—all 
in the line of duty, of course. Men enjoy 
this sort of humor: but housewives don't 
seem to sce anything funny about it. 
PLAYBOY: Do you set out to aim Гог any 
segment of the population 
you're working on the strip? 
CAPP: When you're writing for $0,000,000 
readers, you can't aim for any special 
reader, I've never avoided using апу 
idea because | thought kids wouldn't 
understand it, or because I thought it 
would be too childish for Ken Galbraith, 
АИТ do is make anything Em saying 
as clear as I can. There is nothing you 
сап about the human condition— 
oh, 1 hate using phrases like that—u 
won't be understood if it’s clear enough. 
PLAYBOY: Can you tell us liow you work. 
how you go about preparing the strip? 
CAPP: І work in a studio ne 
It's always a crashing disappointment to 
пуоне who saw that Jack Lemmon 
movie, How to Murder Your Wife, in 
which he plays a rich cartoonist with a 
lush triplex pad. Mine isn't. Drs just a 
grubby place with about three rooms 
where I sit around with a couple of very 
hy men who arc my assistants аш 
who begrudge every moment they have 
to spend in such squalor. Опе has been 
ars. The new boy came 
we haven't decided yet 
pent, They both sit 
y and listen to ideas of mine, 
nd every now and then they'll give me 
a profound critique. like, Us а lot 
of crap." Then I know Fm on the right 
k. But to tell the truth, Г won't go 
head on an id 
Шу we agree that one id 
stomach-turning than the other, 
At that point, Vll sit down behind my 
desk and start improvising dialog. ГИ 
take all the roles and recite them out 
loud. Every now and then one of them 
will throw in a line or suggest a change. 
In this way, ГИ write а week of strips at 
а time. Then ГИ transfer the dialog 
onto the strips themselves, di 
figures of the action, and ink 
faces. Then itll go to my assistants, to 


develop and complere the drawing and | Fort pel 


r Boston. 


whether he 
sole 


perma 


а without their approval. 
ав less 
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By now we've developed some- 
thing called the Al Capp style—an 
rangement of my errors in drawing which 
my assistants һауе mastered. 

PLAYBOY: Is it hard work: 
CAPP: It gets harder, damn it, every y 
You know the legend is that once а Gu 
toonist has made it, he turns the whole 
job over to a lile Arab boy, never 
works . and the public never knows 
the difference, That's a snare and a delu- 
sion! After 32 years, Гуе finally discov- 
ered who the litle Arab boy is: It's me. 


The reader does know if the creator 
leaves the strip ter how deverly 
he's imitated. ler can't put his 


finger on any specific difference; it’s sim- 
ply that the total et 
апа he drilts to 


PLAYBOY: Where do you get th 
your characters and. situations? 

CAPP: I try to hit upon some secret, 
universal dream—or dread —and make it 
come true in the strip. А while ago, [or 
instance, we had General Bullmoose 
develop a sports саг for kids. It was е 
cruciatingly uncomfortable, smeiled te 
ble, it was expensive, and it was like 
traveling in a cement mixer. Ir was the 
most agonizing, noisy, useless, dangerous 
automobile ever invented. so Bullmoose 
says, "Let's charge the kids $8000 apiece 
for them.” Tt only cost S400 to make 
them, but this has every possible incon. 
venience built in, so naturally every 
Kid will demand one. Bullmoose knows 
hes got the biggest seller of all time 
—until Slobbovia comes out with a 
car called. the. Coldsmobile. It's made of 
solid ice: it costs nothing to make and 
nothing to run. It runs off the power 
generated by the trembling and shudder 
ng of the driver. It sells for 51. 
it’s even more uncomfortable t 


Bullmoose car, What's more, it’s foreign. 


уме 


Consequently, irs completely 


to American kids. A lesser man than 
Bullmoose might be ruined. But he 
knows the teemage mind. He ne 


of his ad agencies flood the country with 
a campaign endorsing his rival. the Colds 
imobile-—testimonials such as “Your fa- 
ther and mother want you to drive the 
Coldsmobile," "Guy Lombardo prefers 
the Coldsmobile," Your police cl 
recommends the Coldsmobile." The re- 
sult is that no self-respecting kid would 
be found dead in опе, and Bullmoose 
makes billions on his 58000 monstrosity. 
PLAYBOY: Most readers regard Bullmoose 
asa heavy. Do you? 

CAPP: No. І like the son of a bitch. He's 
so completely heartless: he thinks he 
knows more 


bout everything than any- 
body else. Aud he's magnificently horny. 
PLAYBOY: Isn't your Kigmy character iie 
opposite of Bullmoose? Its been called 
“the epitome of masochism.” 

CAPP- Yes, the Kigmy is the universal 
scapegoat, Every state trooper should 
carry one with him so that a guy who 


gets а ticket can Tet off steam by kick- 
ng it. Not long ago 1 revived the Kig- 
mies. Factories started turning them out. 
That's not the only Abner character, of 
course, thats been manufactured. Aside 
from all kinds of Lil Abner products, 
there's Kickapoo Joy Juice. а new soft 
drink that does no m—except 
to me. Soon as we started flooding the 
country with it, Joan Crawford snubbed 
me, Turns out she's the front man for 
a rival drink called. Mountain Dew. 

PLAYBOY: Apart from Abner himself, 
whats been your most successful creation? 
САРР: The Shmoo. probably. When the 
Shmoo fist appeared in the strip about 
15 years ago, the excitement was so great 
it blotted out everything else. 1 just won- 
dered what we would all be like il our 
prayers were answered and we suddenly 
had everything we wanted, and и wasn't 
necessary to light or work anymore. 1 
boiled it down to thís inancly happy lit- 
tle creature and set it loose. Alter that, 
the могу wrote itself. But the name 
helped: Shmoo. The "sh" is a soft, ridic- 
aflectionate sound, and “moo” 


sounds sort of. cowlike. 

PLAYBOY: Do you give that much thought 
to names for your other characters? 
CAPP: We work damned hard on them. 
We'll spend four hours to come up with 
just the right name for a characier who 
will pass in and out of the strip and nex 
er be же ant а пате to de- 
scribe the character, as Dickens does. So 
when I name a girl Moonbeam McSwine, 
you don't need то be told that she’s a 
beautiful and unsanitiry. character. 
PLAYBOY- You've gotten in trouble now 
nd then caricaturing prominent people, 


haven't you? 
CAPP: Only once. Some years ago, T re 
ceived a telegram from а California Jaw- 
yer daiming that my character Lover 
boynik, a delicious, dimpled darling ol a 
piano player, resembled a client of his. 
Actually, 1 thought that was a hell of a 
thing for him to say about a client. He 
also stated that his client's name was Li- 
berace. 1 asked showbiz frends of mne 
what sort of creature this guy was who 
was going to sue me—this Liberace. 
There were several theories. Somehow 
Time magazine found out about the 
lawsuit— possibly because D tipped them 
off—and asked me what my defense 
would be. T said my defense would be 
that there was no resemblance whatever 
between. Loverboynik and. Liberace—be- 
cause Loverboynik could play the piano 
rather decently. Time published that 


and P never heard from the lawyer 
again. D never heard Liberace again ei- 
ther, but that was just luck. In any case, 


Liberace’s was the only petulant com- 
али Гус gotten аһош beng cric- 
tured in Li'l Abner. Less revered pub- 
lic figures—Hubert Humphrey. Ernest 
[om 


se it is, ша macabre way, а 
g 10 be caricatured in Abner 
у. a guy for a public of 
80,000,000, over world, isu't 
going t0 use any name that ema 


попаНу famous. 
PLAYBOY: Does this vast readership give 
you a sense of power? 


ides 


Capp: Hell, no. The real power re 
with the editors who cary your strip 
Without them, ГА be about as powerful 
а social influence as a guy who decorates 
men's-room walls. 

PLAYBOY: We'll rephrase the question: 
With the world-wide readership editors 


have given you over the years, do you 
feel you've inlluenced public attitudes? 
САРР: ГА be а damn fool 10 delude 
self that Г have. Actually, it works the 
other way. Public atitudes have 
influenced әле. Lately. for instance, I've 
sensed something that Га been feeling 
myself taking place in the publi 
growing suspicion that a hell of a lot of 
the help we've been giving foreign cou 
tries has developed into them helping 
themselves to the fruits of our labors. I 
tried one or two stories on that theme. 
The response was extraordi 
and grateful fan mail. I did mor 
“hurray for you" mail. So if there is now 
n increased national surliness about 
foreign aid, I didn't create п. It was al- 
ready there. Г just applauded it. 
PLAYBOY: Th or of your remarks 
throughout might dead 
some rcailers to conclude that you're 
rather biter cynic. Would ey be righ 
capp: Cynical, perhaps: bitter, no. Ac 
tually. Em a rather merry old soul, As 
matter of fact, 1 don't know anyone 
more cheerful than T am 
PLAYBOY: Despite your cynicism? 

САРР. Not despite it, because of it. I you 
have no illusions about. yourself, abo 
ihe quality of saintliness, the quality of 


this interview 


selllessness, the quality of patriotism, if 
you have illusions about. anything, 
then yon can never Бе disappointed or 
disenchanted, зы you cin go on living 
quite а cheerful life. Irs only those 
idealists who devoutly believe in Ше 


achievability of perfection who ave shat 
tered 
quite make it, But cynicism 
ive you a cheery life; you mu: 
it with irr tabil 
PLAYBOY: Irr tability? 

CAPP: There used to be a lot of 
around. But now we have to go abroad 
[2 t. We're tolerant of 
those who swindle us, insult us, betray 
mug us, cheat us. There are those, m 
fact, who urge us to be tolerant of those 
who are killing us. What this country 
is less good will, and more bad 


when they find out they can 


lone wor 
combine 


ance—to find 


needs 
tempe 
FLAYZOY: 
vicc? 

САРР: 


Do you follow your own ad 
Are you irritable yourself? 
1 пу to be. 


теве та pret 


Let's get to 
the hottom of this. 
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in brushed-block hard finish, model СС-ІІ, by the Connon Guild, $2500. Above right, o frogront ossembly of perfect perfumes, from left to right: 
Tosco (5.7 ozs), in decanter bottle, by the House of 4711, $8. Chonel No. 5 |4 ozs.), by Chanel, 570. On top of Chonel bottle: Cabochard per- 
fume from Paris (1 оғ), by Gres, $28. Hypnotique (Ja oz], by Mox Factor, $8.50. Présence (1 oz], by Houbigont, $28. Below left: Liso Lorson's 
marvelous menogerie of Swedish ceromic onimals, from Georg Jensen of New York, $8 to $34. Below center: A portoble 9 x 12 dance floor, by 
Sico, $495. Other dancing essentiols, from left to right: Black-loce dress with flomenco skirt, from Вготвоп 5, $160; block discothèque sotin-crepe 
shoe with steel buckle, $19, gold kid-lined velvet doncing slippers, $29, ond black antelope low-shell silhouette shoe with jet-strop trim, $35, all 
from Andrew Geller. Below right: Purebred Bedlington terrier puppy, will become silvery blue when he grows up, from Tonglewood Kennels, $175. 


WHEN rr comes to finding the Proper present for the proper Жом, with list in hand, you are almost ready to purchase the 
girl, we i gifting by association. Match perfect presents. But linger a bit longer to answer these ques: 
your cadeau de Noël to her most p tastes and dreams tions about cach girl on your list: Should her gift be practical 
and you'll ring the Christmas belle for being a thoughtful Santa. or frivolous? Intimate or personal? How much docs she mean 
Even the most opulent gift that shows little imagination on to you and, more important, how much do you want her to 
your part will take second place to the personal offering that тели? 
tells her you really have been paying attention all year long. In choosing the right gift for the right young lady, the length 
The first step is to figure how many of the lovelies in your оГ time you've known her is important. If the ink is still damp 
arges this dress іш your book, but you'd like to pursue the contact— 
book and go over it page by page, keeping your winners and sive yet unusual present is the best move. Build 
weeding out the losers. Remember the golden yule rule: Each shared past—from where you met, what you talk 
girl remaining is different from the others and your gift should what you had in common. If you talked about skiing, send 
be particularly chosen for the particular mi her а pair of wild mittens or a crazy woolen cap with a card 
ch of your female friends probably fits into one of these that tells her you're ready to hit the slopes whenever she is 
categories: the ultrachic, felinely feminine type; the crisply com- If you talked about food and she prides herself as а cordon 
paten business girl; the lithe limbed, healthy outdoor blew cook, go to a secondhand bookstore and search out an 
culture-conscious, acstheticintellectual type; or the tantilizingly antique cookbook, or look in on a gourmet grocery and get 
changeable child-woman. The niche into which cach femme ап unusual utensil such as a heavy French crepe p: 
402 falls should give you a hint about what is apt to please her. I you're old friends hut your times wi 


п inexpen- 


п your 
ed about, 


h her have been pla 


for a golden yule: a guide for guys on pleasing their playmates By ROBERT L. GREEN 


Above left: Collopsible opero glasses, from Rigoud, $75. Bracelet wotch іп 18-И. gold mesh, by Elgin, $775. Rosewood ond gold phone dioler, 
from C. D. Peocock, $27. Gold-filled Accutron con be used as pendont, brooch or boudoir clock, by Bulovo, $175. Above center, o collection 
of certificates for the procticol girl; from top to bottom: А share of Revlon, o shore of АТАТ. ond, for o real flier, o shore of Campbell 


Chibougomau Mines, ріш а 


‘Mirocle Morning" ot Elizobeth Arden's, $30. Above right: Wool tights, $13, ond sweoter, $17, designed by 


Jeonne Compbell for Sport Whirl Designs. Below left: А Courrágesstyle ensemble designed by Goyle Kirkpatrick; coordinated hood ond 
cape, $35, are complemented by wool skirt with suspenders, $20, ond matching wool slacks, $25, oll from Atelier. In front of ensemble ore 
white-kid toeless Courréges bool, from Joseph Solon Shoes, $50; ord sunglasses, from Allied of Chicogo, $2.98. Below center: Coq feother 
boo ond opero mosk, by Adolfo for Soks Fifth Ave., Бу speciol order only. Below right: Brozilian jaguar coot, from N. Н. Rosenthol Furs, 
$2475, shown with Sung dynesty-styled telephone in rosewood cose fitted with bross ond carved ivory, by Ress Electronics Corp, $149.50. 


to her tastes and her 
dship pure and simpl 
ake fine presents and can 
Го get a bit of offbeat mem 
fine old bottle of wi 


other possessions, 
Ch 


be relatively 


on the budget. 
orabilia, give your young thin 


e bearing 


year of her birth, For an older flame, get а great 
In either clude а 
or eye-catching. last 


of special holiday gift boules. Along more luxurious lines, you 
might consider the jewellike splendor of a Baccarat crystal de- 
camer of Louis XIV cognac encased in green velvet, И she 
knows her wines, or wants to learn, give her : 
wine rack made of interlocking, n sler 
a sampling of gcd stock to get her cellar: stared: 

Jn choosing a really important present for that very spe 


luxury furs, The 
chilla come 


and short 


y ‚ stoles, scar 
ickets to fulllengih. coats. But many girls 
g a bit less rich. A leopard. 
scarf, a ribcord raincoat with a lining of 
1 fox fur, a quilted suede jacket lined with raccoon or 
blouse are all good bets. 
The old bromide that good things come in small packages is 
really true, especially when you contrast them with an over- 
sized present that substitutes bulk for value. Always try for best 
of breed when selecting your purchases. The finest of its kind 
makes for a g gill, no matter how small. Go to Cartier's, 
Arpels, or your own local top-quality jewelry store and buy a 
simple gold м array of in. 
expensive costume jewelry. The better jewelers understand this 
and many of them have gilt bars with items from $10 to $100 
ava 
expensive 
I you're 


n the market for gems, be very careful about 


PLAYBOY 


iving à girl a ring with any kind of 


diamond, unless vou really mean. the 
permanence that goes with it. 


By far the с 
both on purchaser 
fume. It's а breeze to buy and can usual- 
ly be found—even at the last minute 
almost anywhere. If you're going to send 
her scent, be sure the sweet smell is a 
success. If she's loyal to one fragrance, 
buy her the whole set from purse flacon 
to dressing-table cologne, or add a 
Swedish-crystil atomizer. If she has a col- 
lection of aromas, give her a gilt order 
lor a custom-made blend. of her very 
own from a fine cosmetics house. 

In considering a gift of garb, it is 
usually best to avoid the quickly out 
moded high fashions or eccentric shades, 
except for eccentric girls. Bothersome fab- 
rics that spend most of their lives at the 
cleaners don't do her any good at all. Be 
sure that whatever you get her comple- 
ments her existing wardrobe in taste, color 
and size. Cashmere sweaters, silk blouses, 
ves, elbow-length gloves, stretch 
pants, Japanese kimonos, onc-ofa-kind 


iest of the luxury lin 
ad purse, is per- 


belts, and handbags of all sizes arc al 
ways accepted with open arms, И you 
give her a purse, enclose an extra sur 


prise: a pair of tickets to the opera, 
monogrammed key ring or a silver cig- 
arette case. 

И shes sentimental, a small gold 
charm that recalls a special event or date 
will enchant her. If she's a softie, she'll 
also be swayed by a silver cigarette box, 
lighter or telephone desk pad engraved 
With your secret nonsense word or the 
first letters of a significant message, а 
line from her favorite poem or your 
special song. 

No matter how levelbeaded she may ap- 
pear to be, the chances are that deep 
down she wants to be surprised by her 
present. If there's. something she really 
needs, she сап buy it for herself. Ош 
idea of the id "s 
but wouldn't go out and buy. Things 
like a silver and teak ice bucket, a 
solid. gold lipstick brush, a locket on а 
chain with your picture in it, а por- 
celain demituse set, precious jeweled 
charms, a luxuriously tapered umbrella, 

ermine throw, limousine service for 
а dozen evenings of her choice, 
pair of athome fantaisie evening slip- 
pers or tocring jewcled sandals for 
discothèque action at Arthur, 
metric gilded sari, а hip-belted skirt of 
white snakeskin, a printed cashmere 
leotard, а brown leather windbreaker 
a zigzag skiing sweater, peacock- 
blue paisley seraglio pajamas, a trim. 
mushroom-colored cavalry jacket, а chal- 
lis handbag—any of these 
sought-after Christmas speci 

Coupling a pair of gilts into one 
fun and flourish to what might other- 
wise be a brace of ho-hum presents. А 


із one she wi 


an asym- 


104 giant brandy snifter filled with multi- 


colored silk sca yers, to look like 
an oversized parfait, is ап exampl 

In furniture and furnishings, be guid 
ed by what she already owns and avo 
superimposing your own taste on hers. 
IV's a good idea 10 stay in the area of de 
sign she has already selected. for herself. 
If she digs Victorian, or high camp and 


Тапу lamps are lighting the scene. 
even the best Li r modern would 
be a mistake, But—if her decor ds 


contemporary—you сап help her add a 
new dimension 10 her apartment by giv 
ing her an antique 10 serve as a single 
accent. If she opts for the plastic arts, а 
Chinese porcelain or а small bronze stat- 
меце might be welcome. Even if her 
pad is uliramodern, а Victorian paper 
weight could sit nicely against kly 
contemporary coffee table 

A girl likes to take pride in herself as 
she is, so don't give her something along 
the selfhelp line—such as soaps, dict 
books or exercise guides, unless you 
$ ло send her for а week to Eli 


Бей Arden's Е Dorado, the Маше 
Chance Farm in Arizona. or at least 
for à Miracle Morning at one of Arden's 
local salons. 


To protect уоште hom. the peren- 
nial laseminute oversight and to avoid 
being embarrassed by the unexpected 
girliriend with the unexpected. pres- 
ent for you, buy a few extra all- 
purpose gilts (handsomely gift-wrapped, 
of course), such Florentine-leather 
jewel box, or ретїшїр а set of handker- 

у ^, you can still save 
the day with perlume—eminently avail- 
able and usually found on the ground 
the door in pockersize al- 
pped pac 
fore you actually b how- 
ever, it's a good idea to brush up on the 
rules of the curious native ritual known 
as Christmas shopping. 

Go it alone. This will mean you can 
get around easier and faster and make 
your decisions without a lot of extrancous 
discussion and unhelpful hints. 

We don't want to sound like an adv 
tisement for the post ollice, but you should 
start shopping as early in the season as 


за 


floor near 


posible. That way you can avoid the 

crowds and, more important, the tem- 

porary sales Чейз, who usually need 
selves th ] 


more help th 
give you 
time when the weathe 


1 ever 
day, or any 
is bad. But what- 
ever day you pick, starı shopping сану 
рісі bly before 11:30 AM. 

You can avoid backtracking by mak- 
ing a list before you ман. А looseleaf 
notebook you can slip in and our of 
your pocket is better than loose slips 
of paper. 

Make sure your vule log includes 
street addresses as well as names: You 
may stumble on an unexpected find that 
can be gift-wrapped and sent directly 
Take your own pen, and camy your 
personal card to include in the packages. 


iday is the bes 


Carry small bills and loose silver. You 
ve yourself. hours if you are able 


t for chang 
Monogramming not only helps person 
alize your gift, but it keeps her from rush- 
ing back to exchange the present and thus 
finding our what you paid for it. But the 
real advantage is that initials can trans 
form a simple gift such ay stationery into 
something special. I you are going to 
have something monogrammed, give the 
stores time. 
Many of the top department stores 
о specialty shops have come to the 
d оГ the beleaguered male shopper 
and 


have ed personal shopping 
consultants who will go over your 
Christmas list with you and even accom- 
pany you through the store 1 help you 
make vour selections. 

Other stores have зеравие 
aside for men only. Surrounded by a gal 
аху of girlish gifts, you are asked to sit 
down, have a smoke and a cocktail 
while a skilled salogirl wheels а cart 
full of gifts to you for your sclectioi 

Remember to pay special attention to 
departmentstore sections that citer to 
women's particular interests. These 
shopswithin-estore usually consist of: 
the boutique, small items collected from 
Larllung craftsmen; the gourmet shop. 
tinned, glassed and packaged [ood to 
suit the most exotic taste; the bar shop. 


decanters, ware, swizzlers and 
bar auesurics, aud the perfume b 
providing all the name brands and some 


special holiday packages as well. 

Most big citics have professional shop- 
ping services that provide a consultant 
who will go over your list, suggest items, 
shop for you and even have packages 
wrapped and delivered. They arc not con- 
fined to one store, but can shop the whole 
town for you. But remember, the profes- 
sional shoppers charge a fee that depends 
on the assi ent, while іп individual 
stores the service is part of customer 

ions and is free 

You're well on the w 
present if whatever 
beautifully wrapped. Virtually all de 
parment stores. have a special 
wrapping service which transcends mere 


y to the perfect 
you give her is 


bow tying. Skilled hands will here 
nansform even a modest wee giltic 
into а gala gift. You can leave the 


stheties of the job to the wrapper, 


but, once again, it’s more effective to 
шрам а personal touch: Remember 
her favorite color combinations. (from 


her attire or apartment decor) and те 
quest that these be used for that extra 
subliminal touch. 


Then, 


when your shopping's over 
relax secure in the knowl 
не that it is better to gift than 
10 receive—when you know shell 
enjoy your presence as well as yo 
presents all year long. 


Now. Rum in a new light! £ 


Ronrico is lighter than any rum you ever tasted. 
In fact, it’s Puerto Rico's lightest. Yet it gives you 
all the flavor you could ask for. 

Mix your next batch of daiquiris with Ronrico. 
And tip the light fantastic. 


RONRICO 


рагу, N.Y.C., 80 Proof 
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PAINTING BY ROLAND GINZEL 


despair 


is it a crime т itself for two 
people to be as alike as two 
drops of blood—and which 
of them was the impeccable 
hermann, which the ubiqui- 
tous felix? Part 1 ој a novel 


By VLADIMIR NABOKOV 


Foreword 

тив RUSSIAN text of Despair (Otcha- 
yenic—a far more sonorous howl) 
was writ n Berlin. The 
émigré review Sovremennye Zapiski, 
in Paris, serialized it in tlie course of 
1934, and the émigré publishing 


house Petropolis, in Berlin, pub- 
lished the book in 1936. As has bap- 
pened in the cse of all my other 


Otchayanie (despite Her- 
mann’s conjecture) is banned in the 
prototypical police state, 

36. while I was 


phone—1 uanslated. Otchayanie tor 
a London publisher. Although 1 had 
been scribbling in English all my 


literary lif 
of my Russian wr 
first serious апе 
wretched poem 


gin. so to say, 


not counting 
а Cambridge Uni- 
versity review, circa 1990) to usc 
English for what may be looscly 
termed a ic purpose. The result. 
seemed t0 me stylistically clumsy. 
Tasked a rather grumpy Englishm 
whose services Т obt through an 
agency in B to read ihe stuff: 
he found a few solecisms in the first 
chapter, but then refused to continue, 
ing he disapproved of the book 
1 suspect he wondered if it might nor 
have been a true confession. 

In 1937 John Long Limited, of 
London, brought out Despair in a 
convenient edition with а calalogue 
raisonné of their publications at the 
back. Despite that bonus, the book 
sold badly, and a few years later а 
c bomb destroyed the entire 
stock. The only copy extant is, as far 

s 1 know, the one 1 own—but two 
ог three may still be lurking amidst 

ndoned reading matter on the 
dark shelves of seaside Боз 
houses from — Bournemouth to 
‘Tweedmouth. 

For the present version I have done 
more than revamp my 30-year-old 
wanslation: 1 have revised Olcha- 
yanie itself. Lucky students who may 
be able to compare the three texts 
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note the addition of an 
Important passage which had been 
stupidly omitted in more timid times. 
Is this fair, is this wise from a 
holars point of view? I can read- 
y imagine what Pushkin might have 
said to his trembling paraphrasis: but I 
abo know how pleased and excited 1 
would have been in 1935 had I been able 
to forercad this 1965 version. The estatic 
love of а young writer for the old 
he will be some day is ambition 
est laudable form. This love is not re 
ciprocated by the older man in his 
library, for even if he does recall wi 
gret a naked palate and а rheumless 
сус. he has nothing but an impatient 
shrug for the bungling apprentice of his 
youth. 


nship with the rest of my 
из no social comment to make. no 
message to bring in its teeth. It does not 
uplift the spiritual. organ. of man, nor 
does it show humanity the right exit. It 
contains lar fewer “ideas” than do those 
rich vulgar novels that are acclaimed so 
hysterically in the short ccho-walk. be- 
ween the ballyhoo and the hoot. The 
attractively shaped object or Wiener 
Schnitzel dream that the eager Freudian 
may think he distinguishes in the remote- 
ness of my wastes will turn out to be on 
doser inspection a derisive mirage organ 
ized by my agents, Let me add, just in 


ans. 


Case, that expers оп literary. "schools" 
shoukl wisely retrain this time from 
casually dragging in "the influence: of 


German Impressionists’: 1 do пос know 
German and have never read the Impres 
sionists—whoever they are, On the other 
hand, E do know French and shall be i 


terested to sec if anyone calls my Her 
mann “the father of existentialism 
The book has less White-Russian ap 


peal than have my other émigré novels*: 
hence it will be less puzzling and irritat- 
ng 10 those readers who have been 
brought up on the leli ganda of 
the Thirties. Plain readers, on the other 
hand, will welcome its plain structu 
nd pleasing ploi—which, however, is not 
quite as familiar as the writer of a certain 
rude lerner that appears later assumes. it 
to be. 

There are many entertainin; 
tions throughout the book, and the final 
scene with Felix in the wintry woods is 
ol course great fun. 

Tam unable to foresee and to fend in- 
able attempts to find in the alemi 


propa 


convei 


е ис 
of Despair something of the rhetorical 
venom that E injected into the narrator's 
tone in a much later novel. Hermann and 
Humbert ave alike only in the sense that 


"This did noi prevent а 
reviewer 


Communist 
(P. Sartre), who devoted in 
1939 а remarkably silly article ta the 
French translation of “Despair.” from say- 
ing that “both the author and the main 
character ате the victimis of the war and 
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two dragons painted by the sime artist at 
different periods of his life resemble cach 
other. Both are neurotic scoundrels. vet 
there is a green lane in Paradise where 
Humbert is permitted to wander at dusk 
once : but Hell shall never parole 


The linc and fragments of lines Her- 
m mutters in Chapter Four come 
[rom Pushkin's short poem addressed to 
his wife in the 1830s. 1 give it here in 
full, in my own tr ith the re 
tention of measure and rhyme, a course 
that is seldom advisible—nay, admissible 
—excepr at a very special conjunction of 
stars in the firmament of the рост, as 


"Tis time, my dear, "tis The 
heart demands repose. 
Day after day flits by, and with each 


hour there goes 


time. 


A little bit of lije; bul meanwhile 
you and 1 
Together plan to dwell... yet lo! 


"tis then we tie. 
There is no bliss on earth: 
peace and freedom, though. 
An enviable lot 1 long have yearned 
lo know 
Long have 1, weary slave, been con- 
templating flight 
То a remote abode of work and pure 


there's 


delight. 

The “remate abode” to which mad 
Hermann finally scurries is economically 
located m the Roussillon where three 


years earlier D had begun writing my 
chess novel, The Defense. We leave Her- 
mann there at the ludicrous height of his 
discomfiture, 1 do not remember what 
happened ıo him eventually. After all, 
15 other books and twice as many years 
have intervened. Г cannot even recall if 
that film he proposed to direct was ever 
made by him. 


— VLADIMIR NABOKOV 
March 1. 1965 


Montreux 


ıF 1 не vor perfectly sure of my pow 
er 10 write and of my marvelous ability то 
ideas with the utmost grace and 
Ines . . . So, more or less, Г had 
hi of beginning my tale. Further, I 
should have drawn the readers attention 
to the fact that had 1 lacked that power, 
that ability. et cetera, пог only should I 
have refrained hom describing certain 
recent events. but there would have bec 
nothing to describe. [or gentle reader, 
nothing at all would have happened. Sil- 
ly perhaps, but at least clear. The gift of 
penetrating life's devices, an innate dis 
position coward the constant. exercise of 
the creative faculty could alone have en- 
abled те... At this point I should have 
computed the breaker of the law which 
fuss over a little spilled 
blood, with a poet or a stage. performer. 
But as my poor left-handed friend used to 
put it: philosophic speculation is the i 
vention of the rich. Down with ít. 


express 


makes such a 


Tt may look as though I do not know 
how to start. Funny sight, the elderly gen. 
deman who comes lumbering by. fowl 
flesh flopping, in а valiant dash for the 
last bus. which he eventually overtakes 

D motion and so, 
with a sheepish smile, drops back, still go 
ing at a пог. [s it that Г dare not make 
the leap? It speed. will 
presently. vani: ably around the 
corner, the bus. the mororbus, the might 
mortibus of my tile. Rather bulky 
agery, this. 1 am still runni 

My futher was а Russian-speaking Ger- 
man from Reval. where he went to а la 
mous agricultural college. My mother, a 
pure Russian, came from an old prince 
ly stock. On hot summer days, a languid 
ac silks, she would recline in her 
rocking chair, fanning herself, munching 
chocolate, all the blinds down, and the 
wind Irom some new-mown held making 
them billow like purple sails. 

During the war. I was interned as a 
German subject . - . jolly bad luck, con- 
sidering that I had just entered the Uni 
versity of St. Petersburg. From the end of 
1914 to the middle of 1919 I read exactly 
one thousand and eighteen books . . . kept 
count of them. On my way to Germany I 
was stranded for three months in Moscow 
and got married there. Since 1990, I had 
living in Berlin. On the ninth of 
y ving passed the age of 35 . 

A slight digression; that bit about my 
mother was a deliberate lie. In reality, she 
was а woman of the people, simple and 
coarse, sordidly dressed іп а kind of 
blouse hanging loose at the waist. Г could, 
of course, have crossed it out. but Г pur 
posely leave it there as a sample of one of 
my essential waits: my lighthearted, in- 
spired lying. 

Well. as Г was saving, the ninth of May 
1930 found me on а business trip to 


m- 


been 


Prague. My business was chocolate. Choc 
olate is a good thing. There аге damsels 
who like only the bitter kind . . . fastidi 


ous little prigs. (Don't qu 
write in this vein.) 

My hands tremble, 1 w 
to smash something with a 
mood is hardly suitable for the bland un 
folding of a leisurely rale. My heart is 
itching, a horrible sensation. Must be 
calm, must keep my head. No good going 
on otherwise. Quite calm, Chocolate, as 
everybody knows. . . (let the reader im 
ine here a description of its making). Our 
trademark. on the wrapper showed à lady 
in Шас with a fan. We were urging a for- 

ign firm on the verge of bankruptcy to 
convert their manufacturing process to 
that of ours 19 supply Czechoslovakia, 
and so that was how | came to be in 
Prague. On the moming of the nimh of 
May I left my hotel in a taxi which took 


e sce why I 


nt to shriek or 
ang. This 


те... Dull work recounting all this. 
Bores me to death. But yearn as 1 may № 
reach the crucial point quickly. a lew pre 


Jimimary explanations seem necessary. So 
(continued on page 202) 


TE 
821) 


(\ COM yj 
У mS 


р. 


"It's camp, George. But is it Christmas?" 
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LINCOLN 
a ANI) 
KENNEDY 
striking similarities — and. fateful 


parallels —in the lives of two 
visionary presidents who governed 


in crises and were struck down 
at the height of their powers 


article By JIM BISHOP 


THE SECRET service phoned from Dallas 
and asked if the President wanted. the 
men to ride the bumpers of the cur. Mi 
Kennedy, in the Fort Worth hotel, lis- 
tened tw the question and said no, the 
people would be there to see him and he 
did not want Secret Service agents crowd 
ing the car, He parted the curtains and 
looked out and up at the morning drizzle 

A moment later, he was chatting with 
Kenneth O'Donnell, his appointments sec 
тетагу. Assassination was іп his thoughts. 
After all, he said, anyone who wanted to 
exchange his life for the President's could 
do it. No amount of protection could pre 
vent it. The time was 7:30 лот. on Friday 
November 1963. Mr. Kennedy was 
five hours from bei showin the back of 
the head. 

President Abraham Lincoln left the 
White House by the west gate with his 
bodyguard, Major Crook. The st 
down over Lafayeue Park 
walked slowly toward the War Depart 
ment building and was almost bumped by 
a group of shouting drunkards. Crook 
pushed them 

“Crook,” President, "do you 
know, 1 believe that there are men who 
want to таке my life.” He pulled his thick 
lips into a small smile. “And I have no 
doubt they will do it.” After a moment. 
Mr. Lincoln said. almost apologetically: “I 
have perfect confidence in those who arc 
round me. In every өше of you men. ! 
know no one could do it and escape alive 
But, il it is to be done, it is impossible to 
prevent it” 

The time was 4:30 pat. on Friday, April 
14, 1865. Mr. Lincoln was 5 hours and 
15 minutes бош being shot in dic back 
of the head 

The parallels between the 16th Pres 
dent and the 35th тип deep, beyond the 
aedibility of the word coincidence. In 
some ways the two men walked together 
in separate centuries; the older man slow 
and rheumy at 56, sick of the venality of 
men; the younger one bouncing and buoy 
ant and new to the job, his granite ideals 
barely chipped by political chisels. 

Less than a month before the assassina 


tion, I sat with  Presidei 


t John F. 
his office discussing the final 
rescarch on a small book. He moved a 
rocker between the sofas flanking the fire- 
place and propelled it slowly with gleam- 
ing black shoes. We talked of many things 
and I noted that, on Sundays, he attended 
Mass at one of three churches—St. Mat- 
thew's Pro-Cathedral, St. Pauick’s and 
Holy ‘Trinity in Georgetown—and asked 
how he made his choice. 

“Depends on the crowds,” he said. “If 
there is a big crowd at the cathedral, 1 or- 
der the Secret Service to take me to one of 
the others." He stopped speaking. 1 wait 
ed. He said that he had read a book of 
mine about the assassination of President 
Lincoln. This opened the door to the 
graceless question. "How do you feel 
about assassination, Mr. President?" 

The smile could be translated imo a 


Kennedy 


shrug. “It doesn't worry me," he said, 
glancing at Mrs. Bishop as though to find 
additional understanding. "A man in this 
office must develop a philosophy about it 
Mine is the same as President Lincoln's— 
if anyone wants to do it, no amount of 
protection is enough. All a man needs is a 
willingness to trade his life for min 
The tone was too somber for him. The 
formal smile broadened into a real one. 
“In church," he said, “I have a little joke. 
Two Secret Service men are in the pew in 
front of me at Mass, and two are behind 
me. When I am ready to leave, we all get 
out together. As we walk toward the back 
of айе diurch, two are іп front, and two 
behind." The smile became a sheepish 
grin. “I keep bending my knees to make 
myself smaller. When I get way down, I 
whisper to the men in front: ‘If anybody 
in that choir loft is trying to get me, 
they're going to have to get you first." 
Soberly, he admitted that assassination 
intruded on his thoughts now and then. 
On the White House bookshelves, the 
only repeated literary work was not, as 
might be expected, Profiles in Courage. 
It was Carl Sandburg's The War Years. 
There were four sets of the fourvolume 


series. “Bear in mind,” Mr. Kennedy said, 
‚ in Lincoln's case, filty-odd coinci 
dences had to occur im sequence. If any 
of them had not occurred, there would 
have been no assassination. 

The young man seemed to be trying to 
erase some inner fear; he was selling him- 
self—rather than me—that assassination 
was difficult. And yet, 28 days later he was 
hit as cas 
can in an empty lot. The only coincidence 
necessary was a Presidential order keeping 
a Secret Service man off the right rear 
bumper. The man's figure would have 
ned President Kennedy. 

When I sat at a typewriter and ticked 
off similarities between Lincoln and Ken 
пейу that came immediately to mind, I 
found I could write about the two Presi 
dents as if they were опе шап 

“He was in the fruitful middle years 


ally as à boy might shoot а tin 


sae 


when the end came. His heart's desire 
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was to be known as the President who 
ght peace. He didn't live to achieve it 
pcies. 


enjoyed the innocent affection of thc 
younger child, The Presidents wife was 
in the White 


mpany of a small circle of 
friends. She was suspicious of politicians. 
Olten, she fought her husband to ma 
шіп a family life. 

rhe President consulted the Bible 
frequently. He could quote from the 
Old Testament as well as the New. He 
had strong private feelings about God. 
and he bristled when these feclings were 
questioned. 

"He was an omnivorous reader until 
he assumed office. Then he gave up the 
reading of good books, except those which 
anesthetized travel time. He devoted most 
of his ng time to newspapers, and 
was grievously hurt by what he called 
"unjust. criticism. 

“His political program was blocked by 
members of his party. The support һе 
needed came from a coalition of liberal 
wings- He began his term certain that he 
could persuade the Congress because he 
had been a member. Alter the first year, 
the President was equally certain that 
the strong right wings of both parties 
would sabotage his program. 

"In public, he had patience. In pri- 
vate, he displayed petty pique. Не saw 
his own image as а political realist and 
logician when, in truth, he was an ideal- 
ist opposed by realists. At 
ascribed mean motives to his en 
Sometimes he wondered why anyone 
would want to be Presiden! 
“He never courted the opi 
Vice-President and seldom invited him 
to Cabinet meetings. He was chronically 
aggravated by the petty politicians who 
asked for a minute of his time and 
stayed for 30. 

"He was a spare cater who enjoyed 
plain food. In social matters, he catered 
to the whims of his wife. In private, he 
enjoyed a funny story and was not averse 
to a sexy one. He had an old friend at 
hand who could always lift his mood 
with a могу. He expected everyone сх- 
сері his wife and children to address 
him as "Мг. President.’ 

"Death came to the President on Fri- 
day. The assassin was a political malcon- 
tent. The bullet smashed through the 
back of the President's head. It occurred 
when the President's popularity was at 
its zenith. The First Lady was at the 
President's side when it happened. She 
diluted her natural grief with undying 
bitterness. Her husband was succceded 
by a Southerner named Johnson." 

Lincoln and Kennedy, a century 
apart, were clected to Congress in 46. 
Exactly 14 years later, each was elected 
President. In the campaign, Lincoln de- 
bated the issues with Stephen A. Douglas. 


‘There were no more such historic de- 
ates until John F. Kennedy debated 
the issues with Vice-President Nixon. 
When Lincoln took office in 1861, the 
person who worricd most about his safc- 
ty was John Kennedy, Superintendent of 
Police of the City of New York. Whi 
John Kennedy became President 
1951, the person who мо 
bout his s i 
Lincoln, 
John Wilkes Booth shot Lincoln in a 
theater. Lee Harvey Oswald was cap- 
tured a theater. Both assassins were 
shot to death before trial. In both cases, 
the press cast doubt on the assassinatioi 
in Lincoln's case they hinted that leaders 
of the defeated South were behind the 
рїш; when Kennedy died, the press 
volved the leaders of the Soviet Union. 
When icoln was buried, his son 
Robert moved to 3014 N Street, in 
Georgetown. When Kennedy was bur- 
ied, his son, John, lived at 3014 N 
Street in Georgetown. Both widows de- 
clined, with thanks, all invitations to the 
White House. Both could speak French. 
Both Presidents will go down in histo- 
ry us champions of the rights of the 
American Negro. Yet both men were 
reluctant to face the problem. When 
serving as Congressmen, neither man 
uttered a historic cry for freedom of the 
Negro, but both in time were swept by 
a tide of public opinion toward strong 
actions against the South 
Once committed, however, neither 
President retreated from his position, 
and both were plagued with it to the 
end of their days. Lincoln's pre-Presi 


dential feclings are best summed up in a 
letter he wrote to Congressman John 
Gilmer of North Carol 


с "I have no 


of slavery in the District of Columbi 
nor the slave wade among the slave 
states . . . I am for no compromise which 
assists or permits the extension of the 
institution on soil owned by the nation.” 

He was promising that the status 
wovld remain quo. Before John F. Ken- 
nedy assumed high office, the May 1954 
decision of the Supreme Court that the 
Negro was entitled, under law, to equal 
rights—not equal and separate rights—in 
schools, public conveyances, public 
houses and interstate commerce had re- 
verberated like an cchoing clap of 
thunder across the nation and men сусту- 
where began to take positive stands for 
or against, but John F. Kennedy saw the 
situation as a political liability cither 
way. As the junior Senator from Massa- 
chuseus, he could have graced the mect- 
ngs and marches of those who shouted 
for “Freedom now,” but he didn't. 

In 1955, his eye was on Estes Kefauver, 
arty favorite for nomina- 
tion the following year as Vice-President. 
John Kennedy was out to beat him, and 
almost did. Four years later, Kennedy 


was after the Presidential nomination, 
and һе needed the South. 

In November 1960, he was shocked to 
find that he had barely beaten Richard 
Nixon for the Presidency. It was, he 
admitted, “a squeaker.” Less than 12,000 
properly placed votes, ош of almost 
70,000,000 cast, would have defeated 
him. A year later, he was being called a 
minority President because he had lost 
the endorsement of the Democratic right 
He did not like the tag, but 
suffered it in silence. 

Lincoln, saddled with the same politi 
cal contempt, said 10 Con 
Charles Morehead of Kentucky: 
а minority President, I am not th 
At all events, I obtained more votes th 
you could muster for any other m 
Both Presidents learned that there is 
one virtue in being a minority President: 
One can afford strong stands on public 
questions because they quickly divide the 
friends from the enemies ап move the 
doubters into one camp or the other. 

Lincoln became the friend of the № 
gro and, in 1865, signed the Emancipa- 
tion Proclamation, which freed all slaves 
and placed the power of the Federal 
Government. behind them. When civil 
strife became inevitable іп 1963, Kennedy 
placed the power of the Federal Govern 
ment behind the Negro and urged his 
brother Robert, then Attorney Gencral, 
to fight for civil rights everywhere they 
appeared to be abrogated. 

Both men had personal courage. Both 
saw military service: Lincoln in the 
Black Hawk War and Kennedy in 
World War Two. Lincoln was aware 
that Washington was a "secesh" town 
and that a great number of people de- 
spised him and that some plotted again: 
his life. Still, he never canceled a public 
appearance after he assumed office 

More than a century later, President 
Kennedy was conscious of personal dan- 
g Dallas. He knew that 
Adlai Stevenson had been spat on there 
and struck with a placard. He also knew 
that General Walker had been shot at 
while working in his home in Dalla 
Still, he was impelled to go. 

‘The courage that both men showed in 
fulfilling the demands of their office was 
undeniable. Kennedy, in the fall of "62, 
walking the tightrope over the abyss of 
nuclear war, silted methodically through 
the advice offered by his military and 
political advisors on the best course of 
action against the Soviet's Cuban mis 
siles, discarded one as too rash, another 
as too indecisive, then calmly but firmly 
instituted the quarantine, sct our condi- 
tions for peace and gave Chairman 
Khrushchev the opportunity to pull his 
country back from the brink. At the end 
of the crisis, Kennedy, showing no out 
ward si incercly but unemo- 
mbers of his staff 
(concluded on page 250) 


ns of stre: 


the lass menagerie 


a bountiful bestiary of fauna-guised females 


By EUGENIO HIRSCH 


A lecherous reptile named Jacques, 
Who liked being ''first on his block,” 
Gave a virginal gator 
A line, so's to mate her. 
To which she replied, "That's a crock!” 


WITH APPROPRIATE VERSES BY JAY WEISS 


Here's Cyril, a rakish bird (mocking), 
The state of whose psyche is shocking. 
Though publicly Cyril 
Shows aspects quite virile, 
In private it's garter and stocking. 


A thoroughbred stallion named Chief, 
To his jockey brought no end of grief. 
When they'd go to the post 
With fillies, he'd coast. 
“Ladies first!" was his gallant belief. 


There once was a reindeer named Marty 

Who thought dirty movies were arty. 
For what others deem corny 

gi Renders male reindeer horny, 


A grasshopper track star named Lyle 
Has never completed the mile. 

And critics find fault in 

His form when pole-vaultin’, 
But cheer for his broad-jumping style. 


A demure Pekingese known as Lo-Wing 
Wears her hair very stylishly flowing. 
But her glory hirsute 
Doth discourage pursuit; 
Dogs can't tell if she's coming or going. 


a 
: 


А decadent owl left the nest. 

To seek sundry vices with zest. 
His language was blue, 
And in his Who's Hoo, 

The Marquis de Sade led the rest. 


A basset hound, Bonzo, inquired 
Of his mate how their litter was sired: 

“АҺ, my dear, it seems queer, 

Since each night this past year, 
You've complained you were just too dog-tired!'* 
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A lion, it should be quite plain 
(No need to be Tarzan or Jane), 
Is distinct from a lioness. 
To distinguish His Hioness, 
You must always "Remember the mane!” 


A handsome giraffe, Irving Becker, 
Was known as a happy-home wrecker, 

He wasn't the strongest, 

But his was the longest, 
Which made him the jungle's best necker. 
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THE OLD 
NEIGHBORHOOD 


memoir 


Ву HENRY MILLER 


a teeming, roughhewn paradise of 
saloons, burlesque -houses, factories, 
funeral parlors, chinese laundries, 
fire stations, heroes and harridans 

this was the brooklyn of his youth 


T's THERE in “the halls of memory." like 
some old, old map of a lost world which 
still exudes а faint odor of musk. It’s 
a world without dimensions, constantly 
in process of becoming. constantly under. 
going transmogrification. When I picture 
myself astir in it 1 же a little boy with 
eyes of wonder roaming through a famil 
iar and beloved countryside. But it’s 


a 


countryside in which 1 never encounter 
a blade of grass, a wee (though there 
must have been some), a cow or even a 
muskrat. But there are horses, horses 


pinned to the earth, at the veterinary's 
opposite my home: they are being cas 
trated in full view of the passers-by. 
There are wooden horses, too, on the 
carrousels, and they are awesomely beau- 
tiful, as if snatched bodily from myth 
and legend. 

Only five years I had of it in this para 
dise—the years from five to ten—but 
they remain the most vivid in all my 
memory. Everything of vital importance 
to me seemed to occur in these years. 
There was the police station to which I 
was sometimes dragged by the car; there 
was the beer saloon to which I was sent 
to fetch pitchers of beer; there was the 
burlesque house (The Bum) with its 
bawdy posters and a long queue of horny 
sailors fresh from the Navy Yard; there 
was the kindergarten where learning was 
not a torture, where the teacher was a 
friend and not an ogre; there w 
tin factory with what seemed like 
ginian slaves always on the trot, always 
staggering under heavy loads or pushing 
wheelbarrows filled with bright pieces of 
tin; there was the undertaker's and next 
door to it the Chinese laundry; there was 
the firehouse with the wonderful Dalma- 
tian dogs which followed the chief's bug 


the 


artha 


gy at breakneck speed; there was the 
ferry slip and the big saloons blazing 
with warmth and cheer at each corner, 


There was everything, it seems, that goes 


to make up the world we know, including 
churches, clinics, lunatic asylums, alm: 
houses, drugstores and, at the butcher: 


mountain oysters always on display on a 
bloody platter. (continued on page 148) 


PAINTING BY ROY SCHNACKENBERG 


“Tell the tv 


EXISTENCE? 


OUR AMBASSADOR TO UNESCO AND FORMER UNITED STATES SENATOR 
DISCUSSES THE DANGERS OF ASSUMING THAT AMERICA AND THE SOVIET 
UNION ATTACH THE SAME SIGNIFICANCE TO THIS CRUCIAL CONCEPT 


OPINION BY THE HONORABLE WILLIAM BENTON an легеликс and seemingly rea- 


sonable phrase has crept into the world-wide vocabulary of international po 
ence." In the last few months 1 have encountered it in articles by two of America's most sophisticated political writers, 
Walter Lippmann and John Kenneth Galbraith; both used it without qualification in a context which suggested 
that the phrase means what it seems to mean, that it means "peace." 

“Peaceful coexistence” is a Soviet term, but not a new-minted slogan fresh out of Agitprop. It goes back many 
years—it is said to go back to Trotsky—and it is used to describe a basic Communist tactical formula. As the Rus- 
sians mean it, peaceful coexistence does indeed mean avoidance of nuclear or “hot” war. However, it also means the 
encouragement of many other forms of conflict which might advance wor 14 communism, It embraces all forms of sub- 
version against democratic regimes as well as support of local “wars of liberation." The latter, of course, are wars for 
the overthrow of non-Communist regimes such as those in South Korea and South Vietnam. 

In May of 1964, while I was in Moscow, Mikhail Suslov, the longtime accepted theoretician in the Party Presid- 
ium, restated the position: “In the conditions of the struggle for peace and peaceful coexistence, the national libera- 
tion movement is gaining ever more victories and the class struggle in the capitalist countries is mounting steadily.” 
The struggle for peaceful coexistence, he said, “strengthens the positions of the Communist Parties as a nationwide 
political force 

In Paris in November 1964 I collided with the phrase when I served as chairman of the U. S. delegation to the 
biennial General Conference of UNESCO. The delegation of the U. 5. S. R. came to the Conference armed with 102 
draft resolutions—resolutions which in effect called upon UNESCO to adopt as its own much of the ideological bag- 
gage of international communism. I pointed out that UNESCO hadn't the time, the competence, the authority or 
the disposition to debate such politically inspired resolutions. Such debates, if they were to be held, were for the UN 
itself, I announced that if the Soviet Union persisted in its submissions I would ask the State Department to draft 204 
U. S. ideological resolutions for the 1966 General Conference. 

I chose one Soviet resolution as an example—a declaration that virtually would have centered UNESCO's entire 
program in the social sciences around the phrase "peaceful coexistence." 

The Messts. Lippmann and Galbraith understand that Russia has no intention of abandoning the Cold War. 
But most delegates to UNESCO conferences—like most readers of Lippmann and Galbraith—instinctively seek to 
define the phrase “peaceful coexistence” in terms of their cherished dreams—their yearnings for a world in which 
nations will live as neighbors, even if not good ones; and, ideally, will cooperate with one another for the achievement 
of a better world for all. Most sce in the phrase the promise of a world in which each пацоп can pursue its own destiny 
in ways of its own choice, quite free from outside political or military interference 

It isn’t only the West that would like to interpret peaceful coexistence to mean nonaggression and сусп peaceful 
ion. The heads of the nonaligned states, meeting in Cairo shortly before the UNESCO conference, solemnly 
defined pea tence as meaning that “every state must abstain from interfering in the affairs of other states, 
whether openly or insidiously, or by means of subversion and various forms of political, economic and mil 


ics. That phrase is “peaceful coexist- 


Do the inventors of peaccful coexistence accept any 
this for the benefit of the UNESCO delegates. 
In August 1063 


h definition? What do they say it means? I documented 


the Soviet critic Leonid Timofeyev put it this way for domestic consumption in the U. . В. 
“Мапу of those in the West who in principle accept peaceful coexistence between capitalist and Socialist coun- 
tries interpret it in a different way from Marxist-Leninists. Many bourgeois and Social Democratic ideologists take 
peaceful coexistence to mean a reconci n of the two warring, irreconcilable classes and say that it leads to a 'fade- 
out’ of the struggle between the antagonistic class ideologies. We cannot accept this distorted — (continued on page 126) 123 


TOA 
DISCOTHEQUE 
PARTNER 


(who must be somewhere 
in this room) 


We used to foy-trot cheek to cheek, 
My eager arms entwined you 
But as we frug this Christmas Eve, 
1 cannot even find you. 
Before this record started, dear. 

I planned to моо and win ya. 
But while I'm dancing in New York, 
I think you're in Virginia 
1 long to nibble on your ear, 
I'm sure that would excite you. 
ld whisper nothings sweet. and then 
Oh, never mind—|'ll write you. 


Your g 


tS to me 


You're Covered me in “girl's d 
Plus Fancy Лаз and block. 


With your one. 


“man War o 


V strong ang Sree 


n Poverty, 


area” thi 


Ings ps sleep? 
dear, 
ange, 


interpretation of the policy of peaceful 
coexistence. This slurs over its class sub- 
stance and direction. This ignores the 
irreconcilable, antagonistic social con- 
tradictions of the modern world." 

In other words, it is not peaceful and 
it contemplates coexistence only as a 
or subvert 


PLAYBOY 


means to maneuver non- 


Comm а nations into communism. 
Nikita Khrushchev had this to say 
about it 


"Тһе policy of peaceful coexistence, 
as regards its social content, is a form of 
intense economic, political and ideologi 

struggle against aggressive lorces of 

i the international а 
eful coexistence helps to develop 
the forces struggling for socialism, and 
in capitalistic countries it facilitates the 
activities of Communist parties." Khrush- 
chev equated peaceful coexistence with 
support of the so-called wars of libera- 
n. He declared: “Peaceful coexistence 
is Communist doctrine of political and 
propaganda warfare." One can hardly 
put it faster than that. 

What does Mr. Brezhnev, the new 
First Secretary of the Soviet Communist 
Party, have to sty about it? Mr. Bre- 
zhnev makes it clear that peaceful coex- 
istence is a term to describe partisan 
political warfare, warfare designed 10 
gain the objective of world communism. 
In a statement to the Supreme Soviet in 
September 1968, he declared: 

“The Soviet Union and other socialist 
countries stand firmly on the position of 
ceful coexistence, 
g and по one will shake their res- 
istently for the 


in Brati 
Socialist. Czechoslovakia again confirm 
the intrepid loyalty of our counuy to 
the policy of peace, friendship and coop- 
eration and loyalty to the Leninist 
course of peaceful coexistence. 

I pointed out to the UNESCO Confer- 
ence that. the International Law Associa 
tion, at is Tokyo meeting in August 
1964, dropped the phrase “peaceful 
coexistence" from its agenda after. years 
ol wholly unsuccessful efforts to clarify 
or codify what it means. The Association 
decided that the phrase is too murky 
апа tendentious to use. Nor has the 
General Assembly of the United Nations 
ever accepted the concept of peaceful 
coexistence. Indeed, it has consistently 
refused to do so. If the term is to be 
used in international discourse the As- 
sembly is the forum where it should be 
debated. The General Assembly quite 
rightly promotes the positive concept of 
neighborly relations and international 
cooperation, not the negative concept of 
peaceful coexistence. 

When | returned from Paris to the 

125 U.S. in late November 1964 I invited to 


COEXISTENCE (continued from page 123) 


dinner Mr. Alexander Chakovsky, the edi 
tor of the Soviet newspaper Literaturnaya 
Gazeta, along with other Soviet visitors to 
New York. I didn't get a chance to press 
him on peaceful coexistence. But Mr. 
George Feifer, writing later in The New 
York Times Magazine, reported that Mr. 
Chakovsky had a far more temperate 
version than those I have quoted: 

We stand 100 percent for peaceful œ 
existence between our nations. But anta 
onistic ideologies cannot possibly coe 
peacefully. тем 
war until the 
talism. But mind you this is a peaceful 
war—no guns, по bullets, not even in- 
sults—simply the competition of ideas, 
goals, values, philosophies.” 

Perhaps Mr. Chakovsky's "not even 
insulis the export definition; one 
reads and hears plenty of insults in the 
Soviet propaganda output! 

I cannot claim that my "interven- 
tion" before UNESCO in Paris perma- 
nently transformed. the attitudes of the 
UNESCO delegations—but it helped to 


clear the atmosphere. The Soviet reso- 
lution on peaceful stence was 
shelved, and most of the remaining 101 


Soviet resolutions died a natural death. 
Further, it was agreed that henceforward 
when the phrase was used it would be 
translated. іп Spanish and 
as “peaceful cooperation 


loaded Soviet term. the dic- 


However, 
tionary sponsored by the French Acad- 
emy translates the phrase literally— 
apparently on the theory that it is widely 
used and must therefore be listed —but 
without a definition. The Russians. of 
course, will stick with their phrase. But 
Ше duc had been dramatized for 
UNESCO and it is to be hoped that a 
similar debate will help achieve clarifica- 
Чоп in other UN agencies. 
For 50 years after Marx 
published the Communist Manifesto 
n 1848, communism was kept alive, with 
liule organization, backing or support, 
by the propaganda of a handful of disci- 
ples. V. 1. Lenin, their greatest disciple, 
was a propaganda genius. Two of his 
jest polemical tracts, written. from 
exile just after the turn of the century 
Where to Begin and What Is to Ве 
Donc, swessed the primary role of prop. 
арапа, "Without a revolutionary theory 
there can be no revolution. . . . We 


nd Engels 


must go among all people as thcorcti- 


ns, as propagandists, as agitators and 
as organizers. . . . The principal thing. 
of course, is propaganda and agitation." 
Lenin perceived that theory could serve 
not only as an instrument of internal 
discipline but a formidable external 


When the Russian disciples of Lenin 


aggressively promote phrases such as 
“peaceful coexistence,” to what extent 
are they deliberately being wholly prop- 
agandistic in the Lenin tradition, and 
to what extent are they merely overly 
enthusiastic crusaders? | suspect som 
thing of both is often present. This 
rela 
last May I spent ап afternoon with the 
top editors of the Soviet encyclopedia. 
‘They asked in wonderment why Ency 
clopaedia Britannica has по article оп 
peaceful coexistence. They contended 
that this concept is the most important 
doctrine in the international relations of 
our era, (Recent editions of Britannica 
have so many ari i nal 
relations that a separate 1000-word article 
is included merely to list them—but there 
is none on peaceful coexistence) W 
these editors deliberately propagandizing 
me? I think not. They believe this phrase 
describes a Soviet foreign policy which 
aims to prevent open warfare while await- 
ing the Communist subjugation of the 
world. ‘To them, it is thus at the hopeful 
heart of our era. Russian intellectuals 
often express astonishment to hear that 
many Americans are suspicious of the 
word propaganda. To the confirmed 
Communists—public education, journal- 
ism and propaganda wend to be much the 
same thing. 

To almost every “communicator” in 
the U. S. S. R., communism and its slogans 
are the right and natural nhjecti 
they are central to education for the 
good society. They dominate every as- 
pect of life. They lie at the heart of the 
hope to convert the human race to the 
Communist cause. Thus to the Russ 
communicators, propagandizing is their 
obligation and civic duty, and if the 
propaganda sometimes overstates or dis- 
torts, well, it’s all in the good cause es- 


a 
ively new phenomenon, In Moscow 


tablished in Leninist doctrine as the end 


wh tifics the propaganda means. 

Опе purpose of Communist propagan- 
da outside the Soviet Unio 
phrase Professor Harold 
Yale, is “to economize the mater 
of world domination.” ‘Thus the propa- 
ganda, such as the phrase “peaceful 
stence,” is no more than an inex 
nd of weapon. 

Shortly after V-J Day in 1945, after 1 
had become Assistant Secretary of State 
for Public Affairs. I was dismayed to find 
the U.S.S.R. swinging its world-wide 
propaganda guns away [rom Germany 
d Japan and taining them on the 
United States. Never had this country 
been subjected to such verbal ferocity. In 
several dozen languages, and on every 
conceivable count, we were labeled as 
“jackals” and “hyenas,” without h 
culture. If the United Si 
and favors to other nations, it was por 
trayed as rich and selfish. If it made loans 
or granted favors, it was secking to 

(concluded on page 299) 


tes refused loans 


JEEVES AND THE GREASY BIRD things looked bleak indeed for bertie 


wooster until the world's most resourceful gentleman's gentleman stepped in and took over 


fiction By P. С. WODEHOUSE „» ı aosro the front door behind Aunt Dahlia, whom I had been entertaining to 
lunch at the Wooster apartment, I had rather the feeling you get when parting company with a tigress of the jungle or one of those 
fiends with hatchet who are always going about the place slaying six. This aunt is my good and deserving aunt and as a rule as 
genial a soul as ever downed a v al cutlet, but she's apt to get hot under the collar when thwarted, and in the course of the meal 
which had just concluded I had been compelled to thwart her like a ton of bricks. It was with quite a few beads of persp bedew- 
ing the brow that I went back to the dining room where Jeeves was cleaning up the debris. 

“Jeeves,” I said, brushing away the b. of p. with my cambric handkerchief, “you were offstage toward the end of lunch, but 
did you happen to drink in any of the conversation that was taking place?” 

“From time to time fragments of it penetrated to me in the kitchen, sir. Mrs. Travers hasa (continued on page 134) 


“And scarcely had she started ta nestle when the daarbell rang. And wha should come in but Roderick Spode, the last caller | was expecting. 
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LONG BEFORE trenchermen ever talked turkey, they talked 


` НЕС ГЕ NV peacock. Until the emergence of the hearty American classic 
THE FESTIVE FOWL ка e d wa а зат a£ i 
holiday festive board. Nowadays the peacock is reserved 
food. By THOMAS MARIO largely for historical movies, but even the lordly turkey has to 
. D struggle to keep his place of honor in the face of the cl 
fine feathered friends for a auc usc и ы у 
t and the other rich lures of the scason Europei 


fabulous holiday groaning board ме 
fondly call "the Liberties of December.” "There's somethi 


the climate of Chrismas that makes the beasts give way 
to the birds, Rare steaks and mutton chops yield before the 
feast of roast goose, its russet skin crackling in the oven, 
the casserole of red cabbage fragrant with burgundy, moun- 
tainous whipped potatoes white as the angels, finished off by a 
moist plum pudding ablaze with cognac. 

Each year more and more enlightened chefs are carving 
their meat from the smaller birds which almost always out- 
shine their more cumbersome rivals. Giant tom turkeys of 30 


pounds, in spite of all stratagems used in their roasting, are 
destined to be dry on the outside before they're done on the 
inside. A man who really knows how to cook his own goose 
will take а 10-pound gosling 
ing but older 18-pound gander. 
savory, if slightly more veni: 


ather than the more impos. 


Also, there is the morc 
reason that the smaller fowl 
means a shorter tour of guard duty at the fire and allows the 
chef that extra cup of holiday cheer. Hosts with adventurous 


palates who want to hold open (continued on page 243) 
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“You could at least leave me my intermission pianist." 
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іп castroland, an eyeball-to-cyeball confrontation between one of mao's minions 
and the author of “the connection" indicates that the twain still aren't meeting 


humor By JACK GELBER 


STANDING AT THE window of my 18th-floor 
suite in a swank Havana hotel, I gaze at 
the empty six-lanc sea-front highway below: 
With State Department approval and at the 
invitation of Commie Cuba, I had been 
attending the fourth annual festival of 
Latin-American theater. Red Ci s repre- 
sentative, Wo Shue, was due any moment. 
Why did he request to interview me? 

A white blur on the bluc horizon catches 
my eye. Ah, our American ship on vigilant 
embargo duty, choking off trade with Com- 
mie Cub; 

Suddenly a noise behind ——— 

A Chinese Commie girl coughs politely. 
She is the spitting image of Little Orphan 
Annie. How can that be? It is so. Her curly 
black hair is a perfect setting for her moon- 
face, blanked-out eyes and short teeth 
ht in!” I give her the boister- 


“Wo Shue will be here іп minute," Ori- 
ental Annie says. 

I answer in Mandarin Chinese, "Good 
can say six phrases in Mandarin Chine: 
courtesy of а United Nations lange 


ge 
course. (Many years ago I worked as a 


mimeograph operator in the second sub- 
basement of the United Nations, where I 
partook of the language coursc until my in- 
structor left to open a Chinese r 

Wo Shue appears at the doorway. His im- 
passive face flashes a smile as he blurts out 
his heathen Chinese greeting. 

1 reply with another of my Chinese 
expressions, which delights this yellow son 
of a banker turned fanatic. 

“Wo Shue greets you on behalf of the Chi- 


nese people,” Oriental Annie hisses. “He 
say you friend. In conference room Wo 
Shue speak out against the aggressions of 
the American Imperialist Pigs. Wo Shuc 
not mean you. People of China love people 
of United States.” 

I mutter, “1 come t Cuba to bear this 
crap!" Before the girl can translate, 1 oft 
them a seat, but Wo Shue will not sit until I 
do. We play a little game of Who will sit 
first? I lose. 

The hotel door is left open, reminiscent 
of dormitory life, Wo Shue has traveled. to 
the festival at great expense from Pekiv 
with a translator (not the girl, but 
ic who is ill and forced to lux 
bed with the door open.) 

1 look at Wo Shue and wonder if 1 am 
playing Who will speak first? Ostensibly, 1 
have come to sce the festival, too. The truth 
is that I don't give a damn about the conter- 
ence but am immensely curious about 
Cuba. (More on Cuba in my next action- 
packed episode.) 

“1 welcome Wo Shu 
speaking first, thereby losing my second en- 
counter with this wil I welcome Wo 
Shue on behalf of room 1817 of the Havana 
Riviera Hotel." 

Wo Shuc barks an order to the girl to 
hand me a large envelope. Inside аге pro- 
duction photographs of a dozen shows. 
Guess who is masterfully disguised in every 
photo? None other than the chief of the 
Peking Youth Theater himself, Wo Shue. 

“Very good." 1 say with yet another of 
my Chinese phrases. Wo Shue erupts with 
gales of laughter, (continued on page 235) 


Г hear myself 
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robust voice. I received the impression 
that she was incensed. 

"She was. And why? Because I stoutly 
refused to portray Santa Claus at the 
Christmas orgy she’s giving at her rural 
residence to the children of the local yo 
kels. She kept trying to bend me to her 
will, but she ought to have known that 
argument would be fruitless. As the wise 
old saying has it, you can take a horse to 
the water, but you can't make it put on 
white whiskers and go around saying 
‘Hohoho.’ 

"Very true, sir. 

"You think | was justified in being 
adamant?” 

“Fully justified, 

“Thank you, Jeeves.” 

I must say 1 thought it pretty decent of 
him to give the young master the weight 
of his support like this, for only that 
morning | had had to thwart him zs 
inflexibly as I had thwarted the recent 
aunt. He had been trying to get me to 
go to Florida after Christmas, because he 
likes the fishing there and yearns some- 
day to catch а tarpon. Well, 1 sympa- 
thized with his hopes and dreams. but I 
particularly wanted to be in London for 
the Drones Club darts tournament, 
which comes on in February, so 1 said 
Florida was out, And the point I'm mak- 
ing is that he might quite easily have ex- 
hibited umbrage or dudgeon or whatever 
you call it when somebody looks puff- 
faced, but he didn't, and 1 honored him 
for this display of the feudal spirit. 

1 don't know if it’s the same with you, 
but I've always found, after emerging 
victorious from a battle of the wills, that 
1 get a touch of remorse and feel I ought 
to do something to bind up the wounds 
of the poor slob I've had to crush be- 
neath the iron heel, so now it seemed to 
me that it would be a graceful act to 
blow a few bob on flowers for Aunt 
Dahlia. An olive branch, you might call 
it, or possibly the amende honorable. 
Luncheon digested, accordingly, 1 
trickled off in quest of the blooms, and I 
was approaching her door with them, 
when who should I see legging it up the 
steps but Madeline, only daughter of Sir 
Watkyn and the late Lady Bassett, and I 
halted abruptly, as though 1 had had it 
drawn to my attention that I was about 
10 stub my toc on a scorpion. 

This Bassett is a girl I particularly dis- 
like, and owing to an unfortunate misun- 
derstanding too complicated to go into 
now, she is under the impression that I'm 
pining away for love of her, and she has 
constantly assured me that, should any- 
thing occur to cause her to sever rela- 
tions with her current betrothed. a tough 
egg of the name of Roderick Spode, she 
will switch to me and, as she puts i 
make me happy. So naturally it is my u 
swerving policy to steer clear of her as far 
as possible. Г abandoned, accordingly, my 


(continued from page 127) 


plan of going in and delivering the olive 
branch, and after an hour or two at the 
Drones, brushing up my darts game, 1 
returned to chez Wooster, And | had 
scarcely placed umbrella in stand when 
the phone rang. It was Aunt Dahlia. 

“Bertie? 

Hullo, aged relative.” 

“I hope you thoroughly understand 
that after your craven exhibition at lunch 
I'm not speaking to you." 

"Oh, aren't yo 

“Certainly not. Fm treating you with 
silent contempt. But, after all, you are my 
late brothers son whom 1 frequently 
dandled on my knee as a baby. and a sub- 
human baby you were if ever I saw on: 
though I suppose you were more to bc 
pitied шап censured if you looked like а 
ventriloquist’s dummy. So when | see 
you waisthigh in Ше soup and likely to 
sink without a trace at any moment, my 
humane instincts come uppermost, 1 re- 
member that I am an aunt, and I tell my- 
self chat ] can’t let you go unwarned. 
Weak of me, of course, but there it is.” 

"Very creditable,” I said, though wish- 
ing she could make it a bit clearer. She 
seemed an aunt who spoke in riddles. 

"Madeline called this afternoon 

"Yes, | observed her crossing your 
threshold. 1 was on my way to bring you 
а few longstemmed roses.” 

“You and your longstemmed roses! It 
would take more than longstemmed 
roses to change my view that you're a 
contemptible cowardly custard and a 
grace to a proud family," she sai 
haughtily. "Your ancestors fought in the 
Crusades and were often. mentioned 
matches, and you cringe like a salted 
at the thought of appearing as Santa 
Claus before an audience of charming 
children who wouldn't hurt a fly. It's 
enough to make an aunt turn her face to 
the wall and give up the struggle. How- 
ever, we threshed all that out at lunch, so 
1 won't go into it now. You're wanting to 
hear about Madeline Bassett, so here it 
comes. She's broken her engagement!" 

"What! 

"Yes. she has returned. Spode 10 store 
and tells me she intends to call оп you 
tomorrow afternoon around the hour of 
four. She predicted that after she’s seen 
you and told you that your patient love 
is at last to be you will go sing- 
ing about the Drones С 

I tottered. “But this is frightful!” 

1 thought it would make you sit up." 
“What shall I do for the best?" 
“Don't ask ше. Ask Jeeves.” 

1 did so without delay 
"I wonder if you could spare me а mo- 

ment of your valuable time, Jeeves,” 1 
- "A problem has a 

your advice. 1 must begin by saying that 
8 one of those delicate problems where 
опе can't mention names. You sec what 1 
mean?” 


“I understand you perfectly, sir. You 
would prefer to term the protagonists А 
and B." 

"Or North and South?" 

"A and B is more customary, sir." 

“Just as you say. Well, A is female, В, 
male, and owing to a concatenation of 
circumstances A has got it firmly into her 
nut that ВУ in love with her. But he 
їч. He views her with concern. Now, 
until recently А aged ıo" 

"Shall we call him C, sir?" 

"Caesar's as good a name as any, L sup- 
pose. Well, as 1 was saying, until quite 
recently А was engaged to Caesar and В 
hadn't а worry in the world. But now the 
fixture has been scratched and A is talk 
ing freely of marrying B, and what I 
want you to bend your brain to is the 
problem of how he can oil out of й. 
Don't get the idea that it’s simple, be- 
cause B is what is known as а preux che- 
valier, so when A comes to him and says 
"B. I will be yours he can't just say, "Y 
will, will you? That's what you think." 
He has his code, and the code rules that 
he must kid her along and accept the 
uation. And lrankly, Jeeves, he'd rather 
be dead in a ditch. Anything stirring?" 

“Yes, sir.” 

I was astounded. This was certainly 
quick service. 

“Obviously, sir, A’s matrimonial plans 
would be rendered null and void were B 
to convey the impression that his affec 
tions were engaged elsewhere. 

1 began to see what he was driving at. 

“You mean if Lor, rather, B—were to 
produce some female and assert that she 
was betrothed to me—or 1 should say B— 
the peril would be averted?” 

“Precisely, sir.” 

1 mused. “Irs a thought, Jeeves, but 
there's a dickens of a snag—viz., how to 
get hold of the party of the second part 
You can't rush about London asking girls 
to pretend they're engaged to you. At 
least, I suppose you can, but it would be 
quite a nervous stra 

“I would suggest that B apply to a 
theatrical agent, sir. Such a person would 
be in an admirable position to supply 
some resting artiste who would be glad to 
cooperate in an innocent deception in 
return for a moderate сс" 

1 slapped the brow. 

“Jeeves,” 1 ejaculated, 


if ejaculated is 
е hit it. Those 


П tell В” I said, and bright and 
сапу on the following morning 1 might 
have been observed entering the prem. 
ises of Jas. Waterbury in a dingy build 
about halfway up that thoroughfare. 

The reason my choice had fallen on 
Jas. was not that I had heard glowing re- 
ports of him from every side, it was sim- 
ply because all the other places I tried 
(continued on page 238) 
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arlicle 


By 
ALAN WATTS 


an ingenious delineation of the age-old magnetism between male and female in 
which a clock face is used to chart the 12 libidinal types thal attract and repel 


EVERY SO OFTEN someone comes up with a key idea that makes sense of what had 
seemed to be chaotic or simply perverse facts. Frequently these idea men are not 
"authorities" of the academically respectable variety, because official specialists 
of all kinds are apt to get so absorbed in details and routines that they have litte 
opportunity for a truly fresh look at their problems. It takes a maverick, an out 
sider, an inspired eccentric—just such а person as Gavin, grandson of the 21s 
President of the United States, Chester Arthur. Gavin Arthur (actually Chester 
Alan Arthur ІП) lives in San Francisco, and almost everyone knows him. Не has 
sold newspapers on Market Street and been secretary of California's Democratic 
Central Committee. Now 64 years old, this aristocrat of bohemians makes his liv- 
ing by casting horoscopes, and lives in a crummy downtown aparumentturned- 
museum. Every square inch of wall space is covered with autographed photos of 
the great or the inspired far-out: Franklin and Eleanor Roosevelt, Walt Whit- 
man, Havelock Ellis, Edward Carpenter, Robinson Jeffers, Alfred Kinsey, Wood 
row Wilson, Henry Wallace, Aneurin Bevan, Ernest (continued on page 166) 
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of а BB gun, great fantasies where I 
fended olf creeping marauders burrow 
ing through the snow toward the kitch 
where only 1 and Г alone stood between 
our tiny huddled family and insensate 
evil—masked bandits attacking my fa- 
ther, only to be mowed down by my 
trusty cloverleal sighted weapon. In an 
act of selfless chivalry, I saw myself de- 
fending Esther Jane Alberry from es 
caped circus tigers. А miraculous crack 
shot, I saw myself. picking off sparrows 
on the wing to the gasps of admiring girls 

nd envious rivals on Cleveland Street. 
And there was one dream that involved 
my entire class geuing lost on а field 
trip in the swamps, from which I led the 
tired, hungry band back to civilization, 
sing only my Red Ryder compass and 
sundial. I didn't just want that gun; I had 
to have it. 


Early December saw the first of the 
great blizzards of that year. The wind 
howling down out of the Canadian wilds 
a few hundred miles to the north had 
screamed over frozen Lake Michigan and 
buried Hammond in huge drifts of snow 
and festooned caves with story-high icicles. 
Streetcar wires creaked under caked ice 
ad kids plodded to school through 45- 
eanhonr gales, tilting forward like 
ny furred radiator ornaments, lum- 
bering stiffly over the barren, clattering 
ground. 

Preparing to go to school in weather 
like that was like getting ready for ex- 
tended deepsea diving: long johns, 
corduroy knickers, checkered flannel lum- 
berjack shirt, four sweaters, fleecelined 
sheepskin helmet, goggles, mittens with 
leatherette gauntlets and а large red star 
with an Indian chief's face in the middle, 
three pairs of socks, high-tops, overshoes, 
and а l6foot scarf wound spirally from 
left to right until only the faint glint of 
two eyes peering out of a mound of mov- 
ing clothing told you that a kid was 
de. 

My mother would simply throw her 
shoulder against the front door, pushing 
ack the advancing drifts and stone ice, 
the wind raking the living-room rug 
with icy fury for an instant, and we 
would be launched, one after the other, 
my brother and 1, like astronauts into 
space. The door slammed shut behind 
ws and that was it. It was make school 
or die! 

Scattered over the icy waste around 
us could be seen other tiny dots of wind- 
driven humanity, waddling under the 
weight of froststillened clothing like 
bowling pins with feet, all toiling pain- 
fully toward the Warren С. Harding 
School, miles away over the tundra. An 
occasional piteous whimper would be 
heard faintly, then lost in the whistle 
of the eternal wind. But over it all was 
a faint but unmistakable drum-roll fan- 
fare of mounting excitement. Christmas 
ts way. Each day was more excit- 


ing than the last, because Christmas was 
one day closer—tovely, beautiful, glori- 
ous Chrismas, around which the entire 
year revolved. 

Downtown Hammond was prepared for 
its yearly bacchanalia of peace on carth 
and good to men. Across Hohman 
Avenue and State Street, the gloomy 
main thoroughfares—drifted with snow 
that had lain for months and would 
remain ший well into spring—were 
strung strands of green and red Christmas 
bulbs, and banners that snapped and 
From the streetlights 
g plastic ivy wreaths surrounding 
thrcedimensional Santa Claus faces. 

For several days the windows of Gold- 
blat's department store been cur- 
tained and dark. Their corner window 
was traditionally а major high-water 
mark of the pre-Chrisumas season. It set 
the tone, the motif of their giant yuletide 
jubilee. Kids were brought in from miles 
around just to sce the window. Old 
codgers would recall vintage years when 
the window had flowered more fulsomely 
than in ordinary times. This was one of 
those years. The magnificent display was 
officially unveiled on a crowded Saturday 
night. lt was an instant smash hit. First 
nighters, packed ear muff to ear muff, 
their steamy breath clouding up the 
sparkling plate glass, jostled in rapt ad- 
miration before a golden, tinkling pano- 
ply of mechanized, electronic joy. This 
was the heyday of the Seven Dwarfs and 
their virginal den mother, Snow White. 
Walt Disney's seven cutie pies hammered 
and sawed, chiseled and painted while 
Santa, bouncing Snow White on his me- 
chanical knee, hohoho'd through eight 
strategically placed  loudspeakers—inter- 
spersed by choruses of “Heigh-ho, heigh- 
ho, it's off to work we go.” Grumpy sat at 
the controls of a miniature, eight-wheeled 
Rock Island Railroad steam engine, and 
Sleepy played a marimba, while in the 
background, inexplicably, Mrs. Claus 

selessly ironed a red shirt. Sparkling 


art 
Temple dolls, Flexible Flyers and Tinker 


Toy sets glowing in the golden spouighi. 
In the foreground, a frontier stockade 
built of Lincoln Logs was manned by a 
company of kilted lead highlanders who 
were doughtily fending off an attack by 
0.5. Army medium tanks. (History has 
always been vague in Indiana.) A few feet 
away stood an Arthurian cardboard castle 
with Raggedy Andy sitting on the draw- 
bridge, his бесі im the moat, through 
which a Lionel freight train burping re: 
smoke went round and round. Dopey 
in Amos and Andy's pedal-operated [resh- 
a icab beside a stulled panda holding 
а lollipop in his paw, bearing the heart 
tugging legend, “Hug me.” From fluffy 
cotton clouds abovi пе quintuplet 
dolls wea 
from billow 
bailed о 
Fokker tri 


ig parachutes, having just 
of a high-flying. balsawood 
пе. All in all, Santa's work- 


shop made Salvador Dali look like Nor 
man Rockw 
Like a swelling Christmas balloon, the 
«нете mounted steadily until the 


whole town tossed restlesly in bed- 


my own scheme was well under 
my personal dream. Casually, y 
calculatingly, 1 had booby-trapped the 
house with copies of Open Road [or 
Boys, all opened to Red Ryder's sliteyed 
face. My father, a great john reader, 
found himself for the first time in his 
life in alien literary waters. My mother, 
grabbing for her copy of Sereen Ro 
mances, found herself cleverly euchred 
into reading a Red Ryder sales pitch; | 
had stuck а copy of ORFE inside the 
cover of SR. 

My little brother, occasionally emerging 
from his hiding place under the d. 
was already involved i 
siflage of his own concerning 
set with motor, capable of constructing 
drawbridges, Eiffel ‘Towers, Ferris wheels, 
and operating guillotines. 1 knew that if 
he got wind of my scheme, all was lost. He 
would then begin wheedling and whining 
for what 1 wanted, which would result 
in nobody scoring, since he was obviously 
100 young for deadly weapons. So 1 clever- 
ly pretended that 1 wanted nothing more 
than a simple, utilitarian, unpretentious 
Sandy Andy, a highly symbolic educati 
al toy popular at the time, consisting of a 
kind of funnel under which was mounted 
а tiny conveyor belt of litle scooplike 
gondolas. It came equipped with a bag 
of white sand that was poured into the 
funnel. The sand trickling out of the 
bottom into the gondolas set the belt in 
motion. As each gondola was filled, it 
moved down the track to be replaced by 
another, which, when filled, moved dow 
another notch. And endlessly they we 
dumping sand out at the bottom of the 
track and starüng up the back loop 
to be refilled—on and on, until all the 
sand was deposited in the red cup at 
the bottom of the track. The kid th 
emptied the cup into the funnel and it 
started all over again—ceaselessly, sense 
lessly, round and round. How like life 
itself; it was the perfect toy for the De 
pression. Other kids in the neighborhood 
were embarked on grandiose, р 
sky dreams of Lionel electri 
antic Gilbert chemistry se 

inable impossibiliti 

‘Through my brain nighily danced 


Then came my first disastrous’ mistake. 
In a moment of unguarded rashness T 
brought the whole plot out 
1 was caught by surprise while pull 
g on my highiops in the kitchen, 
», the only 
source of heat in the house at that hour 
of the morning. My mother, leaning over 

(continued overleaf) 


мо the open. 


huddled next to the gas ov 


"It's one of those new man-made fibers—it keeps you 
warm without cutting down your circulation." 
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a pot of simmering oatmeal, suddenly 
asked out of the blu 
“What would you like for Christmas?" 

Horrified, I heard myself blurt: 

“A Red Ryder BB gun!” 

Without missing a stroke with her 
tablespoon, she shot back: 

“Oh, no. You'll shoot out one of your 
eye. 

J was sunk! That deadly phrase, in- 
voked countess times before by countless 
thousands of mothers, was not surmount- 
able by any means known to kiddom. 
"The boom had been lowered and I was 
under it. With leaden heart and frozen 
feet, I waddled to school, bereft but 
undaunted. 

At recess time out in the schoolyard, 
little knots of kids huddled together for 
warmth amid the craggy snowbanks and 
the howling gale. The telephone wires 
overhead whistled like banshees and the 
trapeze rings on the swings danked hol 
lowly as Schwartz and Flick and Bruner 
and 1 discussed the most important thing 
next to What I'm Going То Get For 
Christmas, which was What I’m Getting 
My Mother And Father For Christmas. 
We talked in hushed, hoarse whispers to 
guard against security leaks. Schwartz, 
his eyes darting over his shoulder as he 
spoke, leaned into the wind and hissed: 
“I'm getting my father . . 
He paused dramatically, hunching for- 
ard to exclude unfriendly ears, his voice 
dropping even lower. We listened intently 
for his punch line: 

"s. . a new Flit gun!" 

The sheer creative brilliance of it stag- 
gered us for a moment Schwartz 
smiled smugly, his ear muffs bobbing 
jauntily as he leaned back into the wind, 
knowing he had scored. Flick, looking 
passing female first 
grader who could be a spy for his mother, 
waited until the coast was clear and then 
launched his entry into the icy air: 

“For my father I'm getting . . ." 

Again we waited, Schwartz with a su- 
perior smirk playing faintly оп his 
chapped lips. 

“. . a rose that squirts!” 

We had all seen these magnificent ap- 
aces at George’s Candy Store, and 
instantly we saw that this was a gift any- 
one would want. They were bright-red 
celluloid, with a white rubber bulb for 
pocket use. At this point, luckily, the bell 
rang, calling us back to our labors before 
L had to divulge my own gifts, which I 
knew did not come up to these magnifi- 
cent strokes of genius. 

1 had not yet made an irrevocable 
choice for my mother, but I had narrowed 
the field down to two spectacular items I 
had been stealthily eying at Woolworth's 
for several weeks. The first was a tasteful 
suing of beads about the size of small 
walnuts, brilliant ruby in color with tiny 
yellow flowers embedded in the glass. 
The other and more expensive gift—$1.98 
—was a pearl-colored perfume atomizer, 


urn-shaped, with golden lion's feet and 
matching gold top and squeeze bulb. Tt 
was not an easy choice. 

For my father, I had already made the 
down payment on a familysize can of 
Simoni. One of my father's favorite prov- 
егі, one he never tired of quoting, was: 

“Motorists wise, Simoniz." 

Не was as dedicated а hood-shiner as 
ever bought а fourth-hand Graham- 
Paige, with soaring hopes and bad 
valves. I could hardly wait to see him 
unwrap the Simoniz on Christmas Eve, 
with the light of the red, yellow, green 
and blue bulbs on the tree making that 
magnificent can glow, like the deep flush 
of myrrh and frankincense. It was all 1 
could do, a constant tortured battle, to 
keep myself from spilling the beans and 
thus destroying the magnificent moment 
of stunned surprise, the disbelieving de- 
light which I knew would fell him like 
a thunderclap when he saw that 1 had 
gone all out. 

1 had not yet decided on what to get 
my kid brother for Christmas. It was 
g to be either a rubber dagger or а 
Dick Tracy Junior Crimefighter Di: 
Kit, containing three false noses and a 
book of instructions on how to trap 
crooks. J was a little doubtful about the 
Dick Tracy Kit, since 1 sensed vaguely 
that there might be trouble over one of 
the noses, a large orange job with plastic 
horn-rimmed glasses attached. А dark- 
horse possibility was a tin zeppelin with 
ted propellers aud blue биз. 1 figured this 
was something you could really get your 
teeth into, and it was what 1 eventually 
decided on, not realizing that one of the 
hardest things to wrap in green tissue 
paper with Santa Claus stickers and red 
string is а silver zeppelin. Zeppelins are 
not сасу to disguise. 

Jt was now the second week of Decem- 
ber and all the stores in town stayed 
open nights, which meant that things 
were really getting serious. Every evening 
immediately after supper we would pile 
into the car and drive downtown for that 
great annual folk rite, that most ecstatic, 
golden, tinseled, quivering time of all 
kidhood: Christmas shopping. Milling 
crowds of blue-jowled, agate-eyed foundry 
workers, gray-faced refinery men and mot- 
ley hordes of openhearth, Яар-һеар, 
Besemerconverter, tin-mill  coke-plant 
and  weldingshop fugitives trudged 
through the wildly pulsing department 
stores, through floor after floor оГ shiny, 
beautiful, unattainable treasures, trailed 
by millions of leatherette-jacketed, high- 
topped, mufficred kids, each with а 
gnawing hunger to Cet It All. Worried- 
looking, Mush-faced mothers wearing 
frayed cloth coats with тацу бох Гог cok 
lars, their hands chapped and raw from 
years of dishwater therapy, rode herd on 
the surging mob, ranging far and wide 
into the aisles and under the -counters, 
cuffing, slapping, dragging whiners of all 
sizes from department to department. 


At the far end of toyland in Gold- 
blatt’s, on a snowy throne framed with 
redand-white candy canes under a sus 
pended squadron of plastic angels blow- 
ing silver trumpets in a glowing golden 
grotto, sat the Man, the Connection: Kriss 
Indiana 


Kringle himself. In northern 
Santa Claus is a big man, both s 
and physically, and the Santa Claus at 
Goldblat’s was officially recognized 
among the kids as being unquestionably 
the Santa Claus. In person, Eight feet tall, 
shiny high black patentleather boots, a 
nimbus cloud of snow-white beard, and a 
real, thrumming, beltcreaking stomach. 
No pillows or stuffing. I mean a real 
stomach! 

A long line of fidgeting, greedy ur 
wound in and out of the aisles, 
sniffling and, above all, w: 
to tell him what they wanted. In those 
days it was not easy to fully disbelieve 
Santa Claus, if only because there wasn't 
much elsc to believe in, and there were 
many theological arguments over the na- 
ture of, the affirmation and denial of his 
existence. However, ten days before zero 
hour, the air pulsing to the strains of We 
Three Kings of Orient Are, the store 
windows garlanded with green-and-red 
wreaths, and the toy department bristling 
with shiny Flexible Flyers, there were few 
who dared to disbelieve. As each day 
crept on to the next, like some arthritic 
glacier, the atheists among us grew moodi 
er and less and less sure of ourselves, until 
finally in cach scoffing heart was the float- 
ing, drifting, nagging suspicion: 

“Well, you never can tel 

It didn’t pay to take chances, so we 
waited in line for our turn. 

Behind me a skinny seven-year-old girl 
wearing a brown stocking cap and gold- 
rimmed glasses hit her little brother 
steadily to keep him i . She had 
green teeth. He was wearing an aviator's 
helmet with the goggles pulled down 
over his eyes. His galoshes were open 
and his maroon corduroy knickers were 
damp. Behind them a fat boy in a huge 
sheepskin coat stood numbly, his eyes 
watering in vague fear, his nose red 
and running. Ahead of my brother and 
me, a long, uneven procession of stocking 
caps, mufflers, mittens and ear muffs 
inched painfully forward, while in the 
hazy distance, in his magic glowing cave, 
Mister Claus sat each in turn on his 
broad red knee and listened to exultant 
dream after exultant dream whispered, 
squeaked, shouted or sobbed into his 
shell-like, whiskerencased саг. 

Closer and closer we crept. My mother 
and father had stashed us in line and 
disappeared. We were alone. Nothing 
stood between us and our confessor, our 
benefactor, our patron saint, our dis 
penser of BB guns, but 297 other be- 
seechers at the throne. 1 have always felt 
that later generations of tots, products of 

(continued on page 213) 


THE 
SHEL SILVERSTEIN SGNGBGCK 


a lyrical lode of far-out folk tunes, boisterous ballads and bawdy blues by playboy’ s bearded bard 


THREE YEARS AGO Shel Silverstein penned a tender tone poem, /f You Can't Do It, That's All Right; 
I'll Find Somebody Who Can. Since then, over 200 tunes have poured out of PLAYBOY'S fecund foun- 
tainhead of visual and verbal wit. Shel's songs have been performed by Harry Belafonte, Henry 
Mancini, Johnny Cash, the Smothers Brothers, the Weavers, Flatt & Scruggs, the Brothers Four, 
the Limeliters, the Serendipity Singers (see this month's Playboy After Hours), Judy Collins, and a 
sandpaper-voiced singer named Shel Silverstein (forthcoming shortly, an LP titled I’m So Good That | 
Don't Have to Brag . . . and Other Songs). They range in flavor from poignant ballads—The Hills of 
Shiloh; Hey Nellie, Nellie—to such bits of musical madness as What Do You Do If You're Young and 
White and Jewish and Never Bite a Married Woman on the Thigh. So now let's all sing along with Shel. 


"WHO BEEN SCORIN’?” 


I wonder who been scorin' with the scorekeeper's sweetie 
While the scorekeeper doesn't know the score, 

And who's on the floor with the doorman's darlin’ 

While the doorman's busy mannin' the door, 

Someone's savin’ the life of the lifeguard's wife 

While the lifeguard's guardin' lives out in the sea. 

And while | been movin' all around this town 

Tell me who been movin' in on me? 


Now who been diggin' the ditchdigger's daughter 
While the ditchdigger's diggin' in the ditch, 

And who's playin' switch with the switchman's bitch 
While the switchman's busy twitchin' at his switch, 
Someone's grabbin' the ass of the astronaut's lass 
While the astronaut is flyin' through the blue, 

And while | been goin’ all around the world, 

Who been goin' round the world with you? 

I wonder who keeps gettin’ into the innkeeper's cutie 
While the innkeeper's keepin' the inn, 

And who's cuttin' in on the tin cutter's sin 

While that tin cutter's cuttin' his tin, 

Someone's gettin’ the honey from the beekeeper's honey 
So what can a poor boy до... 

1 might as well go score with the scorekeeper's sweetie 
While the scorekeeper's scorin' with you! 
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"TELL 'EM AT THE A.S.P.C.A." 


I'm gonna take a little ride on the B&O 

Or maybe on the BMT 

And when | hit the track, babe | won't be back 
Because this is the E-N-D. 

Now I been true to Y-O-U but you ain't been true to me 
I'm gonna tell "ет at the A.S.P.C.A. 

That you treat me like а 0-0-6! 


Now I’m gonna tell the A. F- of L. 
Yov're makin' a slave out of me 

And I'm gonna cry to the FBI 

That you got no loyalty 

And every time you gimme a little lovin’ 
You give it to me С.0.0. 

I'm gonna tell ‘em at the A.S.P.C.A. 
You treat me like а D-0-G! 


You used to love to listen to rock 'n' roll 

Now you're listenin’ to the D.B. 

And you used to smoke nothin’ but Chesterfields 
Now you're smokin’ all that P-O-T 

And you used to love those ice-cream sodas 
Now you're makin’ it on LSD. 


I'm gonna tell ‘em at the A.S.P.C.A. 
You treat me like a 0-0-6! So please excuse the garbled words 
Oh, gee, Which may not be too clear, 
"Youll oi 2 like a 0-0-С! But this afternoon by the lion's cage 
EC TE анса К I'm afraid | got too near 
ی ا ر‎ la And I'm singing this song from inside of a lion 
3 And it's rather damp in here 
And dark 
And cold 
And wet 
And lonesome . . . 
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1 am singing this song from inside of a lion 
And it’s rather damp in here, 


“DROP 
THE 
BOMB” 


1 only wish they'd drop the bomb tomorrow 
To teach you а lesson for runnin’ away from me, 
And then I'd helter-skelter 
To our cozy family shelter 
And I'd lock you out and throw away the key... 
I'd be on the inside eatin’ up both our rations 
While you'd be on the outside gettin’ thin 
Yellin’ and a-screamin’ while you're catchin’ radiations, 
But I'll never never never never never never 
Let you in! 


"PLASTIC" 


Now a little bitty termite, he come knockin’, 


Knockin’ at my front door, 
He walked right in, sat right down 


Started nibblin’ on the kitchen floor 
He chewed on the walls and the ceilings and the halls— 


Lord knows he tried— 

But he kept a-gettin" thinner 

And he never got no dinner. 

And finally he sat up and cried. . . 


(chorus) He said, “It's plastic, good Lord, it's plastic! 
I know it ain't no wood 
And it can't do me no good, 
Because it’s plastic—and you can't eat plastic, 
Everything's gonna be plastic by and by!” 
Then one afternoon in the month of June — у ^" 


1 went down to the beach, 


There were cuties and beauties in little bathin' suities Na! 


Then а 38-24-36 miss just happened to be passin’ my way, 

1 said, “Please don't think I'm nervy, but you look so very curvy, 

Please tell me how you got that way!" 

She said, "It's plastic—it's only plastic, 

It's pretty as can be, but you know that it ain't me, <<. 

Because they're plastic, oh yes they're plastic, Y | 

Everything's gonna be plastic by and by.” qi 
\ 


And all of them within my reach, 


“LIZ” 


Oh ГИ admit that | ain't tall and handsome 
And I'll admit my hair is gettin’ thin 

And I'm gettin’ sort of fat 

And some other things like that, 

So do you wonder why I sit and slyly grin— 


2% 
` It's just because— Liz got around to Nicky Hilton 


And Michael Todd and Wilding, that made three 
And she got around to Fisher 

And she got around to Burton, 

So I'm certain that she'll get around to me. 

So I'm sittin’ here just waitin’ in the drugstore 
As confident and happy as can be, 

And | never go on dates, 

1 just sit right here and wait, 

"Cause | know she's got to get around to me. 
Someday, | know she's got to get around to me! 


"YOWZAH" 


IL wasn't too very long ago, 

Some folks walked with 2 hi-dee-ho 

And other folks walked around kind of low 

Sayin' “Yowzah” and "Sho nuff” and “Yassuh boss." 


It was ashes to ashes and dust to dust 

And they didn't believe in makin’ a fuss 

So they quietly moved to the back of the bus 

Sayin’ "Yowzah" and “Sho nuff" and “Yassuh boss." 


And when things got rough they did a little prayin’ 
Little arm wavin' and a little bit of swayin’, 

Didn't do no good—they Кері right on a-sayin’ 
“Yowzah” and “Sho nuff” and “Yassuh boss.” 


They were shinin' shoes and fryin' chicken 

Washin’ cars and cotton pickin’, 

Finally at last they got damned sick 

Of sayin’ “Yowzah” and “Sho nuff” and “Yassuh boss.” 


So they all went out and did a little standin 

Little less askin’ and a lot more demandin" 

Little less liftin’, a little less ісіп” 

A lot more thinkin’ and a lot more votin’ 

A little less hopin’, a little less waitin” 

A whole lot more demonstratin’ . . . a lot less pearly gate'n" 
A lot more fightin’ and a lot more walkin’ 

Until finally no one at all was talki 

Like “Yowzah” and "Sho nuff” and “Үаѕѕиһ boss!” 


The end of this story is plain to see 

They finally achieved equality 

And now like you and me they can stand up strong and free 

And say “Yes sir" and “Of course sir" and "Anything you say, 1. B." 


о tses notis musie. ine oon 


"BOA CONSTRICTOR" 


Oh I'm being eaten by a boa constrictor, 

^ boa constrictor, à boa constrictor, 

I'm being eaten by a boa constrictor 

And I don't like it . . . one bit! 

Well what do you know . . . it's nibbling my toe, 
Oh gee .. . it's up to my knee, 


"s up to my neck, 
Oh dread .. . it's... MMFFFF 
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"EVER-LOVIN' MACHINE" 


Hey, boys, you know once | was took in 

By a girl with a twinkly eye 

And the first time that | wasn't lookin" 

She run off with a handsomer guy. 

But I'm an ingenious feller 

And as soon as my brain got uncurled 

1 tiptoed right down to my cellar 

And 1 built a mechanical girl. 

(chorus) Oh her arms are iron, her legs are steel, 

Her hips are on wires attached to a wheel, 
And her spine is a coil, that | now and then oil, 
She's my ever-lovin' machine! 

She never complains when I stay out all night 

She never complains I'm not rich 

And each time | want her to cuddle me tight 

1 simply turn on her switch. 


She has no trouble making her mind up 
For | didn't give her a mind 

And her heart is a clock that | wind up 
So | know that she'll love me in time. 


My love ts completely electric 

And she gives me a shock with each hug 
And when the romance gets too hectic 

| simply pull out her plug. 


She always did what she was supposed ter 

Right up to this evening but then 

She had an affair with the toaster 

And they ran off and left me again! 
(chorus) 
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“YELLOW-HAIRED WOMAN” 


Hey, а yellow-haired woman she'll take all your gold, 
Her eyes may be warm but her heart will be cold, 
And she will get fat just as soon as she's old— 

Stay 'way from a yellow-haired woman! 


And a raven-haired woman will burn with desire, 

She'll hold you and squeeze you and kiss you like fire, 

But once you are married then she'll be too tired— 
Stay 'way from a raven-haired woman! 


And a redheaded woman she'll scream and she'll roar, 
She won't make the bed and she won't sweep the floor, 
And once she's asleep she will probably snore— 

Stay ‘way from a redheaded woman! 


But a bald-headed woman she'll Iove you each day, 

You can beat her and kick her but she'll always stay, 

"Cause she knows no one's coming to steal her away— 
Hooray for a bald-headed woman! 
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PLAYBOY 
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OLD NEIGHBORHOOD 


Everything but a library. 1 don't remem. 
ber ever seeing a bookstore until x 
ime i n in some far-off 
me only with 
ristmas or birthdays. They were treas- 
ured. 1 remember reading them, however, 
only during periods of confinement, when 
convalescing from some ilin 

"The candy store was the most enchant- 
ing spot in the entire neighborhood; it 
only a few doors from my home, in 
the baseny of an old shanty. It was 
mg out of Dickens, as were the 
ters who ran it, Or maybe the sis- 
те out of Chekhov. My mouth still 
waters when I think of the display in 
that shopwindow. 

Like the sisters, there were two streets 
ularly dear to me: one was North 
1 Street, just the block from Driggs 
Avenue to Bedford Avenue; the other 
was Fillmore Place, only a block long, 
running from Roebling Strect to Driggs 
Avenue. On these two streets we did 
nearly all our playing. (Unlike kids to- 
day, we were never at a loss how to pass 
the time) We knew games galore, and 
those we didn't know we invented. With 
the seasons came tops, marbles, potsy, 
shinny or cat, prisoner's base, cops and 
robbers, leapfrog, and so on. In the fall 
we would kill sparrows with our bean- 
shooters and roast them in the empty lot. 
We also dug deep pits іп which we threw 
one another to see if we could break an 
arm or a leg. 

In my books I am always making refer- 
ence to “the open street.” Open is the 
exact word Гог it. It was open to any- 
thing and everything. All our knowledge 
and experience were gained here, How 
like ancient times! ‘The halls of learning: 
may be hallowed, but they are grim and 
covered with rust. Real learning takes 
place outdoors, in the midst of life, What 
one truly learns, one lea a 
and seldom in the expected place or 
circumstance. 

One of the first things a child learns is 
to read character. A kid spots a cheat, а 
liar. a hypocrite immediately. You may 
prove him wrong, but you don't con- 
vince him. He knows. He knows be 
he is still unspoiled by our adult view of 
things. Brat though he may be, there is 
still something of the angel him. 
Adults love to deceive themselves, lie to 
themselves; they love to judge, condemn, 
punish, torture, preach. Kids are free- 
wheelers; they have their code all right, 
but it’s a just one. They have their 
taboos and superstitions, too, just like 
adults, but it doesn't throw them. 

In Louis Lambert, Balzac talks about 
the angel in man. It is this I remember 
pout childhood, this angel business. 
ап, ol cours 
Adults use the word apologeticall 
seems. They prefer to say “not guilty. 
We seldom used the word, but it was 


p: 


the sense of innocence. 
it 


(continued [rom page 120) 


evident in all we said and did that we re- 
garded ourselves as innocent, The crim- 
inals, or guilty ones, i ke, were our 
parents and teachers. They were the 
ones who loused things up. We were 
helpless against them, especially when 
they professed to love us. (Though we 
n't taken in by this love stull.) Most 
of us were brought up to the sound of 


ted of 


ding criminal. One doesn’t have to study 
sociology; just have a look around you. 
I there plain as daylight. 

pily, we had also with us the fools 
nd idiots, the half-wits and the down 
right cracked ones. They, too, enjoyed the 
freedom of the open street. The epilep- 
tics, which we also had, added an uncan 
ny and disturbing note. They would lic 
on the sidewalk, foaming at the mouth 
like mad dogs, twitching, squirming, ut- 
tering weird sounds, and we s 

around waiting until they са 
senses. The ambu! 
one's beck and call, a 
tors either, 
ny boy scouts. There were Sisters of 
Mercy, but to us they looked like birds of 
prey masquerading in chill piety. 

‘The priesis who paraded up and down 
the street we always accused of being tip- 
sy, which they often were. They put the 
fear of Christ in us with their nasty tem- 
per and their ugly paws, We gave them a 
wide berth whenever they passed our 
way. Behind their backs we made fun of 
them, largely because they looked vi- 
cious or foolish. Suddenly I ask myself if 
we were already confirmed atheists. I 
know there were some Catholics among 

5, but they displayed no more reverence 
. The best they could do was 
her! Yes, Ға- 
the ther" was out of 
ht you might hear another tune, some 
ng likc— "The old fare 

A remark like this would sometimes 
lead to a religious discussion. Remark- 
able observations were then dropped. For 
example . . - 

“IE Jesus is the Son of Cod, who, then, 
was his mother?” 

“Why, the Virgin Mary, you idiot!” 

“Who's she?" 

“Who's what?” 

“Holy Mary.” 

“You're а dirty Jew, that's what! 

Almost as edifying as the ecumenical 
debates, what! What we couldn't. get 
through our little heads was—how come 
a pretty girl would want to become a 
nun and wear those hideous garments? 
"Because she’s Catholic, that's why, 
someone would volunicer, And that was 
that. 

If there was one individual we really 
feared it was Crary George. George 
owned a horse and wagon with which he 


ways at 
nowadays. Nor doc- 
Ted. Neither were there 


ther!" Once 


made the rounds. In summer ће peddled 
vegetables and fruit; in winter he del 
ered coal and wood. What terrified us 
as his unpredictable behavior. To be 
n with, he w, . Driv 
ing slowly through the streets, he would 


lean forward in his seat and hurl 
bloodthirsty passages [rom the Bible at 
anyone shot. If his horse 


ped on the icy cobblestones, he would 
flog it unmercifully, not forgetting to 
draw on his beloved Bible for choice in- 
vecives that would € the poor 

mal's dkunnation. И we came wi 
ig distance of him, he would give us 
k or two with the horsewhip, which 
le us howl and scream like the de- 
иса. George had a way of laugl 
mirthless laugh, which sent chills up and 
down our backs. Our parents pretended 
то be sorry for him since he was ol 
ly off his rocker, but to us he 
much a crazy individu 


эз пог so 


slept in the stable beside his horse, which 
is why, perhaps, his grimaces seemed 
horsy to us as well as frightening. 1 c; 
because he was the first 
truly malevolent being 1 met. 

On reflect s period с 
hood had a 
the t 
а transitional period ng to adoles- 
cence, but something complete in itself 
d of a duration analogous to that of a 
geological epoch. As the primitive lin- 
ges оп despite all our efforts to annihi 
te him im one way or another, зо we 
lased—until our wings began to 
phy. And then, overnight it seemed, the 
wondrous world of magic in which we 
had our being gave way to the thread- 
kluser world in which we 
foundered and sank to the bouom or 
emerged like blazing monsters. 

Fortunately, this adult world of X-2 or 
cock-a-doodledoo was then only dimly 
perceptible. With us it was still just so 
much happy horseshit. М it snowed we 
made sliding ponds, fantastic ones a 
it was stifling hot we made 
ver and baptized ourselves with 
the delicious sewer water; if we were 
hungry we rifled the icebox and got a 
good belting for it afterward. When we 
had nothing beucr to do we enticed onc 
of our girlfriends w а cellar or hallway 
and for a penny or two we һай our ple: 
ure with her, such as it w: 

There were quiet. days, too, mostly 


Med child- 


when we were ill or confined to the 
house as punishment for some "unforgiv 
able crime.” The d. One of the 


strangest books 10 me was Stories from 
the Bible which some doting. aunt ha 
lifted from a department store. 1 can still 
see the infant Moses floating in a h 
mong the bulrushes. And Daniel in the 
ions’ den, not shittin’ in his pants, nor 
even scared, so it would seem. I could 
never figure out who thought up these 
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LETTER PERFECT 


miss december's direct-mail approach made her a choice christmas playmate 


FROM TIME TO TIME, Our continuing coast-to-coast quest for 
potential Piaymates is made casier by a pretty candidate 
who elects to expedite matters by mailing a sample snap- 
shot or two of herself to our editorial offices in Chicago. 
One such thoughtful miss, whose recent missive and lovely 
lingerie-clad likeness appeared in our September issue (Dear 
Playboy), was a blonde and blue-eyed beauty named Dinah 
Willis, who hails from Hobbs, New Mexico, and wrote 
asking us: “Is there any chance of a small-town girl who 
doesn't know any important professional photographers . . . 
becoming a Playmate?” A quick appraisal of Dinah's de- 
lightful face and form indicated that her chances were 
good enough to warrant our flying her to the Playboy Studio 
in Chicago, where our photographers were able to capture 
her essential gatefold glamor and provide us with a hearth- 
warming holiday Playmate. During the several days of test 
shooting and the ultimate posing as our Playmate of the 
Month for December, Dinah was a welcome guest at the 
Playboy Mansion, where friendly female staffers and the local 


Holiday Playmate candidate Dinah Willis arrives by jet at Chicago's 
cavernous O'Hare air terminal a few minutes earlier than ex- 
pected and is momentarily stunned by the size of her surroundings. 


Above, | to r: Magazine distaffer welcomes Dinah to the Windy City; 
then it's time for the future Miss December's first escolator ride ("It took 
me three tries to get on the thing"). Our none-too-steady New Mexico 


charmer finally makes her solo descent with a smile, arrives by company 
limousine at the Playboy Mansion, where her own private apartment owaits 


Shapka-crowned Dinah heads for Michigan Avenue shopping spree, finds Lincoln Park's snow-packed slopes а sledder's paradise 


contingent of cottontails who bunk in its Bunny Dorm helped make her Windy City su especially pleasant 
experience. “To tell the truth, Га never even been north of New Mexico," the tall (5787) 20-year-old told us in her 
charming drawl. "But everybody was so wonderful and took so much time to show me around town, that 1 felt 
right at home. Just having a chance to come to a big city like ago and meet such a great group of kids made 
the whole trip worth while, to say nothing of all that money I received for my Playmate photos.” 

A professional poodle breeder and clipper by trade ("My oldest toy, Teena Marie, was a regional champ 
last year"), and а spare-time scuba-diving enthusiast and pistol expert, the opulently endowed (87-23-36) Miss 
Willis has devoted most of her off-hours this past fall to her increasing interest in the field of underwater 
photography. “I've always been kind of 


nateur photo bug," says Dinah. "So when my mom bought me а 
Yashica 35-millimeter camera for my birthday last August, and а skindiving friend of mine helped me build а 
waterproof plexiglass housing for it, I really wanted to learn all 1 could about underwater camera techniques. 


Dinah puts her Flexible Flyer through o controlled drift; winds up suitably snowbound (“It hasn't snowed back home in years”). 


Nowadays, 1 spend most of my free weekends south of the border shooting stills т San. Carlos Bay, or talking 
shop with all the other amateur shutterbugs who come there to dive." Dinah's fe -home evenings are 
spent brushing up on her painting (“I stick to water colors most of the time, but Гус dabbled in everything 
from oils to toothpick sculpture"), listening to her collection of country-and-westei nk Williams is 
my ideal") and cooking Mexi dinners ("Outside of tacos and enc Im a total washout on the 
domestic scene"). Esche ny long-range plans for the present, Dinah is currently concentrating оп making 
enough profits from her e-clipping service to keep the family colfers from running low. / 
“With my father dead and my older brother, Keith, in the Army, I'm the only breadwinner in the family. 
Of course, my Playn earn enough to make 
ends meet for the next year or so. I'd like to travel a little before I settle down "There's not much for 
a young girl to do in my home town except get married, have babies and watch television—and I hate television!" 


e money will take care of any emergency, so all 1 have to do 
ума 


During а long-distence telephone call to her family, 
Christmas Playmate Dinah Willis comes smiling through а 
sudden swell of holiday homesickness. "1 promised myself 
I wouldn't be silly and bowl like а baby. | only called to 
say hello and tell them what o good time | was having. 
Arent women simply wacky?’ Wacky ond wonderful. 
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Our Unabashed Dictionary defines nudist 
сатр as а place where the peeling is mutual, 


A bachelor’s goose is seldom cooked in the 
kitchen. 


A young couple had been married in a large, 
expensive church ceremony, and they had 
finally reached the resort hotel where they 
were going to spend their honeymoon. The 
і s extremely tired and nervous after 
the tension of the day, and she launched into 
an impromptu criticism of large weddings, em- 
phasizing both the bother and the expense of 
irs. "It's ridiculous," she said finally. 
“Why, this wedding set my family back over 
five thousand dollars.” 
interrupted the groom, "if you'll 
just shut up and come to bed, I'll try to give 
you your money's worth!" 


At а suburban dinner party, a curvaceous 
blonde was the center of attraction. She stood 
in the middle of the room surrounded by al- 
most every male in the place. Finally, one 
ed to her husband and meowed, “I 
see what they see in her." 

‘I don't either," replied her husband as he 
started across the room. “I think ГИ take а 
closer look." 


Eighty-five-year-old Will Jones hobbled down 
to the local bar to have à cold one and shoot 
the breeze with his friends. Mr. Jones was the 
talk of the town, as he had recently married a 
beautiful 19-year-old girl. Several of the boys 
bought the old man a drin n effort to get 
him to tell of his wedding night, and sure 
enough, the old rascal fell right into the swing 
My youngest son carried me upstairs 
ified me onto the bed with my young 
the octogenarian recalled. “We spent 
the night together and the next morning my 
three other sons carried me off the bed." The 
small circle of men scratched their heads and 
asked the old boy why it took three of his sons to 
curry him off the matrimonial mattress when it 
wok only his youngest boy to put him om. 
Proudly, һе replied, ^I fought them!" 


А New York police captain was vacationing in 
Paris and decided to stop by the local sitreté 
office and spend the day acquainting himself 
with the latest in French crime-fighting tech- 
niques. After indulging in the usual amount of 
shoptalk with one of the French detectives as- 
signed to welcome visiting law-enforcement 
officials, the New York cop asked, "What 
would you say is the most successful technique 
by your country's police department?” 


“Well, monsieur" the Frenchman mused, 
ance we ‘ave ze saying 'Cherchez la 
T in English means "Find ze 


Not very impressed with this rather romantic 
bit of Gallic philosophizing, the New Yorker 
demanded, “Do you mean to sit there and 
tell me that you actually catch more crooks by 
merely chasing after women?” 

“Mais non, capitaine," came the reply. “But 
we ‘ave ze happiest police force in all of 
Europe.” 


B, 


Our Unabashed Dictionary defines latent ho- 
mosexuality as swishful thinking. 


We were not particularly surprised to leam 
recently that Democrats generally һаус more 
children than Republicans. After all, who ever 
heard of anyone enjoying a good piece ot 
elephant? 


Our Unabashed Dictionary defines sadist as a 
man who gives a paralytic friend a self-winding 
wrist watch. 


A pediatrician we know informs us that infants 
don't have nearly as much fun in infancy as 
adults have in adultery. 


Heard a good one lately? Send it on a postcard 
to Party Jokes Editor, PLAYBOY, 232 E. Ohio Si., 
Chicago, Ill, 60611, and earn $25 for each joke 
used. In case of duplicates, payment is made 
for first card received. Jokes cannot be returned. 


“Goodness, 1 feel just like an interoffice memo.” 
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Corporal Anna Annatevka nestled in the crook of Israel 
Bond's bronzed arm. “Im trembling,” she thought. “A 
man has made me tremble. And he is the man I must kill.” 


تت د ودا ہے ودورد دو 


parody By SOL WEINSTEIN 


two of secret agent israel bond’s most fearsome foes— general gregori bolshyeeyit of 
the dreaded russian kgb and his hired assassin, torquemada labonza, the man with the 
golden gums—join diabolical forces to rid the world of kosher counterspy oy oy seven 


"MY DEAR RABBI,” said the gash of a mouth under the thick, neatly trimmed mand 
ill-advised maneuver on your p 


in mustache. "A single 
rt and one squecze of this"—the Walther PPK Reuther automatic in the corded 


right hand dipped i 
where your sainted predecessors, Rabbis Hillel and Akiba, are doubtless waiting to engage you in some wcari- 
some polemic regarding а fine point of Mosaic law." 

There was no reply from the bearded patriarch three fect away [rom the cocked weapon, but the slightest of 
ics in the right eyelid did not escape the coldly proficient, Volga-blue eyes of Colonel К. Benyah Materi 


a mocking bow "will transport you instantly to some far-distant Talmudic academy 


owner 


of the professionally bored voice. Inwardly the stocky Russian scethed with exultation, an emotion betrayed by 
the pale pinkish tongue which licked that wet, woundlike gash of a то 
on the verge of pulling off a stunning counterespionage thrust for the KGB, Russia's intelligence appa 
or shame, Rabbi," the colonel bantered lightly ely you are a poor representative of Is 
hospitality. A ranking Soviet official interrupts his important daily routine to pay а co 
tion's esteemed housing exhibit and there is no solicitous hand to ргойег а cup of tea, a mouth-watering Israeli 


th in anticipation. For the colonel was 


tus. 


el's famed 


esy call upon your na- 


sweetmeat. Ah well, no matter,” the colonel sighed with resignation. “The scion of a Don Cossack learns early in 


ILLUSTRATIONS ВУ HY ROTH 


his life to be resourceful. I shall take my own гер 
dear Rabbi. Now, what would you suggest? The 
rool? Possibly a shutter? Or the door, that portal to 
Jewish learning and understanding? Yes, the doo 

Colonel Materi's left hand touched the door 
lovingly, then dug the nail of the index finger into 
its silvery exterior and with a quick, deft slash 
peeled away а gleami nch whorl. ‘The finger 
jabbed at the interior. There was a loud snap. With 
a gouging lunge, the entire left hand came away 
from the door with a jagged section of white-and- 
brown-flecked board. There was a crunch as the 
teeth of Colonel Materi closed upon it; the voice 
emitted a grunt ol satisfaction. 

“Tell me, dear Rabbi. Plain or egg?" 

Again there was no response. But the colonel 
had expected none. 
n, I should say, from my limited knowledge 
of the Judaic tradition. Is it all plain or is there 
perhaps some egg matzoh in the other sections of 
this wondrously constructed prefabricated ranch 
house of yours? Come, come, dear Rabbi. It is 
fruitless to delay or prevaricate further. The evi- 
dence in my hand and mouth should clearly indi- 
cate to you that Operation Matzohball is irrevocably 
blown. Not only is it blown, but I have bagged 
certainly the world’s most famous ghost in the 
bargain!” 


Four sentences delivered in a matter-of-fact tone, 
suggesting that the caller thought as little of betray- 
ing his country as he would of dispensing weather 
information, had lifted the veil from the master 
plan of M 33 and 1/3, secret-service network of 
Eretz Israel. The insistent voice had demanded to 
speak to Colonel Materi, refusing to divulge the 
nature of its business to any of his subordinates in 
Ше dull-brown three-story building on Ulita 
Ouspenskaya, the edifice talked about in furtive 
whispers by the average Russian in the street. With 
good reason: It was the headquarters of the dreaded 
KGB. 

Four sentences and the caller had clicked off, 
his caddish deed accomplished. 

Colonel Materi had stood mute for a moment, 
then allowed an unthinking “Bozheh moy! My 
God!” to escape from his trembling gash. And a 
tactful, “Who does not exist,” in the event his sec- 
retary, Sergeant Toma Treshkova, might note in 
her daily report that he had let slip a decadent 
religious expletive. 

The colonel started to play back the phone mes- 
sage he had taped. “Colonel Materi,” the caller had 
begun, “this is Rotten Roger Colfax with informa- 
tion of the most vital importance concerning a 
plot instigated against the Soviet Union by the 
State of Israel known by the code name ‘Operation 
Matzohball.’ The sample house assembled by Israel 
for display at the Moscow International Home 
Show in the Institute of Architecture is made en- 
tirely of matzoh, its exterior cloaked by a capi 
istic substance known as Reynolds Wrap so that you 
will be led to believe it is aluminum siding. It is the 
plan of M 33 and 1/3 to dismantle the house at the 
conclusion of the show this evening and disseminate 


Bond's cruelly handsome face was frozen into a mindless, ear- 
to-ear grin. From another world һе heard Dr. Nu intone: 
“Three minutes.” Now the jolly voice on the television 
screen said, “Let's bring on ош last contestant, Mrs. Ellie 
Hasson, our thalidomide-taking mother who fears that .. 2° 


Rabbi Morris Chair s right hand made a mercurial maneu- 
ver, whipping the yarmulke smartly toward its goal: a short, 


exciling marriage—clang!—of the steel-lined skullcap to its 
waiting, eager lover—the steel plate in the Russians head. 
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of the matzoh to key leaders of 
munities throughout th 
cach partide stamped with 


the Hebrew words “Take Heart; You Are 
Forgotten,” thus reviving the kinship 
between the Zionist nation and its breth- 
ren here. In addition, the man posing 
the spiritual advisor of the Israeli dele 


gation at the Home Show is no rabbi, 
but, in fact” 
The last words of the sentence were 


smothered by the deep bass of a lean, 
hawk-faced man in the uniform of a gen- 
eral who had poked his head into Ma- 
кегіз office. A general he was, General 
Gregori Bolshyecvit, commander of the 
Imernal Affairs Section of the External 
из Division of KGB. 

"Colonel Materi. A word, please.” 
“Da, Comrade General!" barked Ma- 
. leaping to auention. His stiffened 
d smashed the portion of skull above 
is right сус in a smart, punishing sa- 
face: an angry red 
flush crept over the bulledike bald hi 
He staggered for a second, clutched his 
desk to s 


permitting а grin to purse his thin, ascet- 
ic lips. The general knew quite well that 
there was a steel plate in Colonel Ma- 
ters head, the result of a terrible 
wound suffered on a dangerous mission 
behind the German lines in World War 
Two, when а tiny vial of nitroglycerir 
secreted in the sexual organs of a female 
Gestapo agent had gone olt during an 
exhaustive search by the colonel. Bol- 
shyecyit also knew that his deliberately 
frequent appearances (with the concomi. 
tant necessity for saluting) would someda 

cause the colonel to drive the plate into 
у vulnerable portion of his brain, de- 
ying himself on the spot. A con- 
fidential surgeon's report on Colonel 
Materi's monthly head X rays had ap- 
t precisely 100 more of 
ic salutes would achieve 


as our 
i secret. service 
ely named this amusing 


n. “How did 

"I know all things, Colonel," 
eral cut in brusquely. 
сіру the office I do.” 

“Comrade General" Colonel Materi 
Т should enjoy the 
privilege of smashing this Zionist plot 
myself. After all, the telephone call from 
this Rotten Roger СоНах, obviously a 
pseudonym used by a traitor in Isracl's 
M 33 and 1/3. came directly to me." 
Bolshyeeyit, 
dragging deeply on pensive Moth 
erol Pearlman cigareue holder. Materi 
oticed with surprise—and. satisfaction— 
t there was no cigarette іп 
lent, he thought. This superior of mine 


ор 


why Гос- 


is not infallible after all. I shall yet hold 
his job someday. 

General Bolshyecyit continued. “Now, 
Colonel Машей, you have my leave to 
crush this Zionist conspiracy. But take 
heed. If your informant, this Rotten 
Roger Colfax, is correct, the so-called 
rabbi may be an exceedingly difficult 
man to deal with. Have you men you 


said Materi. “I 
have sent for two very tough, capable 
olai Federenko and Alexci No- 
relco. They will accompany me and 
stand watch outside the Institute.” 
General Bolshyceyit’s brow wrinkled. 
Federenko I know of. An absolute 
brute and well fitted for this kind of 
work. I, however, am not acquainted 
with Norelco. You can vouch for him. 1 
truso” 

“He is from my homc province, Gen- 
eral. 1 have known him since he was a 
little shaver. Stupid, as all peasants are, 
of course, but. massively constructed and 
doglike in devotion. He would lay down 
his life for me.” 

I hope that will not be necessary," 

said the general, "Well, khorosho! In 
that case Г shall wish you a speedy con. 
clusion to this absurdly pathetic Israeli 
айай. Dobri noch, Colonel.” 
1 shall not fail you or KGB, Comrade 
L" the Materi gash twisted in 
fervor. And as though a jack-in- 
the-box touched by a spring, he leaped 
to his feet and once again brought that 
rigid hand to his brow in a rapier slash 
of a salute, exploding a white-hot ball of 
agony in his skull. He moaned aloud. 

‘Again General ВоҺһуссуй managed а 
straight face, That one must have taken 
а terrible toll of Materi's tortured tissue, 
he reckoned. “Ninety-nine, Colonel Ma- 
he said softly and, returning the 
strode off in his usual measured 


sheer 


step. 

Slowly, gingerly, Materi let his finger 
tips steal across his churning, р: 
head. It must be ignored, he told him- 


the colonel called out, 
atthe door. “Bring me the do: 
Hebrew spy," he snapped, scribbling a 
name on а pad ng it to her. 


Не pored over the folder of mate: 


pertaining to the Hebrew agent in qu 
tion. With an American-made Bic pen. 
which operated somewhat haphazardly 
on paper but was excellent for writing 
he underlined a Hebrew word, 
а word that meane the ti 
al symbol of the ancient faith 
worn about the neck by all observant 
Jews. It contained a portion of the sacred 
scrolls. 

But not this man's mezuzah! 

“This religious artifact,” he read from 
the dossier, “has been transmuted into 
a murderous device. By pressing the Star 
of David on its front a sharp needle is 


released upon whose tip be found 


called 
word Molochamovis is Biblical in origi 
Let the agents of our service beware. It 
means “The Angel of Death 
rom another folder, this one con 
ng various miscellaneous materials 
dealing with Jewish history, custo 
peculiarities, he removed the proe 
years Jewish calendar. He looked at h 
Russian calendar, matched it against the 
corresponding date on the Jewish one. 
“Ah . . . ha! he sid knowingly 
“According to this, the Pasover holida 
is a week away. Rouen Rogers data 
seems to fit im perfectly. Jt certainly 
would take а few days for counters i 
Moscow's Jewish community to ferry the 


matoh to their corcligionists in other 
cities. And the International Home 
Show does conclude this evening. WI 


innocent, natural thing for the Istae 
lis to do—dismande their sample house 
quite legitimately, then make arrange 
ments for transporting it to the airport 
by truck. Of course, there would be a 


terrible misfortune between the Insti 
tute and the airport. An accident, 
perhaps. Or a theft. And, alas, the pi 


fabricated house would disappear. 1 
cannot let such a thing come to pass.” 

He ruminated upon the cye-openi 
telephone call from Rouen Roger. An 
unbelievable pseudonym! What was the 
man's purpose? Money? He had no 
doubts that Israel's secret sei 

ng on the most insignificant of budgets, 
was underpaid. Yet, he had never before 
come across а case of defection concern 

ng M 33 and 1/3 personnel. A grudge, 

perhaps? Failure to be promoted? Then 
a negative thought occurred to him. 
Could this “traitor” be sending KGB on 
some wildgoose chase to obfuscate some 
even more sinister Israeli plot? 

Colonel Materi had been compelled to 
revise his opinion of Jewish determina 
tion and fortitude after reading the 
dosier of the Israeli operative whose 
snapshot lay in his hand. 

This man, Materi reminded himself, is 
bad business. He holds an Oy Oy num 
ber in M 33 and 1/3, which grants him a 
icense 10 Kill! 1 must exercise ultracan 
ion. To still his nerves, he pulled the 
cork from a bottle of kvass, kvenched his 
thirst kvickly and pressed the buzzer for 
ergeant Treshkova. 


"Send in Federenko and Norelco 
immediately." 
They entered, both dad in shabby 


black suis with bell-bouom trousers 
covered by dirty trench coats. Federenko 
was first, a tall, swaggerin 
man of about 45, an expert in К: 
judo, а ring 
relco, short, squat, with enormously mus- 
dled arms which, when applied in a bear 
hug, could crack an opponents ver- 
tebrae. “Now,” the colonel said, "we 

(continued on page 198) 


do and levio; then 


ИИС 
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roll by a waterway near С 


Sunny couple a 


Sardinia: |n old Sardinia did the Aga 
Khan a stately pleasure dome decree: In 
fact, he's invested $5,000,000 of an eventual 
$30,000,000 to build up the Costa Smeralda 


а of this rugged paradise into one of the 


grand resort arcas of Europe, with 40 hotels, 


7000 private villas, three polo fields and miles 


of matchless beaches. The Cala di Volpe, one 


of the world’s great luxury hotels, caters to 


the likes of England's Princess Margaret and 


free-lance photographer the Earl of Snowdon, 
If sopping up the Sardinian sun in the com- 
trek inland 


pany of celebrities should pall, 
and explore the ruins of the ancient Greeks, 


Romans and Phoenicians who discovered this 


island in the sun. There is superb hunting 
available among the hills which, thoughtfully, 
n well stocked with deer and wild 


have bi 


boar. The Emerald Coast has been bur 
nished to a high glos by loving hands to 


become the jewel of the Mediterranean, It 
is, an enraptured D. H. Lawrence once 
It lies outside the 


The perfect place 


said, "like nowhere elsi 


circuit of civilization. 
to get away from it all and still be with it. 


yuletide 
vacation 
upbeat and offbeat places for 


get-away-from-it-all year-end fun 


Norway: Skiing anytime in Norway is a 
part of the rich Norwegian heritage, but in 
midwinter, when there's an abundance of 
freshly fallen untracked snow, it's at its spar- 
Ming best. Nowhere in Norway are there 
better or more varied winter facilities than 
on the towering slopes of Mt. Hangur near 
Voss, the traditional site of the national 
championships. A four-minute cable-car ride 
and you are ready for your choice of dizzy 
descents 2200 feet down to this movieset 
mountain village. It will take you and your 


snow bunny a full day's skiing just to work 


oll the magnificent Norwegian meals served 


at the excellent hotels of V. 
ak! 
eggs, beef, ham and cold meats, almost end- 


‘oss. For a starter, 


br 


ast is a full smorgasbord of hot cereals, 


less varieties of herring, cheeses and steam- 
ing cofiee. At night, spirits brighten with a 
bracing sleigh ride through the winter eve, 
then а rousing gathering before a roaring 
fire for singing and dancing ЧИ dawn. 


A trainload of skiers pours into Voss to head for a run on towering Mt. Hangur. 


A warm fire and a round of song liven the night at the nearby Liland Hotel. 


Tah The wonder of this classic Pacific island is that Captain Bligh didn't jump ship, too, when the Bounty weighed 
anchor. The days are idyllic, with swimming, snorkeling and sunning: the nights are athrob with glamor. For the indolent 
weekend there's the remote Hotel Bali Hai. For excitement there's the Hotel Tahiti, where everyone on the island mects at 
five for gin and tonics to watch the sun set over Moorea. The cocktail hour lasts till nine, then it's time to dine on such exotic 
fare as fresh tuna marinated in lime and coconut milk. Then dancing and drinking at Quinn's bar, the prototype of every 
South Sea saloon, where the pliantly aggressive girls take it very much amiss if you won't join them for a lamuré, which 
makes the hula look like a мана. If you hear a soft whistle outside your bungalow window later that night, it’s probably just 
a comely Tahitian girl who wants to get to know you better. If that happens, let her come in. After all, Из а tradition. 


After an outrigger trip along Cook Bay, in Moorea, at left, our pleasured pair, below, is romantically bathed in a brilliant red sunset. 


For additional information about any of these vacation areas, write to Playboy Reader Service, 232 East Ohio St, Chicago, ШІ. 60611 
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CIRCLE OF SEX 


Hemingway, countless multitude 
of friends and relations, Interspersed are 
his own colored diagrams of cosmic prin- 
ciples and the rhythms of man’s history, 
and even the seven drawers of his tall 
inted with symbols of the 
en Planes of Being- 

‘Though Gavin has never becn able to 
convince me that astrology really works, 
the astrologer's passion for classifying 
people by the signs of the zodiac has giv- 
en him the fascinating notion that there 
may be 12 sexual types rather than two. 
Not just mommas and poppas, and out 
side these a disorderly mess of perverts 
and neurotics, but a rational spectrum of 
sexual variations arranged in the form of 
a clock, which Gavi led the Cir- 
ce of Sex. 
with the sympathetic advice of such great 
sexologists as Havelock Ellis, Magnus 
Hirschfeld апа Alfred. Kinsey 

People always seem to be fascinated һу 
methods of classifying themselves: not 
only by their zodiacal signs or the often 
vicious one-upmanship games of social 
class and status, but also by the psycho 
logical and physiological type systems in- 
vented by such as C. G. Jung and W. H. 
Sheldon. Jung devised the system of 
grouping people into introverts and extro- 
verts, adding the subclasses of thinking. 
feel itive and sensation types 
ized by Aldous Huxley) 
classified us according to Цисе tempera: 
ments—cerebrotonic (brainy), somatoton- 
ic (athletic) and visccrotonic (luxurious), 
and also according to three body types— 
ectomorphs (tall and skinny), mesomorphs 
(tough and stocky) and endomorphs (the 
fat slobs). But Gavin Arthur's classifica- 
n of sexual types is much more com- 
plex and sophisticated, though 1 am 
going to describe it in a way that is 
much simplified for brevity, and slightly 
changed to fit my own prejudices. For 
the Circle of Sex takes on a subtly al- 
tered appearance according to one’s own 
position on the dial. ‘There just isn’t any 
way of being perfectly objective about it 

‘The central axis of the sexual clock is 
12 opposite 6, and at 12 stands а m. 
called Darby, and at 6 a lady called Joan 
(The names come from a ballad, The 
Happy Old Couple, attributed to John 
Woodfall or Matthew Prior). Darby and 
Joan are monogamously married, ordi 
narily have children and manage to 
muddle through more or less harmoni 
ly in approximation of our civilization's 
proclaimed sexual ideal, which asumes 
that every mature and sane person ought 
to be a father or а mother, and should be 
able to form a permanent love relation- 
ship with a person of the opposite sex 

But the human community depends 
upon certain kinds of people for service 
that are most difficult to combine with 
being of a harmonious 


nd 


and which was worked out 


(continued from page 135) 


family. Doctors, nurses, priests, merchant 
seamen, traveling salesmen, airline pi- 
lois and career women have one hell of a 
time trying to be good fathers or moth- 
ers. Furthermore, artists, writers, scien- 
tists, scholars and many businessmen 
must, to be effective, be so deeply in love 
with thcir work that thcir work becomes 
а uly threatening rival to their wives 
Yet we penalize these highly valuable 
rvants of the community by ng 
that if they w relationship 
ей on the Darby-and. Joan 
mous, heterosexual m 
‚ As of today, however, the laws of 
the United States allow—if you can afford 
the cost and trouble—a scheme of stag- 
gered polygamy: several wives if you will 
ke them one at a time. Most of us 
il utterly to see that the Darbyand- 
arrangement is a special vocation, a 
way of life for which not all of us are 
fitted, just as not all of us are cut out to 
be physicians or lawyers or professors 
"The population problem alone requ 
immediate recognition of this fact, 
simple s and consideration 
should restrain us from trying to force 
every human being into this crude, clum- 
li her Гог classific 
xual typcs—not forgetting that foi 
certain individuals the Darbyand-Joan 
scene is ideal. 

Consider. next. the total opposite of 
this standard and supposedly "normal" 
aship—thc 9-3 axis on our clock. 
a lady called Sappho, and at 3 a 
n called Dorian. Sappho 
(named after the ancient Greek poetess 
of Lesbos) looks feminine, dresses like a 
"truc woman," but loves the feminine 
world so much that she is uncomfortable 
physical contact with men, though she 
may enjoy their intellectual and social 
companionship. Indeed, she may enjoy it 
so much that а heterosexual male may 
fall head over heels in love with her—to 
his utter bewilderment and frustrati 
For Sappho loves the caresses of women 
—their lingering gentleness and their in 
nate understanding ow a 
wants to be loved. For her taste, most 
men are crude, insensitive, in too much 
of a hurry, and ignorant of the astonish- 
ing instrument of pleasure which is the 
female nervous syste 

Dorian, at 3 o'clock, is her natural op- 
posite, and is named after the Greck 
tribe of Dori. iced and ad. 
le in ap 
pearance, but doesn't trust the world of 
women. He feels that, sexually, women 
are traps. They have, as it were, teeth in 
the va re out to get you and 
Че you down in exchange for sexual fa- 
vors that men will give with no mari- 
tal strings attached. Thus Dorian loves 
the male world as Sappho loves the fe- 


5 


of 


wor 


male world. Like Sappho, he can have 
deep friendships with the opposite sex. 
but when it comes to intimate physical 
contact, he feels diat only men really un 
derstand what men want, and often he 
has a preference. Гог extremely mascu- 
linclooking men. 

Both Sappho and Dos how. 
ever, on the way to "becoming" the oppo 
site sex by virtue of their love for their 
own. Homosexuals have begun 10 grow 
female souls in male bodies, and vice ver 
а, and this bisexuality gives them pecul- 
and often most valuable talents 
n, for example, not only loves men 


are, 


Da 
but also understands women much beer 
than Darby. 1 
from family responsit 
him to be a supcrb phys psy 
chiatrist, painter or poet, for—in our cul- 
ture—the "regularguy" Darby type is 
terrified of admitting to fine or subtle 

might cast doubts upon 
ty When Darby gets to the 


the Circle 
is clockwise: "There is a tend. 
ency for the 93 axis to rotate into the 10 
4 position. The idea is not necessarily 
‘clock individual is on the way 
to becoming a 4-o'clock type, but that the 
two types follow cach other in the sam 
logical way that summer follows spring, 
or that orange follows red in the spe 
trum. Sappho and Dorian are what I 
с t0 call “аитпа humuses 
uals, There are untold millions of them, 
but they зу to recognize by owt- 
1d appearance or mannerisms. It 
identally. quite beyond the scope of 
article to go into religious or psychi 
guments for or against homosex: 
lity. The point. is simply to show that 
it has a logical, orderly place in a scheme 
of sexual. variations. 

The obviously recognizable homosex- 
ual is the very masculine woman ас 10. 
known as a Dyke, and the very effemi 
nate man at 4, known аз а Quean. These 
arc the sexual types most despised in our 
culture, and though the origin of the 
word Dyke (sometimes Bull-Dyke) is ob 
scure, the dictionaries define Qu а 
jade, wench or slut,” used as а supremely 
ulting term for a male. The Dyke, like 


Gertrude Sicin, often wears cropped 
һай, tweeds, shirt and necktie, 
with a stride, and perhaps smokes ciga 


Sexual relations with a male are quite 
repulsive to her, for she adores women 
and wants to be more and more of a n 
to them, If she could be changed surgi 
cally. as is sometimes possible with the 
Quean, she would happily cross the 
borde) 

The Оше: 


too, is often a transvestite 
and likes to wear feminine clothes. but of 
the smart rather than the frilly kind. Yet, 
as we shall see, by no means all transves 
tites Dykes or Queans. Like his 
(continued on page 294) 
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the bir thday par ty he was still reeling under the kaleidoscopic 
daze of office bash, holiday mood and his own sharp sense of time rushing past . . . 


fiction By EVAN HUNTER ик was still very 
toxicated when the pilot or the copilot, or whoever 
it was, made the announcement, His head rolled over to 
опе side, and he gazed through the window just level 
with his right shoulder and down to the ground below, 
where he could see beginning pin points of light in the 
distance, He was wondering what it way the loudspeaker 
had announced, when a blonde stewardess came up the 
aisle and paused and smiled. “Would you please fasten 
your seat belt, sir?” she 
would be happy to 
at her, and then began looking for the scat belt, lifting 
his behind and reaching under him to pull it free, and 
then fumbling very hard to fasten it, while the blonde 
stewardess stood patiently smiling in the aisle. 

“Мау I help you, sir?” she asked. 

“Please.” he said. 

She ducked her head a litle as she moved toward him 
past the empty aisle seat. Smiling, standing balanced 
just a bit to his left, she caught up both ends of the scat 
belt and was clasping them together when he lightly 
amd impishly ran his right hand up the inside of her 
leg. She did not jump or scream or anything. She just 
continued fastening the seat belt, with the smile still on 
her face, and then she backed away imo the aisle aga 
saying, “There you are, sir.” 

He was enormously surprised. He thought, Now that 
is poise, that is what I really call poise, and then he 
wondered whether there possibly hadn't been a short 
circuit from his brain to his hand, causing the brain 
command to be issued but not executed. In which case, 
nothing at all had happened and the girl's tremen- 
dously impressive icy poise and aloofness, her ability to 
remain a staid and comforting mother image in the face 
of danger was really nothing to marvel at, boy am 1 
drunk, he thought. 

He could not imagine how he had got so drunk, since 
he absolutely knew for a concrete fact that it was an 
ironbound rule of airline companies the world over 
never to serve апу of their passengers more than two 
drinks of whiskey. He suspected, however, that he had 
been drinking а stupefying amount of booze long Бе- 
fore he'd boarded the plane, though he couldn't quite 
remember all of it too clearly at the moment, especially 
since everything seemed to begin spinning all at once, 
the lights below springing up to his window in startling 
red and green and white proximity, Oh mother, we arc 
going to crash, he thought. 

He recognized at once, and to his enormous relief, 
that the plane was only banking for a turn on its ap- 
proach to an airport, probably New York, though he 
could not remember ever seeing lights like these on the 
pproach to New York, scattered for miles, spilled bro- 
kenly across the landscape. Oh, that was a beautiful sight 


down there, he wished he knew where the hell he was. 

The poised young blonde stewardess opened the 
folding door between sections, and then walked briskly 
forward again, preparatory to taking her own seat and 
fastening her own belt. She was carrying a blanket or 
something. they always seemed to be tidying up an 
airplane just before it landed. He said, "Miss?" and 
when she stopped he noticed tha 
“Miss, where are we? W. 


she Кері her distance. 


com 


g down someplace, 


“Well, where аге we coming down?" he asked. 

"Los Angeles," she said. 

“Oh, good," “I've never 
Angeles before.” He paused, and then smiled. 

Yes, what is it? Гуе got to take a seat." 

“I know. I just wanted to ask you something. Did 1 
put my hand under your skirt?” 

“Yes, you did.” 

“Just a little while ago?" 

“Yes.” 

“Thank you,” he said. 

"Is that all?” 

“Yes, thank you." 

The stewardess smiled. “All right,” she said. She 
started up the aisle п, stopped, turned back, leaned 
over and whispered, “Your hands are cold.” 

“Thank you,” he said. 

“АП right,” she answered, and smiled, and left. 

He pressed his forehead to the glass and watched the 
lights drawing closer and closer. He could see moving 
automobiles below now, and neon signs, and trafic 
signals blinking on and off, the Lionel train set his 
father had bought him for Christmas long ago, toy 
houses pufing smoke, reach down like God and lift the 
little automobiles, the movie with Roland Young where 
the huge pointing finger of God came down over his 
head. There was speed suddenly, a sense of blinding 
speed as the ground moved up and the airport buildings 
flashed by in a dizzying blur. He felt the vibration from 
the wheels when they touched 

I's all over, he thought. 

"We have just landed at Los Angeles Intern 
Airport,” a voice said, He knew for sure 


been to Los 
Mi: 


he answered 


ional 
wasn't the 


pilot this time, unless they allowed women t0 fly jet 


aircrafts, aircraft. “The local time is six forty-five P.M., 
and the temperature venty-eight degrees. May we 
ask you to please remain seated until we have taxied to 
the terminal building and our engines have stopped? I 
has been our pl 


ure to serve you, and we hope you 
will be flying with us again in the future. Thank 
ye d Merry Christmas.” 

"Thank you," he said aloud, “and a Merry Christmas 
to you, t00.” He immediately unfastened his seat belt 


. . . now he found himself a continent away from home and ready for who-knows-what? 


and rose to take his coat from the rack overhead. The 
stewardess’ voice came over the loudspeaker in gentle 
warning. "Ladies and gentlemen, please remain seated 
until the aircraft has taxied to a stop. Thank you." 

“Thank you," he said again, “you forgot to say Merry 
Christmas.” He did not bother to sit, because he hgured 
the aircraft must surely have taxied to a stop by now, 
although he could still hear engines. He was putting on 
his coat when the blonde stewardess came up the aisle to 
him, “Sir,” she said, “would you please remain seated 
until we have taxied and stopped?” 

“Certainly,” he said, but he did not sit. 


“Sir, we'd appreciate iı” 
“You are the most poised young lady I ever met in my 
life,” he said. 


“Thank you, but——” 

“Are you Swedish?” 

“No, sir, I——" 

"We have a girl in our office from Sweden, she's very 
poised, too. At the Christmas party today, she jumped 
out the window.” 

“She what?" the stewardess said. “She jumped out the 
window?” 

“No. OF course not! She jumped off the window. Off 
it. The sill.” 

“Oh,” the stewardess said. 

"What's your name?" he asked her. 

"Miss Radley.” 

“That doesn't sound Swedish at all," he said. “Му 
name is Arthur. Everyone calls me Doc.” 

"Are you а doctor?" 

“No, I'm an art director, but everyone calls me Doc. 
What did you say your name was?” 

“Miss Radley. Iris Radley.” 

“That is some funny name for a Swedish girl,” he said. 

"Why do they call you Doc?" she asked. 

"Because 1 wear eyeglasses.” 

“Well, Doc,” she said, “you've successfully remained 
standing all the while we taxied.” 

“Thank you,” he said. 

“Have a nice time in Los Angeles.” 

“1 will. I've never been here before.” 

“It’s a nice city." 

"I'm sure it's a beautiful city. It has beautiful lights." 

“Do you know where the baggage area is?" she asked, 
concerned. They were walking forward now, toward the 
exit. His overcoat felt very bulky all at once. 

“No,” he said, “where is the baggage area?” 

“Have you got your claim tickets?” 

"No," he said. 

“Oh, dear, did you lose them?” 

"No. As a matter of fact, 1 don't have any baggage. 
I'm traveling light. Well," he said, turning to the exit 
and peering through it down the steps and beyond to 
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the terminal building, “Los Angeles.” He extended his 
hand. “Goodbye, Miss Radley, and Merry Christmas.” 

“Merry Christmas,” she said. 

He went down the steps. 

He knew at once that he had done the right thing. 
The air was balmy, it touched his cheeks, it kissed his 
face, it riflled his hair. He took off his coat, oh, he had 
done the right thing, he had most certainly done the 
right thing, Tough it was unimaginable to even imag- 
ine having done the wrong thing alter so many ¢ 
and kissing Trudy in MacLeish's darkened office. It 
impossible to imagine having made the wrong decision, 
not after feting old Mr. Benjamin of Benjamin Lug- 
gage, and racing out of the building with whoever the 
hell those girls were from Accounting, her hand so 
warm and moist in his pocket, the air crisp, church bells 
bonging, bonging someplace, Salvation Army virgins 
playing horns and drums. Oh, what a city at Christmas, 
what a New York, how could anything be wrong, 
everything had to Бе right, right, right. They talked an 
off-duty cabdriver into taking them out to Kennedy 
Airport. The cabby was anxious to get home, “too much 
goddamn traffic in this goddamn city,” but he slipped 
him a fin even before they opened the door. and sud- 
denly there was no more traffic in the city, suddenly 
everything was Christmas Eve again and church bells 
were bonging joy to the world. 

“Where to, Mac?” 

“A good hotel,” he said. 

“Lots of good hotels in Los Angeles.” 

“Like what?” 

“You want the city, or Beverly Hills, or what?” 

“Beverly Hills,” he said. “Why not?” 

“Which one in Beverly Hills?" 

“The best one.” 

“They're all good.” 

“There is only one best one.” 

The cabdriver set the car in motion. “You want the 
Beverly Hills?” 

"I already told you I wanted the Beverly Hills.” 

"I meant the Beverly Hills Hotel." 

"OK, why noi?" 

"You in the movie racket?" 

"No, I am in the advertising game,” 

“What do you advertise?” 

“Benjamin Luggage,” he said. “Among other fine 
products,” 

"Never heard of it.” 

“Well, I never heard of the Beverly Hills Hotel.” 

“They're crying" the cabdriver answered, and 
stepped on the gas. 

“This looks like Long Island,” Arthur said. 

"It ain't," the cabby replied. 

"It sure looks like it. What are all these hotdog 


he said. 
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stands for? What do you do out here, 
cat hot dogs all the time 


hat's right, we eat hot dogs all the 


time,” the cabby said. 
“Т T thought,” Arthur an- 
swered. "Boy, what a city. И looks like 


Long Island.” 


nat Airport was, you had to re 
member not to Idlewild anymore 
because that would automatically date 
you as being 41 years old, that was 
going on 47 imminently. 
y was 19, she wore candystriped 


id a short suede skirt. and 
sed her іп MacLeish's. office. 
She d said, "Why, Mr. Pitt. how 


but he had kept right on kissing 
she, too, back. The girls from 
, and Arthur, and. Benjamin 
had made the plane im plenty of time, 
the cabby was that anxious to show his 
Christmas spirit after the fivespot tip, 
had to get old Benjamin Baggage, excuse 
me, Benjamin Luggage, onto that Chica- 
go plane or else Lake Michigan would 
drift out to sea or something. They stole 
a plaque from one of the airline count- 
crs, it said, мк. scnuLTz, and they gave 
it to Benjamin as a keepsake. The Chica- 
go plane took off in a roar of screaming 
jets Arthur and the two girls from Ac- 
counting stood on the observation deck 
and watched as it soared almost vertical- 
ly into the sky and then vanished into 
the clouds. He had an arm around each 
girl. They were all very drunk, and the 
girls sighed when the plane disappeared. 

“Tomorrow is my birthday," he said to 
the redhead, 
Happy birthday, 

“I only get one present,” Arthur said, 
"because they fall on the same day. My 
birthday and Christmas. I mean, I get a 
lot of presents, but only once. We only 
celebrate once, do you know what I 
mean?” 

“No, Т don't," the redhead said, “but 
you're very cute. Do you know what he 
means, Phylli: 

Phyllis said, "No, I don't know whi 
he means, gee | miss Mr. Benja 

"Listen, 1 have an idea,” Arthur said. 
"Lets go to Chicago." 

‘Why not?” the redhead said. 
Listen, what's your na he asked. 


she said, 


what do you say?” 
OK, why not?” Rese said. "But first 
let's have another drink.” 

“Boy, will he be surprised," Phyllis 
said, and giggled. 
‘OK, so lets go." Arthur said, but he 
knew even then they would not go to 
Chicago. He knew at once that they 
would all have another drink, and thea 
the girls would start reconsidering and 


remembering that it was Chrisumas Eve 
and they should be getting home to fami- 
ly and dear ones, and after all, Benjamin 
asn't expecting them, and did anyone 
even know where he lived, and how long 
would it take them to get to Chicago, 
and all the rationalizing crap that people 
always came up with when something ex- 
citing or adventurous was proposed, He 
ew they would back out, and he wasn't. 
all surprised when they asked him to 
get a taxi Гог them. 

Well, tomorrow is my birthday, he 
thought, standing just outside the termi- 
nal building and watching their taxi 
move into the distance. Well, happy 
birthday, old Doc, time to go home to 
the family and dear ones, the loved ones, 
time to go home. Nobody ever wants to 
go anywhere anymore, boy, what a 
bunch of party poops. He looked at his 
watch, but couldn't read the gold numer- 
als on the dial, because it was late after- 
noon, h that curiously flat winter 
light that causes whites to become whiter 
and gold to blend indefinably into them, 
and besides he was drunk. Не went back 
into the terminal to look at the big clock 
over the counter, and he saw that it was 
20 minutes to four, well what the hell, 
he thought, home James. home to Merry 
Christmas and such, boy, nobody ever 
wants to go anywhere anymore, boy, 
what a drag. He heard them calling a 
flight, and he walked over to the counter 
and said, "Excuse me, Captain, but what 
füght was that you just called?" 

“The fouroclock flight to Los 
Angeles,” the captain answered, though 
Arthur knew he wasn't a captain at all, 
he was just making him feel good. 

"I've never been to Los Angeles,” he 
said. 

“No?” the captain answered politely. 

“No. How much does it cost?” 

“How much does what cost?" 

“A ticket to Los Angeles, that's the City 
of Angels, did you know thaw” 

“That’s right, so it is. First-class, sir?” 
stclass, of course.’ 

“First-class round trip to Los Angeles 
is threctwenty-one eighty. Plus tax.” 

“How much is the tax?” 

ix teen-oh-nine, sir. 
"That sounds very reasonable. Will 
you take a check?" 

>" 
For the flight you just called. I have 
identification, if that's what's troubling. 


. I don't even 
know if there's room on that flight, sir. 
Chri is our busiest 

don't need a room, just a 
Heh-heh, he thought, how'd you like 
that опе, sonny? 

“Well, Га have to... 
5, well go ahead and do it. You said 
it leaves at four, didn't you?” 

Are you serious, sir? Do you really 
want me to... 2 
;rtainly, Em serious. Of course, I'm 


serious. Nobody the hell goes anyplace 
anymore!" 

He knew he would not go through 
with it, he was just having a litle fun 
with the what the hell, tomorrow 
was his birthday. He knew he would not 
do it, because old Arthur Doc Pitt simply 
didn't do things like that, flying away 
from home and hearth on Christmas Eve, 
what would Jenny say? Jenny would take 
a fit, that’s what Jenny would sa 
besides, this really had nothing wh: 
to do with Jenny or anyone else. It had 
only to do with old Doc Pitt, who knew 
he could never never never do something 
like this, the ic way he could not th 
time in Buffalo when the man sitting in 
the lobby had asked him if he would like 
to spend the night with а burlesq 
queen, or was it even a burlesque quee 
that part may have been just i 
tion. In any case, he could not do it then, 
and he would not do it now, but there 
was no harm in having a little fun with 
the good captain here, hanging up the 
phone now, and putting on a bright, 
smiling, cheerful airlines face. 

“Well, you certainly are lucky, sir," he 
said. “There’ve been some cancellations 
in the first-class section.” 

Yeah, well I was only kidding, Arthur 
thought. 

Something started inside him. He 
knew it was the alcohol, he knew he had 
had absolutely too much to drink. He 
knew it was kissing Trudy іп Mac 
Leish's office and putting his hand under 
the short suede skirt, the candystriped 
stockings went clear up over her ass 
he knew it was that, 19 years old, 
Trudy. Hc knew it was the wild ride to 
the airport with the two girls from Ас 
counting, and the soaring disappearance 
of Benjamin's plane into the clouds, the 
sudden desperate knowledge that the 
party was going to end without ever hav- 
ing begum. He knew it was all that, but 
he suspected it was something more as 
well, and so he allowed the excitement to 
grow inside him, teasing himself, saying 
to himself, Go ahead, do it, go ahead, why 
don't you? and then soberly regarding 
himself through his eyeglasses, Don't be 
ridiculous. and then looking at the сар 
tain's expectant face and thinking the 
thing to do was reach into his pocket 
slap his checkbook and his driver's li 
cense on the counter and write that god- 
damn check, he had always wanted to do 
things like that. Тһе capi 
ing, and the excitement was ri 
Arthur, something that started down in 
his groin for which he blamed Trudy in 
MacLeish’s office with her suede litle 
ass, and climbing up into his chest and 
his throat and then suddenly leaping 
into his fingertips which positivel 
twitched with the need to reach into his 
pocket and slap his checkbook onto the 
countertop, You like that Rolls Royce, 
kid? It’s yours. 


(continued on page 246) 
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a scientific blueprint, space-agencywise, for the implementation 
of a vehicle to orbit santa for his annual yuletide touchdown 


humor By JACOB HAY гок тик rast couple of years, various writing assignments have required me to pore over such mag- 
azines as Missiles and Rockets, Aviation Week and the like, mostly without understanding a word of what 1 was reading. In most 
similar situations—say, an enforced reading of Boys’ Life or Christian Herald —I would simply have quit, but instead 1 became an 
addict of the prose of modern scientific journalism. The stuft is pure opiate. And the other evening I fell to pondering how Missiles 
and Rockets might have dealt with the Santa Claus situation if Christmas had been invented last year. 

I think it might have been played something like this: Washington, D. C., December 23—In a joint announcement. today, 
the U.S. Bureau of Glad Tidings (BUGLAD) and Iowa Tech's Advanced Systems Laboratory (ASL) disclosed delivery, prior to tar 
це date announced іп FY '64, of the first man-rated, recoverable, suborbital, hypersonic launch vehicle and capsule with true 
logistic capability. 

Developed by ASL under BUGLAD Contract No. 1, let last year under NASA authorization, the new vehicle-capsule combi. 
nation is designed with a minimum of man-machine interfaces, restricted almost entirely to the manualoptical guidance system 
employing a flexible loop mode to correct for pitch, roll and yaw. Additionally, there is a capability for repeated land landings, 
with concomitant propulsion restarting. The BUGLAD operational requirement for safe stowage and handling under arctic 
ronmental prelaunch conditions has been fully met, and shelf life has been extended to 365 days. Systems readiness tests are 
entirely visual 

The project was first given the code name SANTA (Suborbital Advanced Nonnuclear Transport Applications), which was 
changed to CLAUS (Coordinated Logistical Applications Utility System), which was again changed to SLEIGH (Suborbital 
Logistical Engine-Integrated Gadget Hauler). 

ASL interest in SLEIGH was initiated by a Bureau request for proposals from qualified research organizations for develop- 
ment of а practical transporter for recreation-activator devices on a crash basis to meet a December 1965 launch date. At ASI 
specialized group began feasibility studies, Aight parameters were quantized, and the resulting systems concept proposed and ap 
proved on January 1, 1964. Overall technical direction was assigned ASL, with Passaic General Buggy Works as prime contractor 
for the capsule, Philadelphia Zoological Society as prime contractor, propulsio 

From the beginning, the XRADT-1 (Experimental Recreation-Activator Device Transporter) represented a quantum jump in 
design thinking, since it was early decided that existing propulsion systems were inadequate to the requirement. Studies at the Uni 
dicated that subminiaturized Cervus-Elaphus 
propulsion units might offer an order of magnitude improvement in the area, despite their use of nonstorable fuels and the fact 
that none had ever been flighttested. Wind-tunncl testing of these units, using nonexotic fuels, principally Medicago sativa and 
hes following initial liftoff, was the 
ing sextuple thrust throughout boost- 


balanced mixture, were favorable. Pay load weight, which constantly dimir 


the final decision to utilize six of these units in three dual clusters, employ 
єт and sustainer stages, with all stages activated nonhypergolically on verbal command. 

In this configuration, the launch vehicle is required to be forward of the command module. This posed numerous aerodynamic 
problems before successful solutions were reached, following achievement of bang-bang roll stabilization by means of the Cervus- 
Elaphus tail surfaces (SCUT system). Severe sonic vibrations were encountered in early test flights, (concluded on page 249) 


actor 


173 


A тисе розн LADY I know once said: "Don't pick up that log, you'll get NOTHING WORKS 


raptured.” Another time she зан "he trouble is the girl has got a crash 
on you." Jt seems to me that everything I lift raptures me, and the whole AND 
world has a crash on me. For instance: NOBODY CARES 

There is а soft-drink machine that still owes me ten cents for a truant 
Seven-Up. In airports, five-cent Life Savers cost six cents. My knife sharpener 
completely chewed up a knife. My ice-crushing machine hurled some crushed 
ice at me and then quit cold, sobbing from exhaustion. Three phonographs 
are all raptured simultaneously. One refrigerator, kaput. There are no taxi- 
cabs until 10 л.м., and nonc at all at 4:30 p.m. 


in which the renowned 
big-game hunter and author, 

Searles in the face of 
lions both wild and literary, 


I got mildly rich once and bought a hand-wrought English auto. The concedes total frustration 
tin ashtrays fall out of a car so special that you allegedly can only hear the with the misnamed 
dashboard clock tick. You can't hear my clock tick. It doesn’t work, and conveniences of modern life 


neither does the cigarette lighter. 

During the same period of affluence, I acquired a castle in Spain. The 
rain in Spain falls mainly on my brain, because the roof is porous. I caused 
to be built a garage, large enough to kennel a whelp of the old Graf Zeppe- 
lin. They constructed the roof of some sort of acid-bearing concrete, and so 
1 was confronted with the following unusual dialog to a slave: 

“Alan, hurry! Take the car өші of the garage! It’s raining again!" 

Cost of paint job from acid burns: £400 and a long trip from Spain to 
London. Duration of inactivity on part of car: six weeks. But everybody said 
I looked real cute on the cook's bicycle. 

Nothing works in my Spanish house, but then nothing works in my 
London digs, just as nothing ever worked in my New York apartment. The 
cesspool used to overfiow in my boyhood home in North Carolina. It still 
overflows in Spain. In London the plumbing merely jams. And overflows. 
Gravity, old boy. The hot-water system, at this writing, has just drowned the 
cookstove, and the kitchen is full of strangers with pickaxes. The cook just 
had a hysterectomy, and she can't work anymore, сусп if the stove did work. 
This includes this typewriter, which is punching holes with the “о” key again. 

I bear scars on wrist and soul from being chewed by a lcopard who 
would have been dead if my gun's ammunition had fulfilled its basic pur- 
pose. But we picked the buckshot out of the cat's hide like currants from 
a bun. I choked the leopard to death with the shotgun, which doesn't work 
anymore, and then went off to hospital for six weeks. The hospital didn't 
work, either. The night nurse, whose name was either Jessie Juke or Katie 
Kallikak, stabbed me in the sciatic nerve with an injection of purest arsenic. 
I went into the hospital with my arm in a sling, and just you guess what was 
in a sling when I came ош... But nobody cares. 
line ashtray, although the plane 
ine stewardesses run out of ice 

and whiskey and service when you need a final belt to cushion the last plunge 

into a mountain range. They are making mountains higher than they used 
to... But nobody cares. 

They ripped the guts out of Fifth Avenue at the peak of the influx of 
yuks to the World's Fair. I suppose it is because Fifth Avenue doesn't work 
anymore. The only thing I know of that really works anymore is Consoli- 
dated Edison, which is always busy digging craters sccking Judge Crater in 
the city streets because the new cancer complex of hideous buildings isn’t 
getting enough electricity. 

Let us assault the telephone system before we peruse the broader aspect of 
that commodity Ben Franklin trapped in a precursor to the Coca-Cola bottle 

Bell Telephone has a double-truck slick-magazine advertisement in 
favor of the Data-Phone. It headlines: “WHAT CAN DATA-PHONE DO FOR YOU?” 
as the grabber. Then it answers its own question: "It can transmit your busi- 
ness data over telephone lines at 100 to 2700 words per minute, at regular 
phone-call rates. Combine it with your present telephone service and you 

174 have fully integrated information handling that will help you improve By ROBERT RUARK 


Nobody ever successfully operated an 
might cost a hundred million dollars. АН 
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customer relations, reduce paperwork, 
keep costs in line, and make de 
what is today, not what was yesterd: 

This, of course, is provided you get 
the right number, and not some 
recording which says: “The number you 
have just dialed ii" Or, mayhap, on 
Long Distance, after you have offered up 
an area code, you get Philadelphi 
stead of Phoenix, and a surly operator 
finally comes оп to say: "What city are 
you dialing?” 

One of the most successful film pro- 
ducers in the world lives in the flat 
above me in London. We have the same 
telephone exchange, Grosvenor, and this 
flat is in Park Lane. I cannot get Mr. 
Cubby Broccoli on the telephone, not 
even with the aid of his secret age 
ames Bond, although I can hear his chil- 
dren killing each other through the air 
vent in my bath. And just the other day 
Cubby's automatic washing machine went 
raving mad and produced a waterfall 
guess what, roared through my 
best antique chandelier. Good old 007 
couldn't fix that either. Іп my London 
dwelling, the concierge’s name is Doctor 
No. 

We have changed from operators to 
the dial system in my part of Spain. So 
for three months now 1 have had no 
phone service, even though I had to sign 
a notarized contract for the switchover. 
Of course, in the old human-operato 
days, the phone didn't work very well 
either. When you wanted a number you 
sent somebody to Palamós to wake up 
the operator. Now I send the cook to re- 
lay a message to my secretary. He lives a 
block away. 

Тһе Bell ad says, іп part: 
institution uses Data-Phone service to 
connect all teller windows with a Cen- 
tral Computer. Tellers can check and 
pdate accounts immediately from any 
location—and can handle two customers 
in the time it used to take to handle 
one." 

Hoo, boy. I don't know what my Shy- 
locks use in the computing department, 
but Г have recently had six banking er- 
rors and one near miss in a row since the 
machines took over. 

Twice, on consecutive months, а pub- 
lishing house sent me $50,000 which 1 
did not own, and it had to be fetched 
back by messenger. (On the third mis- 
take, I was going to keep the $50,000 
nd take off for Tahiti with it) 
Once, a monstrous Swiss bank debited 
my Zurich account bui the machine for- 
got to send the money. (Correspondence 
to prove it) But I dropped a grand 
shooting craps in London and the man 
was on hand with the blank check. 

Next, the same bank sent the money 
to my New York bank, but in New York 
the machine gave it to the wrong person, 
whose name was nothing like Ruark. (I 
have been de 
since the end of World War Two.) 


"А savings 


‘Then, for God's sake, the Swiss com- 
puter forgot the name of the town 
Spain in which I dwell. (Letter to prove 
it.) And I have been doing business with 
particular Swiss bank for 12 years, 
have lived in the same Spa 
ish town—5000 pop.—for the same num- 
ber of years. It is not a difficult town to 
live in. I once received a letter addressed 
simply to Roberto, Pa and | also 
run a stamp credit tab with the post 
office. It still sorts the mail by hand. 

Recently, 1 wrote a check for the last 
installment on a business deal, and un- 
fortunately used an old checkbook that 
wasn't geared to the card. punch. The 
money was there, all right, but they were 
about to kick back the check and call 
for the police when some square genius 
took it to the bank manager, who 
OKed it on his own reputation. Other- 
wise, some other machine would have 
shot me off to the pokey for forgery, 
or mopery, or something disgustingly 
similar. 

Bell says: "A large insurance company 
uses а Data-Phone network to transmit 
records of premium payments, claims, 
new policies, and accounting informa- 
n from 34 branch locations to a cen- 
data center -. ." 

Well, a karge insurance company that 
used to handle my taxes as well as my 
premiums somehow forgot to tell the 
machine that alimony is deductible, and 
a little item of $35.000 makes a power of 
difference the income-tax returns. 

And speaking of income taxes, the ma- 
chines in Washington were about to set 
the FBI on me for refusal to file t 
sent them back the canceled check the 
machine forgot to mention. 

Finally, Bell's ad mentions that "an 
appliance manufacturer has used Data- 
Phone service to the more than 40 inde- 
pendent supply centers in ап automated 
network for ordering and supplying re- 
placement parts, 

1 sure hope old Data-Phone gets crack 
ing in this case, because you really do 
need а DataPhone to supply replace- 
ment parts for the busted-(lush merchan- 
dise that either doesn't work at all, quits 
n, or just manages to fall 
apart in your hands alter a tiny spate of 
operation 

I have seen lightning suike, so old 
Ben Franklin must have had something 
when he caught that bolt in the bottle. 
But apart from what history preaches, 1 
don't believe there is such a thing as 
electricity, no matter what Consolidated 
lison says. I can feel it, when the shaver 
shorts out or the record player electrocutes 
me, but 1 have this uneasy suspicion that 
it's a crafty diversion to sway attention to 
ward the butler, not the toaster, who was 
the actual guilty party in the murder. 

Allegedly, electricity runs а variety of 
things, like that. bust, 
television sets that explode, and lights 
that burn out. I admit its existence, but 1 


don't really believe in it. Like what real- 
plane uj 


ly keeps an 


ant 
tioner becau 
The experts say that the wire is too 
small to handle the necessary number of 
amps or volts or whatever it is that wires 
This is why they keep digging up 
Park and Fifth and Madison. They are 
really looking for amps, not for oil or 
Judge Crater. 

Elecuicity always seems to want to 
travel first cabin, and ings a tantrum if 
the stewards aren't in steady attenda 
Miss Inez Robb, a testy lady, was w 


kitchen. 


Robb: 
ad of discussing the care and 
coddling of the housekceper-cook or the 
nursemaid, who has gone where the 
woodbine twineth, the conversation, still 
in the kitchen, turns on the care and 
feeding of push buttons—especially the 
cox of care to keep them in prime 
condition. 

"For the push button, which is the 
substitute—and an unsatisfactory one at 
that—for Nora or Annie or Dinah, de- 
mands far more tender, loving care, far 
more pampering than the gonc-but-nor- 
forgotten. houseworker ever did 

“The push button and the daily help- 
er of fond memory have one outstand- 
ing characteristic in common: Both arc 
prone to quit without notice. But there 
is also a major difference: When Ann 
quit, it was an inconvenience. When the 
push button quits, it’s a major financia 
disaster. 

“At least that’s the way the conversa- 

n wags after dinner in these parlous 
times, The big conversation gambit in 
the kitchen today is not the horror of 
Bert ng just as the dinner guests 
arrive, but of the electric barbecue and 
grill laying down and dying—lor no 
good reason at all—as the crowd gathers 
for steak 

“Or, if it isn’t the grill, the Gothic tale 
relates the treacherous demise of the 
electric dishwasher, the washing ma 
е, the dryer, the electric carving 
knife that quits in mid-slice, the defunct 
air conditioner, or the deceased. vac 
or floor waxer. 

"And now І draw 


in 
over the rest of the talkathon: The scar 


merciful cur 


y of competent mechanics to repair 
d machines and the astronomical 
prices they charge for any kind of sur 
gery. The slaughter is killing everythi 
but. conversation.” 

Another dissatished mortal writes: 

“I am reminded of a TV set that a 
company wanted me to try, free of 
charge, for a couple of months; the case 
was made of extruded white plastic, ugly 
as a Tasmanian devil, with a plastic 
white clock stuck on it like a second eye: 
(continued overleaf) 


pi 


“This is adding insult to injury, Miriam . . . ! 
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the clock was supposed to turn the damn 
on and off at your preset bidding. 
While trying to set the clock the first 
of the handles broke off in my 
1 said to hell with it, turned the 
by hand; it played OK the first 
ез (except for loud crackles of 
every now and then—that al- 
ways bodes ill for plugin gadgets). A 
couple of days later, the picture tube 
just quit trying and Г had to get rid of 
it. A new Japanese importer (not Sony) 
rushed in with one of those new teeny- 
weeny jobs for me: that lasted three days 
before going on the blink. And, mind 
you, І don't even have to рау for these 
sets; if I did, Га really blow up." 

I have visited friends—reasonably af- 
fluent, and of dissimilar sexes—in what 
the real-estate racket calls "luxury hous- 
ing," and have fled in horrified relief to 
a goathide tent in Timbuktu. 

"These joints are all shiny new, or re- 
converted, and the monthly rental stab 
would subsidize a yacht on the Riviera. 
‘The ceilings are as thin as а drum mem- 
brane, суеп if they are made ош of 
alleged reinforced concrete, and they per- 
form exactly the same function as а 
drum membrane. Structurally most of 
these new pads have obviously been 
hung together by one of the less talented 
of The Three Little Pigs. 

Some of the conversations from next 
door, upstairs and downstairs would 
make an interesting addendum for the 
memoirs of Christine Keeler, You can 
hear beds squeak all round; you can 
hear toilets flush. On a clear day, you 
can hear a cockroach belch. In actual 
fact, I was sitting with a young lady one 
night, with the television turned up to 
drown out the screams of the rape vic- 
tims, when a chap who was hanging a 
picture next door broke completely 
through the wall! And this, friends, in 
the high-rent district. 

An alternative to the new construction 
is a converted brownstone, which has been 
carved into cubicles. The tenants, more 
in self-defense than honesty, brag about 
their 14-foot ceiling and their noble fire- 
places, which generally don't draw. This 
fault really makes no difference since no- 
body but the late Bernard Baruch could 
afford logs at current prices. In New York, 
five boysized logs cost $8.75 plus a half- 
buck tip. Kindling, believe it or not, is 
sold by the quart. Competition to real 
wood has sprung up. One company sells 
something called "Rologs" which are 
composed of old newspapers tightly 
rolled, with builtin air passages to make 
the paper burn well. But the fireplaces 
still don’t draw, even if you're feeding 
them a steady diet of Louella Parsons. 

‘The plumbing in the reconverts was 
installed by Henry Hudson himself, and 
has a mind entirely of its own. There 
that little business of electricity again, 
178 and that also is evilly whimsical. Not so 
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whimsical is the fact that there are no 
real facilities for garbage and trash re 
moval. You leave the gunk in paper 
bags in the hallways, and trust that some 
potential sex killer lurking nearby will 
steal it. 

Only choice between the brandspank- 
ers and the reconverts is to live in the 
suburbs, and that means trains. Oy vay. 

Trains. The trouble with train people 
is that they think they are still living in 
an early Harriman era. They think they 
are still in the railroad business. 

Once, in a moment of madness, I took 
a train out of Grand Central, and was 
noticeably grayer at the finish of the sa- 
fari. Fortunately all I was carrying was a 
briefcase, for there were no available 
porters, and I had to walk what seemed 
half a mile but was probably just over 
500 yards, 1 wondered, momentarily, 
how a Whistler's Mother with a heavy 
suitcase would make it. 

‘The train's jolm seeped only cold wa- 
ter. No towels. No soap. The odor was 
one retch ahead of a subway restroom. 
On the return trip, the train was an 
hour late, although the dispatcher had 
marked it "On Time.” Just once, шу 
killing an hour in a rural railway station 
with no bar and those lovely, rock- 
ribbed benches. 

Dinnertime, and the living is greasy. 
Since the train was late, the dining-car 
staff also was late. The helpless feeder 
was therefore treated to a mild Dante's 
inferno of tables being dismantled and 
spare linen being stashed away, which is, 
to say the least, disquieting to the diner. 

The waiter had not yet been corrupt- 
ed. He was polite. But like so many old 
waiters, he couldn't read the order you 
scrawl on the check. He and the chef е 
dently had some sort of vendetta going, 
because the cold consommé was hot and 
half-melted, the liver came straight out 
of a synthetic-testing lab, and the 
whipped cream on the strawberry short- 
cake was purest Rise. "The strawberries 
were made of genuine artificial coloring. 

They are not building railroad tracks 
the same way since Averell’s ancestor 
passed away. Or else the feather-bedded 
engineer was drunk, for the train kept 
lurching until the customer was half- 
drowned in his own coffee. 

We progress now by easy hysteria to 
plastics. I recently encountered а plastic 
fire shovel. As I attempted to remove 
some hot ashes from a fireplace which 
did draw—it was on a pre-Civil War 
Texas ranch—the fire shovel melted in 
my hands. The ranch had been newly 
refurnished, and the ashtrays were plas- 
tic, as well. I left a cigarette іп an ashtray 
—where else do you stick it, in your саг? 
—and the ashtray melted and the cigarette 
set fire to the tablecloth. We will now 
dismiss plastics, because I'm beginning 
to quiver again. 

When 1 am in New York I stay in an 
East Side hotel, small, chic and expen- 


sive—a homey little hutch. Small suite, 
$85 a day. Gish sisters in the lobby. Ava 
Gardner in the Presidential suite. The 
piano in the Presidential suite (550 a 
day) is out of tune and the keys stick. 

One summer the owner was in Eu- 
торе. acquiring culture. The manager 
was in the Hamptons, acquiring a glo- 
rious tan. And 1 was in the hotel, acquir- 
ing a glorious burn. 

‘There was no room service after Sun- 
day lunch, even in winter, but now there 
is no room service on Saturday or Sunday 
in August. The one doorman was running 
the elevator, and the one surviving bell 
boy was riding the desk, because all the 
clerks were off on their hols. And the re- 
lief telephone operators? Mama mia. 

But the bills remain constant. lt is а 
matter of actual record that I once 
called Long Distance to get the house 
operator to ring the accountant—hotel 
accountants never take any time off, 
they're right in there with that weekly 
reminder—to attack room service person- 
ally, so that I might not starve in my 
costly garret. 


I am basically a kind man, and heed 
warnings not to bend, staple, fold or mu- 
ulate. Wistfully I always hope that the 
hotdogs at football games will be hot. If 
there's a No SMOKING sign present, nico 
tine will not smirch my lungs. I believe 
everything 1 read in the papers, and step. 
lively when the subway guard snarls: 
"Move along now." 

But I boggle at guarantees. Guaran- 
tees used to mean that what you bought 
was warranted to do what it was sup. 
posed to do for a reasonable length of 
timc. If it failed, you dragged it back 
and some nice man gave you your mon- 
еу back. But today the actual salesman 
doesn’t accept responsibility. He hangs 
the guilt on the manufacturer. and 
who do you know personally at General 
Motors, DuPont or Gen Electric? 

What gets me right here is that r- 
antec that says: "Guaranteed for 100 
year" ог “Буе years.” I don't t 
10 hang in for 100 years to buy my mon- 
ey back, and it is difficult to remember 
where and when you bought some gad- 
get that is good for that same five years. 

The other day I went into Wool 
worth's to collect a canary for a friend's 
kid. This child has been quite sick and 1 
felt the canary was easier to put up with 
than TV. You think I could just buy a 
canary and let it go at that? No. Not 
that casy. 

I was given a guarantee that states: 
“This certifies that Ralph kstraw has 
today purchased a guaranteed male sing- 
ing bird. Should this guaranteed healthy 
bird (with identification mark under the 
wing) [ail to sing, or fail to please within 
twenty-one (21) days from the above 
date, this bird may be exchanged with- 
out charge for another singing bird of 

(concluded on page 255) 
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А PICTORIAL REVISIT WITH 14 FABULOUS CINEMATIC 
SIRENS FIRST UNCOVERED IN THESE PAGES 


STARRING 


IN ALPHABETICAL ORDER 


URSULA ANDRESS > CARROLL 
BAKER > BRIGITTE BARDOT 
ARLENE DAHL : SOPHIA LOREN 
TINA LOUISE ° CAROL LYNLEY 
JAYNE MANSFIELD > ELSA 
MARTINELLI > KIM NOVAK 
STELLA STEVENS > SUSAN 
STRASBERG > ELIZABETH 
TAYLOR & MAMIE VAN DOREN 


BACK IN THE DAYS when the movies first learned to talk, 
faithful fans were occasionally granted a flickering glimpse 
of a bare-bosomed flapper in return for their box-office 
devotion. Cinemaphiles rarely caught sight of screen 
sirens in less than sheer chemises during the Depression, 
however; and glamor-starved GIs won World War II on а 
cheesecake diet of sweaters and one-piece bathing suits. 
It took a'sensuous starlet named Marilyn Monroe to re- 
verse this trend by posing au naturel for the famous. 
pinup. picture that was to become PLAYBOY's premier 
Playmate in December 1953. An impressive list of famous 
film fatales has made similarly provocative appearances 
in our publication in the intervening dozen years. This 
Special portfolio offers—in an unprecedented package— 
14 of the most memorable of the contemporary sex 
stars who have brightened our pages with their beauty. 


CAROL LYNLEY 


This onetime teenage fashion model and Broad 
way ingénue achieved full filmic maturity as a 
Preminger protégée in The Cardinal, then an- 
nounced her entry in Hollywood's sex-symbol 


sweepstakes by displaying her appealing all in 
PLAYBOY (March 1965) and beating Carroll Baker 
to the box office as Electronovision's Harlow. A 
starring stint in Bunny Lake Is Missing was next. 


—. ` 


STELLA STEVENS 


Stella's rise to the ranks of current Holly- 
wood leading ladies began in 1960, when 
she helped us bring in the new year as our 
January Playmate. Her stellar return to 
these pages last May was coupled with the 
comment that those who condemn nu- 
dity are “probably the least psychologically 
fit to judge anything.” In The Silencers, 
she'll be spying with costar Dean Mart 


МАМЕ VAN DOREN 


Eschewing her early publicity as another 
of Hollywood's bosomy blonde starlets, 
Mamie opted to further her fortunes a few 
years back by attaining footlightfame from 
coast to coast as a night-club performer. 
Following her original appearance in 
PLAYBOY (February 1964), the multital- 
ented miss returned to the screen with a 
splash, baring her charms for a beer-bath 
scene in а Tommy Noonan flesh-filled 
farce and winning additional honors in 
these pages (June 1964). She'll soon be 
starring in The Nightcrawlers, a boon for 
both beauty and beastie buffs alike. 


ааа» 


ARLENE DAHL 


The versatile Miss Dahl had already made her glam- 
orous mark as a fashion model, cover girl, film star, 
legitimate actress. night-club vocalist, dress designer, 
syndicated columnist and author by the time she first 
posed for our photographer in her Beverly Hills boudoir 
(December 1962). Today, Arlene remains a reigning 
beauty, with a new best-selling guide to glamor (Always 
Ask a Man) to back up her expertise in such matters. 


KIM ХОУАК 


This year, the green-eyed glamor queen 
finally relinquished her title as Holly- 
wood's most eligible bachelorette when 
she eloped with her British costar 
Richard Johnson following their screen 
alliance in The AmorousAdventures of Moll 
Flanders. As this third pLayeoy study of 
the sensual Novak appeal goes to press, 
she's back on location in England for the 
filming of 13, a J. Arthur Rank mystery- 
thriller in which Kim shares top billing 
with recent video Rogue David Niven. 
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CANNOT REMEMBER precisely which 
| term I began match: but it 
must have been around the middle of 
my second year; I have а notion it was 
winter. Say 
winter, it goes with the beard. 

In those days 1 was held, quite wrong- 
ly. to be something of an expert on wom- 
en. My face, now wretchedly youthful, 
presented in its carly 20s а worn, wise 
appearance; | was admired for my ma- 
turity, a thing that seldom happens 

now, Occasionally 1 took. girls to 
ner. There was one called Nan; she 
giggled whenever I looked at her serious- 
ly. She said I reminded her of a spaniel 
called Willem. 

It was raining when they came 10 see 
me. I watched them from my top-floor 
indow as they hastened across the chap- 
«1 quad, Gorse half lost in the billowing 
skirts of his scholars gown, mournful 
Tyler loping beside him like a prisoner's 
iore was reading Sanskrit and 
h in those days was accounted 
ble. I hear they all do it now; 
people seem to talk of nothing else. Ty- 
ler was a faithful man, slow of speech 
and slower of mind. I forget what he was 
something very ordinary, I'm 
sure. He brought Gorse unwillingly, as 
one brings a child to the doctor. 

“It's damn good of you to spare us the 
time,” he began, and 1 believed him, I 
remember, which shows how beastly one 
is at any age. I held a crumpet over the 
бге in a languid way, the undergraduate 
don. 

"Sam Gorse has fallen in love,” Tyler 


ed in his gown, protex 
ty. He had a dark ch 
fitted him. I disliked Gorse for being 
ugly: 1 was a commoner myself. 

“With a girl at the 

Gorse, he said. walked down the Corn- 
market at nine every morning on his way 
to the Taylorian library. His route took 


his role as an undergrad 
john alden had one possible 
hang-up: miles standish might 
well end up with priala 


fiction By JOHN LE CARRÉ 


him past the bakery. She sold bread over 
the counter. For weeks he had been mak- 
ing small purchases of buns, bread or 
lardy cake. There had been no response. 
Her coolness tortured him. W 
his tutor was despa 
sted his head on the collar of 
his pullover. 71 can't concentrate,” he 
said. It was a confession of desire. 

Then their question; Tyler put it. 
How could he win her? 

1 do not know what genius spoke to 
me at that moment; I saw the whole 
thing, and pronounced with a confidence 
which still alarms me. 

I said, "First let him go daily to the 
shop at the same hour and buy a loaf of 
bread. At the end of а week he should 
return to те" 


The week was nearly over when Gorse 
reported with emotion that she had 
passed the loaf unasked across the coun- 
ter: She had remembered him. 

Reduce your order to half a loaf,” I 
said. “Do not stare into her eyes, but 
move furtively like a man with inner 
pains." After another three days, she had 
the half loaf cut and waiting for him. 

То my irritation, the light of hope 
now entered Gorse’s eye; tread be- 
came confident. I 
“and мор shaving. You must give an 
impression of decline." Gorse giggled im- 
pertinently at Tyler, as though I, not he, 
were wearing the fool's cap. They could 
not possibly know about Nan. 

Two days later we played the penulti- 
mate card. Gorse, the stubble bursting on 
his dark cl his eyes averted, inquired 
of his beloved whether bread were cheap- 
er when stale, and on being told that it 
was, asked that a half loaf of the cheaper 
sort henceforth be kept back for him. 
Gorse was now an altered man. He no 
longer crouched in the armchair like a 
troubled owl, but paced the room hea 
ly, boasting of his skills. He was even wi 
amd impatient to remove his beard, 
grown with a virility which I 
. He was near the kill, 


and knew it. 

The moment was now at hand when 
for the first time he was to break his rou- 
tine. Next day he did not сойса his 


bread. 1 was in favor of his abstaining 
for yet a second day, but he waved me 


BREAD ON THE WATERS 


aside: one day would be enough. The fol- 
lowing evening as the bakery was closing. 
Gorse appeared at the glass door, his 
bearded face alight with supplication, 
three weighty academic books, leather 
bound, beneath his arm; he was admit 
ted. Apparently there was another wom- 
1, an elderly mother person to 
Gorse addressed his entreaty- 
Standing before them, he confessed with 
bowed head that he was penniless: he 
begged for bread on credit. His love lis 
tened, he said, in heartbroken silence. 
Gorse explained to them (this was his 
own idea, and he made great play of it) 
that his grant had been held up while the 
authorities determined whether his work 
was of an adequate standard. He implied 
were personal difficulties which 

iced his performance. On an 
impulse—it was the moment of magic— 
the girl opened her handbag, dropped 
one shilling and a penny into the till and 
with a look of the tenderest compassion 
handed him a new white sandwich loaf 
The mother person smiled her approval. 

“You can come by tomorrow,” said the 
giu. 

1t was child's play. For days he ассері- 
ed her free bread, scarcely daring to look 
at her as she dropped the money into the 
till Once she even gave him a sausage 
roll, once half a lardy cake hot from the 
oven. One Saturday morning he shaved, 
put or his best suit and borrowed my 
shirt. He looked, I thought, quite odious. 
He bought a pound's worth of roses at 
the market and burst into the bakery like 
an opera star. His money had come, his 
worries were over; he gave her the flow- 
ers, paid his bill and asked her to dinner. 
It was the same evening, I recall, that 
Nan failed to meet me outside the cine- 
ma and I had to watch the film alone. 

Perhaps a fortnight passed. I asked 
Tyler how it was going and he told me to 
mind my own business. But one evening 
as I returned alone and depressed from 
the Kings Arms, 1 noticed the familiar 
figure of Gorse talking to a taxi driver 
outside Trinity main gates. I approached 
him and called his name. He glanced at 
me, frowned with distaste, turned to ad- 
dress the girl at his side. As they got into 
the taxi Г caught a glimpse of her. She 
was one of the loveliest girls 
І have ever seen in my Ме Ё 
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CANNOT REMEMBER prec 

term 1 began m. 
must have been around the middle of 
my second year; I have a notion it was 


In those days Г was held, quite wrong: 
ly, to be something of an expert on wom- 
еп. My face, now wretchedly youthful, 
presented in its early 20s a worn, wise 
appen admired for my ma- 
turity, seldom happens 
w me Пу I took girls to 
dinner. There was one called Nan; she 
giggled whenever I looked at her serious- 
ly. She said I reminded her of a spaniel 
called Willem. 

It was raining when they came to see 

me. 1 watched them from my ор оог 
window as they hastened across the chap- 
el quad, Gorse half lost in the billowing 
skirts of his scholars gown, mournful 
Tyler loping beside him like a prisoner's 
friend. Gorse was reading Sanskrit and 
Zen, which in those days was accounted. 
remarkable. I hear they all do it now; 
people seem to talk of nothing else. Ty- 
ler was a faithful man, slow of speech 
and slower of mind. 1 forget what he was 
reading—something very ordinary, I'm 
sure. He brought Gorse unwillingly, as 
опе brings a child to the doctor. 
"Ies damn good of you to spare us the 
time,” he began, and I believed him, I 
remember, which shows how beastly one 
is at any age. I held a crumpet over the 
fire in a languid way, the undergraduate 
don. 


im Gorse has fallen 


love," Tyler 


ex 

Е iE gown, protesting 
but guilty. He had a dark chin. Nothing 
fied. I disliked Gorse for being 
у: T was a commoner myself. 

“With a girl at the bakery.” 

Gorse. he said, walked down the Corn- 
market at nine every morning on his way 
to the Taylorian library. His route took 


his role as an undergrad 
john alden had one possible 
hang-up: miles standish might 
well end up with priscilla 


(fiction By JOHN LE CARRE 


past the bakery. She sold bread over 
the counter. For weeks he had been mak- 
ing small purchases of buns, bread or 
lardy cake. There had been no response. 
Her coolness tortured him. Work was im- 
possible; his tutor was despairing. Here 
Gorse twisted his head on the collar of 
his pullover. “1 can't concentrate," he 
said. It was a confession of desire. 

Then their question; Tyler put it. 
How could he win her? Р 

I do not know what genius spoke 
me at that moment; I saw the у 
and pronounced with a conf 
Ш alarms me. 

I said, "First let him go daily 
shop at the same hour and buy a 


The week was nearly over ў 
reported with emotion th 
passed the loaf unasked аст) 
ter: She had remembered 

"Reduce your order to h 
said. "De not stare into hi 
move furtively like а man 

ains." After another three gl Atow 
the half loaf cut and waitin 

To my irritation, the 
now entered Gorse's eye 
came confident. “Cring 
"and stop shaving. У 
impression of decline 
pertinently at Tyler 
were wearing the fu 
пог possibly know 3: 

Two days later we ply 
mate card. Gorse, the stu 


of his beloved whether bre, 
er when stale, and on Dy ig 
was, asked that a half lot 
sort henceforth be kept b. 
Gorse was now am altered | 
longer crouched in the amy 
troubled owl, but. paced thf 
ly, boasting of his skills. He 
ty, and impatient to renf 
which had grown with a 
found offensive. He was | 
and knew it. 

The moment was now at hanu 


for the first time he was to break his rou- "ООО 


tine. Nest day he did not collect his 
bread. I was in favor of his abstaining 
for yet a second day, but he waved me 


BREAD ON THE WATERS 


aside: one day would be enough. The fol- 
lowing evening as the bakery was clo: 
Gorse appeared at the glass door, 
bearded face alight with supplication, 
three weighty academic books, leather 
bound, beneath his arm: he 5 : 
ted. Apparg 

an prese 


the taxi Г Саш 
was one of the loveliesc | 
I have ever seen in my Ш 
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ee — 9-у аа © 
Гагуа BAL 
visit our Middle East neighbors dream 


house, the house built with good taste. 
The gash of a mouth produced a grin in 
recognition of its owner's wit. 


‘This was the prelude to the drama 
now being enacted in the cavernous In- 
stitute of Architecture, whose sole occu 
pants were the bald Russian officer and 
the stoopshouldered holy man upon 
whom he trained his automatic 

An excellently crafted disguise, Colo 
nel Materi conceded. The face, com- 
posed of sunken, desiccated flesh, muddy 
brown eyes (contact lenses, of course), а 


typical rabbis shiny dark-blue gabar- 
dine suit exuding odors of tobacco. 
schnapps and herring (clever, thought 
Materi. The scholar’s complete indiffer- 


ence 10 his raiments. And. that damned 
herring smell is making me umc 
countably hungry), payis—the curly fore- 
locks of the Orthodox Jewish sect, the 
Mea Shearim—dangling disconsolately, a 
aded white talis (the prayer shawl) 
with Manischewit-wine-purple striping 
draped about the bent neck, the full. 
blown, unkempt black-tinged-with- 

ard and. the literally crowning, touch 
а black skullcap. 


abbi's eyes blinked in a 


Sir, Гап at a loss to explain the unique 
composition of this house. And this cu 
rious reference of yours to the “world's 
most famous ghost’, . . what do these 
bizarre things mean? I am but a humble 
servant of the Lord, mine and yours, 
though you have chosen 10 reject Him." 

“Ah,” the colonel said we 
expecied more intelligence 
Rabbi. Or should 1 say more 


Oy Oy Seven? To utilize а poor рип 
from your own holy works. why beat 
about the burning bush? Does the name 
Rotten Roger Colfax. mean anything to 
your" 

A tremorous hand stroked the beard 
n wonderment. “I have truly never 
heard of that name, sir" Then the hand 
began to stray slowly downward, still 
stroking the beard. 

“Зар!” the colonel мыш. “Touch 
that mezuzah and 1 shall present you 


with a third eye. ГИ relieve you ul that, 
Rabbi” the appellation spat with 
haved. Materi’s left. hand snaked out, 


ripped the chain brutally from the old 


aws neck and hurled it upon the 
asphalitiled Hoor. His right jack boot 
stomped upon it again and again. 


screamed 
red scrolls 


Blasphemy 
To crush the s 
as though they were а с 
accomplish by this 


Blasphemy! 
the old man. 


do you hope t 
man outburst? 

“Just removing the viper's sting, dear 
Rabbi." and the colonel bent down and 
felt among the pitiful wreckage for the 
needle, There was none. He unrolled a 


(continued from page 160) 


mashed sc ‘There were He- 


ap of paper. 


brew letters imprinted upon it. 
And it was the colonel’s turn to wear a 
but 


puzzled look. “Bur . 
“L shall demand 
gy from your governm 

Silence, man of God!" The colonel’s 
voice took on its coloration of cunning 
you are truly what 
im to be. We shall commence by" 
—the left hand shot out—"by tearing off 
this handsome albeit false beard.” 

From deep down came a volcanic, tor 
тетей roar. It tore through the lips. 
"Gottenu 
nity. Better me now 
glistened іш his eyes. Mate 
Uncertain, tugged at it ag 
forelocks. the hair over the brow. 

They are real” The gash of a 
mouth had Jost its insolence. It now 
twitched with indecision. "And the eyes 
22. filled with tears, Real tears. How 
could lenses produce such a 


Ы) 


the 


contact 


rtened by Materi's rap- 
id loss of composure, had regained his 
own. "Why are you doing this to me, 


sir?” he asked softly. 
Materi looked down at his boots. "My 
dear Rabbi. My dear, dear Rabbi. 


There w 
“It appears that 1 bave n 
givable mistake. You ar 
in the Soviet Union, 
Rabbi...” 

"Rabbi Chair. Spiritual head of Con 
pregation Bethel Leslie, 354 Georgie 
Jesel Boulevard, author of several well- 
known treatises on Jewish lore 
ong them “Lhe Stage Delicatessen—A 
Look at the New Judaism,’ and “The № 
gev Desert: Worlds Мом Frightening 
and Trap. co-authored with an Ameri- 
amed Arnold Palme 

“Impressive crede 
tered Materi, who joued down the d. 
in а blick-leather notebook. "Your. first 
mame, please. Rabbi Cha 

"Morris" 

ТОГ course 


pen 


tence in his speech now. 
de an шо 
ter all, а guest 
Rabbi, иһ... 


Is, indeed.” mu 


* He dosed the notebook. 
k there is anything 
ur lodging a formal 
admittedly..." he 
per adjective, 
untoward methods of interro 
apolog them pero 
The Fact rem: and he reverted 
is officiousness again, “that innocent 
hı you miy be. you are none 

indirectly. ol complicity 
Iul plot to foment unrest 


w. 1 do not th 
to be gained by y 
protest. about m 


sought to inject the pr 


uh 


m. 1 ze dor 


© in, 
dupe thou; 
theless guilty 


іп this sh: 


among our uh - . . respecred—and 
quite happy—Soviet citizens of Jew sh 
lineage. One thing is sure— Operation 


Matzohball is blown. For reasons best 
known to himself, one of your operatives 
has decided to cooperate with the Soviet 
Union. 1 shall see that this wretched 


house of yours is smoldering on a garbage 
dump in ten minutes, 
“One question, sir. said Rabbi Ch 
Let us go back to your initial belief in 
my identity as someone other than my 
self. Whar is the mystery all 
“I may as well tell you, Rabbi 


since it 


will not be helpful to you in any event. 
Rouen Roger, our enterprising caller, 
stated that you were the legendary 


Hebrew superhero who electrified the 
world with his derring-do in that over- 
glamorized business a year ago. You, of 
course, recall the affair of the infamous 
Lazarus Loxlinger. 

His eyes widened with incredulity, the 
та laughed, "You thought that 1, sit, 
wa" 

“Israel Bond." Materi broke in. “Or 
Oy Oy Seven, as he is known to your se 
cret service. It was reported he had died 
of wounds incurred during the climax of 
the affair in the Red Sca. We naturall 
tended to doubt such reports. Yet, you 
ve plainly not he. Perhaps he did, 
deed, go to that reeking Jewish heav 
of yours and is presently st 
Songs of David upon his 
h exposition, Rabbi Chair. I shall 
now proceed to crumble Israel's. paltry 


scheme to bits as one. crumbles matzoh 
in one's | most 
interesting house. Before 1 order this 


show me around? 


our capitalist 


edifice raved, why 
A Cook's tour, 
would сай it. 

It would be my pleasure,” said. Rabbi 
Chair with a grave smile, “And since it is 
а Cook's tour, let me make a small pun 
of my own. A Cook's tour is best begun 
in the kitchen.” And he held the font 
door open with the studied politeness ol 
an Intourist guide. 

Droll, Rabbi. The kitchen. of course.” 
Materi moved quickly about the kitchen, 
snilling here and there, breaking oll pieces 
of matvoh from walls, chairs. the table. 
«l nibbling them. On one end of the 
table was a covered dish. He lifted the 
checkered doth. “Ah, what is this?” 
Plastic representations of ihe. ethnic 
loods до be found on a typical. Jewish 
ble. See, here is a bottle of р, a low 
calorie solt drink. This is lox, the 
smoked salmon . . . here is arcam cheese 

- . amd here; his finger indicated а 
round object with a hole in ік 
1 bagel. Oh. ple do not re 
move it hom its base 
ihe dish by 


friends: 


cen 


se, кін 


It is anchored. 10 
wire, as are all these repre 
sentitions, We did not want visitors to 
disrupt the display. 

What does it matter now? 
істі. И и would upset the rabbi to rip 
the bagel from. its moorings. he would 
do just that. He gave the bagel а yank 


asked. Ma 


bell rang, shauering the stillness of 
the deserted: sneer И one had tried tu 
пасе the sonce of the rin me 
would have been frustrated. indeed, Tor 
(continued on page 256) 


“On the other hand, it might be one of those pop art things.” 
8 8 


200 Let there be no shred of dou 


Ribald Clasic ezar nikita and his 40 daughters 


the first english translation of a long-outlawed bawdy ballad by 19th century russia’s greatest poet 


Grar Nikita once reigned widely, 
Richly, merrily and idly. 

Did no good nor evil thing, 

Kept his kingdom flourishing: 
Worked a little when too bored, 
Feasted. drank and praised the Lord. 


Four times ten celestial graces, 
Gentle-tempered, dear and fair: 

Ah, what ankles, 1 declare! 
Chestnut locks, the heart rejoices, 
Eyes—a marvel, wondrous voices, 
Minds—enough to lose vour mind: 
MI from head w toc designed 

To beguile one's hei 
e was but a sole di 


What fault was there to find? 
> то speak of. never mind, 

t most the st tittle; 

Sull, а flaw—though very little. 

How explain it. how. disguise 

So as not to scandalize 

That cantankerous old dip. 

High and mighty Censorship? 
Help me Muse—your poct begs! 
Well—between the lasies legs... 
Stop! Already too explicit, 

Too immodest, quite illicit; 
Indivection here 
Aphrodite's lovely breast 
Lips and feet set hearts afin 
Bur the focus of desire, 


в best: 


Dreamed-of goal of sense and touch, 
What is that? Oh, nothing much. 
Nothing much, or very little, 


Just a dot, a 
And (his naught (or very little) 
Was what, otherwise intact, 
These poor royal kul. 


This unheard-of malfor 
Caused dismay and conster 
In cach loyal courtly he 
And much sorrow on the part 

Of their Sire and stricken. mothers. 
From the swaddli 
Soon for 


ion 


ion 


у women. others 
1 out what had occu 
ШЇ 
пале! 
sudi д 


di 


G: 
Aled and obed 


earful 


Some gullawced. bur most were leeriet, 
(This could land you in Siberia 

Sternly Czar Nikita summo 

Cou mies, пани. d 


Hear the stricture 1 impose 
Any one of you who sows 
іш my daughters: minds sugges 
Or provokes unseemly questions. 

Or so mudi as dreams to dare 

Hint at that which is nor there 

Deal in doubtful words and notions, 
Or perform improper motion 


1 fearful 


Wives will have their tongues cut out, 


Men 
Int 


member more essential, 
mescent in potent 


Siem but just. such was the Czar, 

And his cloquence went far 

То induce а wie compliisance: 

All resolved with deep obeisince 
That the counsel of good health 
Was to hold one's tongue and wealth. 
Noble ladies went in te 
Lest their men be found in enor, 
While the men in scerct thought: 
I wish my wile were сани 
sloyal hearts and. base!) 
re nas тем apace. 


w 


council. put his c 

nd so—not. unavowedly, 
pos, nor too loudly, 
vant les domestiques . 


Mute the nobles хи and. wondered 
How to deal with such a freak 


Bui а gvay-haired Nestor pondered, 
. and bowing to and fro, 
Dealt his pue а dinging Ы 


And wih venerable мие 
To the potentate he utters 


“May it not, Enlightened Sire, 
Be accounted. wanton shyness 
Or offend your gi 
Sunken yet in carnal mire. 
А procures once Û k 
(Where's she now? What does she do? 
Likely in the same vocation.) 

She enjoyed the reputation 

OF a most accomplished. witch, 
Curing any ache or itch 
Making feeble members soi 
Now let my advice b 
ПЕТ 
Shed 


ious Highness: 


ч. 


id 
heeded: 

witch could just be found, 
stall the thing that’s needed." 


“Instantly,” exclaimed and frowned, 
Thunder on his brow. Nikita 
“send for her and let me 
Let the sorceress he found! 
If, however, she deceive us, 
ОГ our shortage not rc 
Lead us up the garde 
With sly uicks—she 
Let me be not Czar but duller 
II do not make her suffer 

th by fire—of which in token 
‘This my prayer! I have spoken, 


ther, 


eve us, 
рин 
1 know our w 


Confidential 
Envoys were 
Sped by spec 
searched the 
1, scurried, faster. faster, 
ing witches for their Master 
‚ nothing's heard, 
| another, not a word 

ill ar last a lad of шеше 

On а lucky пай did sete, 


discreetly, 
spatched who flcetly 
il courier post, 


One s 
А 


passe 


lm from coast 10 Coast, 


Rode into a forest wide, 
(Satan must have been his gnide); 
Deep within he found the сопаде 
Where the witch lived in her dotage- 


Boldly passing gate and bar 
As an envoy of the Су; 
He saluted the n 
And revealed the Czas commission; 
What the quest was all about. 

What his daughters were without 


She, with instant understanding. 
Thrust him back onto the handing 

1 propelled him on and out: 
"Shake a deg, don't look about, 
Do not linger, or ГИ plague von 
Strike your bones with chills and agues 
three ad then come back 


is 


your answer 
th 
at dawn?" Then she remembers 
Locking up. lans golden embers. . . 
Threcscore hours she brewed her spell, 
Conjured up the Prince of Hell 

And so se as she could ask it, 

He produced а bras-bound casket 
Stocked with countless feminine 
Wherewithals of men’s sweet sin. 


Curly beauties, choice examples, 
Every size, design, and shade, 
What laus parade! 


Sorting out her wealth of 
Soon the sorcress had. arrayed 
Forty of зиреги de, 

All în damask napkins dressed. 
And had locked them in the chest. 
This she handed 10 the willing 
Envoy with a silver shilling. 

And he rides . . . till iu d 
Purple dusk commends а rest. 

y one's hunger; 
Spirit keeps the body younger, 
Vodka keeps the spirit. mellow. 
This was а resourceful fellow, 
And he curied in his sack 
Victuals for the lo 


»ples, 


west 


сю 


So he took 
Loosed the | 
And sit munch 
While his ch 
Happily he sat 
How the Czar would be enthused 

By what nestled in his basket, 

Might appoint him, what a Пике! 
Knight or baron, viscount, duke . . . 


pl 


ness of his horse. 


se, 


What was hidden in the casket 
That the witch was sending him? 
Just that cursed lid to mask it 

For the journey’s interim . . . 
‘Tightly grooved. th ill looks dim! 
Terror of the C; ее 

Yields to curiosity 

The temptation’s too delicious 

Ear laid close against the fissures, 


ür's dee 


By AL NDER PUSHKIN 


Long he listens . . . but in vain; 
Snills—familiar scent! Egad! 

What profusion there, what wonder! 
Just a glimpse would not be bad; 
If one pried ihe lock asunder . . . 
Еге he knew it quite, he had 
Whoosh! the birds come swarming ош, 
Light on branches all about, 

Tails aflirt. In vain our lad 

Loudly calls them back to casket. 
Throws them biscuit from his basket, 
Scatters. morscls—all no good 

(Clearly such was not their dict) 

Why come back if you could riot 
Sweety chanting in the wood, 

To be cooped in gloom and quiet? 


Meanwhile in the distance stumbles 
All bent double by her load. 
Some old wom: 
Our poor envoy up and bumbles, 
Quite distracted, in her wake: 
"Granny, help, my һеш stake! 
Look, there sit my birds all scattered, 
Chautering as if nothin, red. 
How can I entice them back?" 


down the road. 


ті 


at old woman crancd her neck, 
Spat, and with her crutch did beckon: 
"Though you asked for it, I reckon 
Do not fret or worry so: 
All you need to do is show 
And they'll all fly back. I warrant.” 
Our young fellow thanked the cronc 
And the moment he had shown ————— 
Down they tumbled in a torrent, 
Whirring off their firs and birches, 
And resumed their former perches 
In the envoys box; and he, 

To forestall some new disaster 
Clapped them under lock and key 


rode homeward ıo his master 


(Thanking God he had retrieved them). 


When the princesses received them, 
Each one promptly found its cage 
And the Czar in royal glec 


And а month recuperating. 


The entire house of lords 

He allotted rich awards, 

Nor forgot the witch herself 
On the art museum's ladders 
Reaching for the highest shelf 
They brought down to send the elf 
Skeletons, а brace of adders, 
And in spirits in a jar 

Half а candle, famed afar. 
And of course the envoy bold 
Had his prize, My tale is told. 


Some will ask me, eyebrows climbing, 
Why I wrought such fatuous rhyming 
Whar the reason for it was? 


Let me answer them: Because. 


—Translated by Walter W. Amdt ЕВ 
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Ддезра!!Г „не from page 108 


let us have done with them: the батуу 
ollice happened to be on the very out 
skirts of the own and T did not find the 
fellow 1 wanted. They told me he would 
be back in an hour о 

I think I ought to inform the reader 
that there has just be interval. 
The sun has had time to set, touching up 
on its way down with sanguine the clouds 
above the Pyrenean mountain that so re 
jiyana. I have been sitting in a 
ow listening 10 


Ops 


sembles F 
queer stie of exhaustion. 
the rushing and crashing of the wind, now 
drawing noses in ihe margin of the page, 
wow slipping into а vague stumber, and 
п мании up all aquiver, And again 
^d grow in me that prickly feel 
ing, that unendurable twitter . 1 my 
Will lay Timp in an empty world .. . I bad 
to make a great Коп in order to switch 
on the light and stick in a new nib. The 
old one had gor chipped and bent and 
now looks like the beak of a bird of 
prey. Хо. these are not the throes of crea 
m but something quite different 
Well, as Г was saving, the man wis ow 
would be back in an hour. Having noth 
bener to do E went lor a stroll. Ht was 
a fast. fresh, blue-dapp'ed day: the wind, 
distant relation of the one here, winged 
Mong the narrow streets: а 


there wor 


йз course 


dowd every now and then palmed the 
sun, which reappeared like a conjurer’s 
com. The public gird where imvalids 


wore hand-pedaling about, was a storm of 
heaving Мас bushes. I looked at shop 
ns: picked out some word concealing a 
Slav root familiar to me, though ove 
with an un 
new yellow gloves and kept swing- 
у arms as 1 rambled on aimlessly. 
sudden the row of houses 
disclosing a vast stretch of land. 
that at first glance seemed to me most 
rural and alluring. 

Апе passing some barracks. in front of 


which a soldier was exercising a white 
horse. | trod upon soft sticky soil: dande 

wembled in the wind and a shoe 
with a hole in it was basking in the sun- 


shine under a fence. Farther on, a hill, 
sp'endidly steep, sloped up into the sky. 
Decided to climb it. Its splendor proved 
ıa he a deception. Among, stunted beech 
es and elder shrubs a zigzag path with 
steps hewn into it went up and up. I [an- 
cid at first that after the very next tur 
ing 1 should reach a spot of wild and 
wonde ful beauty, but it never showed 
им. ‘That drab vegetation could not 
Му me. The shrubs straggled on bare 
around. polluted all over with scraps of 

per, rags, battered tins. One could not 
leave the мер» of the path, lor it dug very 
deep imo the incline, and on cither side 
ince roots and scrags of routing: moss stuck. 
out af its earthen walls like the broken 
springs of decrepit furniture in a house 
madman had dreadfully died. 


202 When at last I reached the summit 1 


found there a few shacks standing awry, 
а washing line, and on it some pants 
bloated with the wind's sham life. 

1 pur both elbows on the gnarled wood- 
en railing and, looking down. siw. Lar be- 
low and slightly veiled by mist. the city of 
Prague: shimmering rools, smoking chim 
neys, the barracss I had just passed, a tiny 
white horse. 

Resolving to descend by another way, 1 
took the highroad which 1 found beyond 
the shacks. The only beautiful thing in 
the landscape was the dome of a gashold. 
cr on а hill: round and ruddy against the 
blue sky. it looked like a huge football. 1 
left the road and began 10 climb again. 
this time up a thinly тимей slope. Dreary 
and barren country. The вне of a truck 
came from the road, then a сот passed in 
the opposite direction. then 4 сусім, 
then, vilely painted rainbowiise, the mo- 
tor van of a fim of varnishers, In these 
тазе speetrum the green. band ad 
joined the red 

For some time I ra 


ined gazing at the 
the slope: then turned, went 
on, found a blurry wail running between 
wwo humps of bald ground, and after a 
while looked about for a place to rest. M 
some distance from me under а thorn 
bush, Шан on his back and with a cap on 
his lace. there sprawled а man. 1 was 
about to pass, but something in his att 

tude Cast а queer spell over me: the em- 
phasis of thar immobility, the Hilelessness 
of those widespread legs. the stiffness of 
at Пайет arm. He was dressed in a 
rk coat and worn corduroy trousers 

Nonsense,” 1 toll myself. “Asleep 
nerely asleep. No reason for me to in 
tude." Bur nevertheless 1 approached, 
and with the roe of my elegan shoe 
ked the cap olf his face 

Trumpets, please! Or still bener, Шай 
tattoo which goes with a breathless acro. 
baric stunt, Incredible! 1 doubted the real- 
ity of what 1 saw. doubted my own сй. 
feh sick and faint—honesily I was forced 
to sit down, my knees were shakin, 

Now, if another had been in my place 
and had seen what D saw, he 
haps have burst into roars of li 
Tor me I was too dived by the mystery im- 
plied. While E looked, everything within 
me seemed 10 lose hold and come hur- 
ng down from a height of ten stories. 1 
was gazing at а marvel, Из perfection, its 
Lack of cause and object, filled me with a 
strange awe. 

At this point, now that 1 have got to 
the importi part and quenched the fire 
of that itching, it is meer, 1 presume, that 
I should bid my prose stand at ease and 
quietly retracing my steps, try to define 
my exact mood that morning, and the 
way my thoughts wandered when, afte 
not finding the firm's agent in, I went for 
that walk, scaled that hill, stared at the 
red rotundity of that gasholder against 
the blue background of a breezy May day. 


Let us. by all means, settle that matter. So 
behold me « in before the encoun 
ter, bright-gloved but harles still loiterin 
mlesly. What was going on in my mind 
їп at all, oddly enough, 1 was abso 
lutely empty and thus comparable t0 some 
wanslucid vessel doomed to receive con 
tents as ver unknown. Whills of thoughts 
relating to the b thee 
Thad recently acquired. to this or that ісі 
ture of the surrounding counny, played. 
as it were, on the outside of my mind. and 
if anything did echo in my vast inward 
wilderness it was merely the dim sensa 
tion of some force driving me along 

А clever Lett whom I used 10 know in 


nce a 


ess in hand, 


Moscow in 1919 said to me once that the 
clouds of brooding which occasionally 


wb without any reason came over me 
ı sure sign of my ending in a mad- 

Не was exaggerating, of course 
during this last year 1 bave thoroughly 
tested the remarkable qualities of clarity 
1 cohesion exhibited by the logical ma- 
somy im which my strongly developed 
but peecdy normal mind indulged 
Frolics of the intuition. artistic vision, in- 
spirarion, all rhe grand things which have 
Tent my life such beauty, may, T expect 
strike the layan, dever though he be. 
the preface of mild Lunacy, Bur don't you 
worry: my health is perfect, my body 
both dean within and without, my gait 
isy: J neither drink nor smoke excessive 
ly, пог do T live in riot. Thus, in the pink 
of health, 
I ломе] the 


were 
houst 


s 


«іс described. 


ing. country 
above; and the secret inspiration did not 
deceive me- 1 did find the thing that I 


had been unconsciously tracking. Let me 
repeat—incredible! I was gazing at a ma 
vel. and its perfection, its lack of cause 
and object filled me with a strange ave. 
But perhaps already then. while I gazed. 
my reason had begun to probe the perfec 
Чоп. to search for the cause, to guess at 
the object. 

He drew his breath in with а sharp 
snifl: his face broke into ripples of life 
this slightly marred the marvel, but still it 

there, He then opened his eyes 
ked at me ask: 
adles yawns— could not 
them—started sc 
hands deep in his brown gre: 

He was а man of my age. lank 
with a three days’ stubble on his chin: 
there was a narrow glimpse of pink fesh 
between the lower edge of his collar (soft, 
with (wo round slits meant for an 
pin) and the upper end of his sh 
thinkuitted de dangled sideways, 
there was not a button to his shirt front. 
А few pale violets were Lading in his but 
tonhole: one of them had got loose and 
hung head downward. Near him lay a 
shabby knapsack: an opened Пар re 
vealed а prevel and the greater part of a 
with the usual connotations of ill 
timed lust and brutal amputation. Г sat 
examining the tramp with astonishment 
(continued оп page 287) 


ce, sat пр. amd with 
t his fill ol 
. both 
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do you suppose would send me a big wooden crate for Ch 
and I ha 


NT 


would be 
1 speed 


mas filled with something I'm not supposed to 
cach other for years . . gave me anything bigger 
hile, other well-wishers have sent me some really superb holiday gifts that Td bet a пу guy 
From left to right: Complete home weather station indicates b 
n. from Hammacher Schlemmer, $225. Closed-circui TV 
level, by Concord Electronics Corp. $399.50. English bowls for indoor carpet bowling, from Abercrombie & Fitch, $1 
Leather liquor caddy with labeled bottles Гог whiskey, b ‚ from Rigaud, 512. Automatic 12volt battery rec 
keeps car and boat batteries at maximum efficiency, by Servo-Tek Marine, $148. Pippi decanter, 5: nd cordial glas 
crystal from Sweden, $2 each: from Georg Jensen of New York. Atop the crate, an English le. intern, from Ri 
Italian wool pullover with mock turtleneck and striped trim, from Battaglia Maho; 5 
containing assorted lures, all Irom A & Е. Solid teakwood version of the ancient African and Asian Kalaha game, from 
Bullock & Jones, $15. Dualpower portable solid-state tape recorder automatically switches from batteries to alternating 


те ste 


И serape ... 
id to get, to wi 
ıd direct 


rometric pr 


irc. temperature, 
light 


era ntly adjusts for am 


ubi, 
r 


current, by Concord Electronics Corp., $199.05. Legal-size attaché case is leather lined, with removable front portfolio, by 
Karl Seeger, $159.25. Walnut humidor on stand stores 250 cigars, has glass-lined drawer holding 50 more Гог current usc, from 
Alfred Dunhill, $175. Monogram squash racket, $15.70, shown with blue vinyl tennis or squash-racket case with 
black welt-scam trim, shoulder and side strap: side and top zippers open comparte g and 
several rac both from A Ж F. Reproduction of antique ceramic barber's bowl from France proclaims 
La Libert Rigaud, 519.50. Sun-powered "Portable 8" transistor radio uses solid-state cells to convert energy 
from the sun to play or recharge batteries, by Zenith, 559.95. McClane’s Standard Fishing Encyclopedia has 1088 pages and more 
than 1200 entries, published by Holt, Rinchart & Winston, $28.95. Four accessory set of Ita 
wood with mirrorlike finish that gives a marble effect, from Alfred Dunhill of London, $37.50. Revolving sterco speakers give 
total circular sound dispersion and climinate audio dead spots, by Circle-O-Phonic, $99.50 each. Transistor ЕМ /stereo tuner/ 
amplifier with circuitry that automatically switches to stereo operation whenever stereo is being broadcast, by H. H. Scott, 
$374.95. Danish Petronella oil-bur s with opal glass globe, from Georg Jensen of New York, $36. 


s for shoes, extra clo: V 


ои la mart, fro 


en n goatskin stretched over 
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ФЕ РАЙ 


ч 


Wwe at least the mystery gifter got the right end up this time... Hope it's not a reproduction of the Winged Victory of Samo- 
thrace done in Jell-O... Clockwise from one there's a gold-plated Rollagas lighter, from Alfred Dunhill of London, 535. 
Ribbed 14-kt-gold fluid lighter, from C. D. Peacock, $127. Gold. 18-jew: 
$115. Wh 
ble bracelet, by Girard-Perregau: 
1, by Omega, $450. Electric wa 


pocket watch, by Patek Philippe, 5795. Stainless-ste 
iaget, 52200. Gold 
5. Formal watch in white gold with diamond setting and 
ch with expansion band, by Timex, $39.95. Hand-carved jade ring, 5390, tourma- 

; :. D. Peacock. Linde star sapphire li 
old cuff links, by Maria Vogt, 525. Tourmaline cat's-oye stud set and matching links, from 


17-jewel chronograph, by Movade 
17-jewel watch with polished, fle 


black-suede b. 


gold, 30-jewel self-vinding watch, with fles 


line cat'seye ring, $240, a 
by Ralph Destino, 5100. Silver-and 
C. D. Peacock, $300. Glycine skindiver's elapsed-time wa 


а basketweave desig : 


gan Jewelers of. Houston, $89.50. 
ion money clip and Swiss watch, from Thrifty House, $15.95. Money clip, $24, Florentined gold harness belt buckle, 
т, $7.75, and Gorham steilingsilver pipe rest, $8.50; all from 
pipe, by Alfred Dunhill of London, $35. Rolex Oyster day and date watch, by American Rolex, $1000. 


Combin: 
$122.50, golf marker, $17, barrel-type sterling-silver pencil sharpen 
C. D. Peacock. Shell bı 
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k 


еу! OF course 1 know someone in Chicago . . . Good old rraveoy . . . But why look a gift box in the mouth? I already get 12 
H great presents from them every year ... But, зау. this is really thoughtful of them . . . ГИ just have to remember to borrow a 
wbar before Christmas. Meanwhile, ГИ scan my other goodies. Clockwise from innish brass table lamp with white half 
on shade, from Bonniers, $15. Pewter liltlid tankard with glass bottom, by Ellis Barker, 
with inside divider, by Essway, $50. Miniature teakwood home office opens to provide space for typewriter, files, papers and office 
equipment, from Scandinavian Design, $204. Giant walnut hourglass end table, from the Crossroads of Sport, $57.50. Nine 
apter and accessories for use in a car, by Philco. $283. Compact electric typewriter, by Olivetti Unde 


36. Softsided cowhide attaché case 


inch portable TV set with 
wood Corp., $295. Battery-powered dictating unit, by IBM, 5195. L der includes a comprehensive pe 1 
appointment schedule and daily expense record, from Abercrombie X Fitch, $19.95. Wool cardigan with cotton-corduroy-pancl front, 
by Leonardo Strassi, $35. Leather umbrella stand with painted crest and metal tray to catch drip, from Hammacher Scilemmer. 
$50. In umbrella stand, from right to left: Bamboo walking stick which converts into an umbrella, from Mark Cross, $35: dark. 


walnut Bucks County walking stick with gold-plated top band for monogramming, from A & F, 535; black umbrella with bamboo 


ve remi 


ather execu 


handle, from Mark Cross, $17.50. Miniature car-racing layout includes cars. plug 
tack and acc s, from Au Plastics, $39.95. Са 


speed controls, plug-in power pack, road 
ler telephone automatically dials itself when а coded card is inserted, 
from Bell Telephone, 53.50 per month plus $5 installation. Italian zephyr-wool pullover, $27.50, and lightweight Пай 
mock-turtleneck pullover, $27.50; both from Battaglia. P: igh-performance speakers, peaking 10 35 watts, by Cizek, 539.05 
cach. Brushed-brass ship's clock. from Edmund Scientific Company. $60. Heavy, 130-Ib.-class fishing rod. $175, with solid-aluminum, 
all ball-be or reel carved from a solid piece, $615: both from Abercrombie & Fitch. Sauna-bath heater in 
1 special deflection hood for maintaining even temperature, by Cascade Industries, 5500. А fingertip-conwolled, self-propelled 
waterski craft has 25-horsepower rotary engine in fiberglass hull that cam pull a skier at speeds up t0 30 miles per hour, by Roto- 
motive Industries, 5795. Pak-a-Robe set containing an all-wool sports robe in vinyl case with two foam rubber cushions, by Faribo 
Woolen Mills, $19.98. Clear rustic glass decanter set with round, raised green decoration, imp: rted from Finland, $19.50, highball 
glass, 526 per dozen, and old fashioned glass, $24 per dozen; all from Bonniers. Wollensak 7000 extended-play automatic custom- 
installation stereo-mono, cartridgedfed tape deck with automatic threading, rewinding, changing and playback, by 3-M, $359.95. 


sori 


1 wool 


steel housin 
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ow, thi 


s simas present а fellow can really use . . . the December Playmate just for my very own. Gee, thanks, 
fellows . . . Say, you're not going to make me give her back to you at the end of the month. are you? Th 

I can keep. From left to right: Imported Italian wool V-neck pullover. by Gino Paoli, $50. Red-vinyl leather-t 
bag. 537.50, fiberglass-and-chrome-frame, rustproof golf umbrella with nylon cover, 535, four persi ft 
pro-flex shafted irons with rubber grips, $168.75, and Kasha-lined vinyl head covers with white leather trim, S8 for a өсі of four; 
all by РСА. Sterlingsilver mugs with horn handles, from Mark Cross, $22.50 each. Brass wine cooler imported from Denmar 
from Bonniers, $45. Solid-state, 19-inch portable television featuring a black. ss front, by Westinghouse, $230. F 
armoire, designed by Arne Vodder in oiled-walnut finish on wood-base legs with eight pull-out drawer shelves, four adju: 
shelves and two drawers, from Geor er, $690. Powerful solid-state stereo receiver automatically switches from ЕМ /mono 
to FM /stereo features а visual indicator for extra-precision stereo broadcast dialing, Model 600-T, by Fisher, 5159.50. fred 
walnutframe leather chair featuring adjustable back and headrest, by В. АУ. Sanders, $350. Ten-foot fiberglass surf 
board has polyurethane core and adjustable keel. by the Plastilite Corp. $99.50. Suede-panel-front cardigan with knit collar 


тем | know 


level 


THIS END UP 
, ede] 


and sleeves, by Cortehel, 560. The Twelfth Anniversary Playboy Cartoon Album contains Hugh М. Hefner's choice of the best 
cartoons from 12 years of PLAYBOY, at bookstores or from Playboy Press, 512.95. hionaire overnight case with divider band 
and tie straps, by Samsonite, $32.50. They are resting on a 314’x 614^ tiger-print si al chestnut pony, by 
Luten, Clarey, Stern, $625. Covered porcelain fireplace barbecue Кеше with iron stand and brass trim, by Weber-Stephen, 
$41.95. Standard-valve 72cubicfoot scuba tank sealed in a rugged plastic coating, $72.50, fitted with quality rubber tank boot, 
$4.95; attached is a single-hose breathing regulator which becomes weightless in mouth underwater, $59.50, soft-rubber face m: 
with purge valve and equalizer pads, $6.95, thermo-coated single-tank back pack, $19.50, and Corda floating-type fins in soft, 
molded Italian rubber, $10.95; all by Dacor. Hand-stitched pigskin desk set includes ashtray, $20, calendar pad, $10, pipe rack, 
518, letter rack, $30, and desk spinct, $80; all from Mark Cross. Pipe rack holds a flame-grain two-pipe set, by Kaywoodic, $30. 
Le Coultre perpetual-motion Atlass clock wound by changes in air temperature, from Hammacher Schlemmer, $125. Four- 
speed, four-track Wollensak Model 5300 solid-state tape recorder with separated multiple speaker systems, by 3-M, $279.95. 
Europeanstyled 250cc., four-speed motorcycle, by Harley-Davidson, $690 plus shipping. Five-foot belly board, by Phil, $57.50. 


211 


for a taste thats 
Springtime Fresh 


RED RYDER 


les romantic upbringing, cyni 
believers in Sante Claus from birth, 
never know the nature of the true dream. 
I was well ино my 20s before I finally 
ave up on the Easter bunny, and 1 am 
not convinced that 1 am the richer for 
Even now there are times when I'm not 


non- 
an 


so sure about the stork. 
Over the serpentine line roared а 
great sea of sound: tinkling bells, re 


corded carols, the hum and cane 
elect is, whistles toot 
cal cows mooing. cash registers dinging. 
| from far off in the faint distance the 
“Ho-hoho-ing” of jolly old Saint Ni 


of 


Inching our way past the last landmark 
on our uek—the vicyele deparumenti— 
my brother and 1 finally stood at the 


foot of Mount Olympus isell. Santa's 
enormous gleaming white snowdrift of 

throne sowed 10 or 15 feet above 
heads on a mountain of red and 
sel carpeted with 
Chrisimastrce bulbs and gleaming orn: 
ments, Each kid in turn was prodded up 
а tiny staircase at the side of the mo: 
tain on Santa's left, as Ве passed his last 
ner on to his right and down a red 
ack into oblivion for another 


our 
green 


Pretty ladies dressed in Snow White 
costumes, вашу gowns glittering with 
sequins. and tiaras clipped to their gold- 
hair, presided at the head of 
ecting traffic and keeping or 
As we drew nearer, Santa seemed to 
iom larger and larger. The tensio 
mounted. My brother was now whimper 
ing steadily. 1 herded him ahead of me, 
while behind. the girl in the glasses did 


the line, di 
der 


the same with her kid brother. Sud. 
denly there was no one left 
us in the Їй Snow White 


ny brother's shoulder with an iro 
ad he was on his way up the slope 
Quit. dra feet 


Get 


JINGLE BELLS, 
ALL THE WAY 
aho 
nks. 
bove me in the sparkling gloom 
see my brothers yellowand 
brown. taseied cap as he squatted brielly 
m Sants gigantic knee. I heard a boom- 
"Hoho-ho.” th high, thin, 
familiar, wailing wail, one that I had 
heard billions of Umes before, as my 
brother broke into lis primal ay. A claw 
dug into my elbow, and I was launched 
upward toward the mountaintop. 

I had long before decided to level 
with Santa, to r ıe. No 
Sandy Andy, no Kid stall, If 1 was going 
to ride the range with Red Ryder, Santa 
is was going to have to get the straight 
poop. 

"AND МНА 


BELLS. 
sung by 
reverberating 


mbered, 


cally lay it on the 


У YOUR NAME, LIT- 


(continued [rom page 142) 


TLE BOY?" His 
crashed out over the chipmunks He 
reached down and neatly hooked my 
sheepskin collar, swooping me upward, 
and there [sat on the biggest knee in 
creation, looking down and out over the 
endless expanse of toyland and down to 


booming baritone 


the tiny figures that wound off into the 
distance 
‘Uhhh... uhhh ... uhhhh ., 


HATS A FINE NAME, LITTLE 
BOY! HO-HO-HO! and now . . 
т. moist breath poured 
down over me as though Irom some cos 
mic steam radiator. Santa smoked Cam- 
els, like my Uncle Charles 

My mind had gone blank! Frantically 
1 tried to remember what it was 1 want- 
ed. T was blowing it! There was no one 
else in the world except me and. Santa 
now. Aud the chipmunks 

“Uhhh .. . ahhh . . . 

“WOULDN'T YOU LIKE A NICE 
FOOT BALI 

My mind groped. Football, football. 
Without conscious will my voice 


My 


mind 


God, а football! 
slammed into gear. Already Santa 
sliding me off his knee and toward the 
red chute, and I could see behind me an- 
other white-faced kid bobbing upward 

“I want a Red Ryder BB gun with a 
special Red Ryder sight and a compass 
п the stock with a sundial,” 1 shouted. 

~HO-HO-HC YOULL SHOOT 
YOUR EYE OUT, KID. HO-HO-HO! 
MERRY CHRISTMAS! Down the 
chute I went. 

I have never been struck 
lightning, but I know how 
The back of my head was numb. My 
feet clanked le; beneath me as T 
returned to earth at the bonom of the 
chute. Another Snow White shoved the. 
famous [rec gilt imo my mitten—a barely 
recognizable plastic Kriss Kringle stamped 
with bold red lewers: MERRY XMAS 
SHOP АТ GOLDBLATT’S FREE 
PARKING—and spun me back out into 
коман. My brother stood sniveling under 

counter piled high with Raggedy Ann 
dolis, and from nowhere my mother and 
father appeared. 

"Did you tell Santa what you want- 
2" the old man asked. 
“Yeah.” 

“Did he ask you if you had been a 
good. boy 
“Хо” 

“На! Don't worry. He knows anyw: 
TH bet he about the ba 
window. Don't worry, Не knows. 

Maybe that was it! My mind reeled 
h the realization that maybe Santa 
did know how ronen | had been and 
that the football was not only a threat 
ut û punishment, Th 


by a bolt of 
must feel. 


knows 


wi 


¢ had been for 
d Street а theory 


generations on Clevela 


that if you were not “a good boy" you 
would reap your just desserts under the 
wee. This idea had be 
rgcly discounted by the more confirmed 
cvildo the neighborhood, but now 
I could not escape the distinct possibility 
that there was something to it. Usually 
for a full month or so before the big 
day most kids walked the straight and 
row, but I had made a drastic slip 
rom the paths of righteousness by knock- 
ing out a basement. window with a sled 
runner and then compounding. the idiocy 
by denying it when all the evidence was 


Inconuovertible. This cused an uproar 
Hy resulted. їп my getting 
my mouth washed out with Lux and a 


drastic curtailment of allowance to. pay 
for the glass. Г could sce that either my 
father or Santa, or perhaps both, were 
not content to let bygones be bygones. 
Were they in league with Or 
was Santa actually a mother ін disguise? 

The next few days groaned Бу. Now 
only three more school days геп 
belore Christmas vacation, that gre 
time of all the year. As it drew closer, 
lona Pearl Bodkin, my homeroom teach- 
er. became more and more manic, whip 
ping the сіне into a veritable frenzy of 
yuletide joy. We belted out carol after 
carol. We built our own paper Christmas 
wee with Cutout ornaments. We strung 
long strings of popcorn chains. Crayon 
Santas and silverpap hs poured 
out of our assembly line. 

In а corner of the room, 
decorated with erepe pap 
our Christmas grab bag. Every kid 
the class had bou It for the 
with someone's name, drawn from a 
hat, attached. I had bought for Hele 
Weathers a large, amazingly lifelike. jet- 
black rubber tarantula. Г had cackled 
fiendishly as 1 wrapped it, and even now 
its beady green eyes glared from some- 
where in the depths of the Christmas 
grab bag. 1 knew she'd like it. 

Miss Bodkin, after recess, addressed. us: 

“Î want all of you to write a Шеше. 

А theme! A rouen theme before Christ 
mas! There must be some kids somewhere 
who love writing themes, but to а noi 
mal air-breathing human kid, w 
themes is a torture that ranks second 
only to the dreaded medieval thumb- 


top a desk 
rosenes, sat 


screw of Inquisitional fame. A theme! 

. . entitled "What I Want for 
Christmas, " she concluded. 

The clouds lifted. I saw a faint m 


4 of the black. 
| enveloped me 


of light at the other ei 
cave of gloom that h: 
since my visit to Santa. Rarely had the 
words poured fom my penny pencil 
with such feverish fluidity. Here was a 
theme on а subject thar needed. talking 
abor if ever one did' D remember 10 
this day its glorious winged phrases and 
concise imagery: 


What 1 
Ryder. ВВ 
the stock 


wt for Christ 
un wih 


s is a Red 
compass in 
d this thing that tells 


pu 
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time. 1 think everybody should have 
Red Ryder BB gun. They are very 
good for Christmas. I don’t think а 
football is a very good Christmas 


prese 


I wrote it on bluelined paper from my 
Indian Chief tablet, being very careful 
about the margins. Miss Bodkin was very 
smippy about uneven margins. The 
themes were handed in and Г felt some- 
how that when Miss Bodkin read mine she 
would sympathize with my plight and 
^ appeal on my behalf to the 


powers that be, and that everything 
моши work out, somehow. She was my 
last hope. 


The final day before vacation dawned 
dank and misty, with swirling eddies 
of icy wind that rattled the porch swing. 
Warren С. Harding School glowed like 
а jeweled oasis amid the sooty snow- 
banks of the playground. Lights blazed 
from all the windows, and in every room 
the Christmas party spirit had kids writh- 
ing in their seats, The morning winged 
by, and alter lunch Miss Bodkin 
nounced that the rest of the afternoon 
would be party time. She handed out our 
graded themes, folded, with our. names 
scrawled on the outside, A big red В in 
Miss Bodkin's direct hand glowed on my 


literary effort, 1 opened it, expecting Miss 
Bodkin’s usual penciled | corrections, 
which ran along the lines of "Watch 
margins” or “Check sp." But this time 
personal note leaped up, flew around 
the room and fastened itself leechlike 
on the back of my neck 
“You'll shoot your 


суе out. Mery 


my scat, shipping water from 
every scam. Was there no end ю this 
conspiracy of irrational prejudice against 
Red Ryder and his peacemaker? Nervous. 
ly 1 pulled out of my desk the dog-eared 
back page of Open Road for Boys which 
I had carried with me everywhere, wak- 
ing and sleeping, for the past few weeks. 
Red Ryders handsome orange face with 
the big balloon coming out of his mouth 
did not look discouraged or defeated. 
Red must have been a kid once himself. 
and they must have told him the same 
thing when he asked for his first Colt 4 
for Christmas. 

I stuffed my аце 


ed dreams into my 
geography book and gloomily watched 
other, happier, carefree, singing kids 
who were going to gef what they wanted 
for Christmas as Miss Bodkin distributed 
Іше green baskets filled with hard candy. 
somewhere off down the hall the sixth- 
grade glee dub was singing “O Ише 


"I don't know. What do you usually do Christmas Eve?” 


town of Bethlehem, how still 
thee Tie..." 

Mechanically my jaws crunched on 
the conaree-hard rock candy and 1 
stared hopelessly out the window, past 
cutout Santas and garlands of red-and- 


we see 


iat 
that time of year. Snow was beginning 
to fall, drifting sofily through the feeble 
yellow glow of the distant street lamps, 
while around me unbridled merriment 
raged higher and higher 

By suppertime that night, I had begun 
to resign myself to my fare. After all, I 
told myself, you сап alw: 
football, and anyway, th 
Christmases. 

The day before, 1 had gone with my 
father and mother to the frozen parking 
lor next to the Eso station whe 
long and soul-searching discussion, we 
had picked out our tree, Now it stood 
in the living room, fragrantly y 
у. Already my mother had be 
gun the trimming operations: The lights 
were lit, and the living room 
formed inio a small, w 

From the kitchen intoxicating smells 
were beginning to fill the house. Every 
year my mother baked two pumpkin pics, 
Spicy and immobilizingly rich. Up 
through the hotair registers echoed the 
boom and bellow of my father fighting 
the furnac ¢ locked in my bedroom 
in à fever of excitement, Before me on thc 
bed were sheets of green and yellow paper, 
balls of colored string, and cellophane 
envelopes of stickers showing sle'ghing 
scenes, wreaths, and angels blowing trum- 
pets. The zeppelin was already lumpily 


s use another 
те will be other 


done—it had taken me 45 minutes—and 
now 1 struggled with the big one, the 
magnificent gleaming gold and pearl 


me atomizer, knowing full well that 
apping what would undoubtedly 
become а treasured family heirloom. 1 
checked the Jock on the door, and for 
double safety hollered: "Don't anyone 
open this door! 

I turn back 


until 


labors 


to my 


ve giving piled 
pyramid on the quilt. My brother was 
Jocked in the bathroom, wrapping the Пу 
swatter he had bought for the old m: 
Our family always had its Christm: 
on Christmas Eve. Other, less fortunate 
people, I had heard. opened their presents 
in the chill dammy light of dawn. Far 
more civilized, our Santa Claus reco 
nized that barbaric practice for what 
it was Around midnight great heaps 
оГ üsucy, crinkly, sparkly, enigmatic 
packages appeared among the lower 
branches of the tree and half-hidden 
among the folds of the white bed sheec 
that looked in the soft light like some 
magic snowbank. 
ier. just after the tree h 
ished, my father had taken me 
ther out in the Graham- 


d been 
nd my 
е 


boule of wine.” When we 
tt had been there and gone! 
ble and the bookcase were 
glish walnuts, cashews and 
almonds and peuified hard candy. My 
brother circled around the tree, moani 
solidy, while I, cooler and more c 
quickly eved the mountain of revealingly 
wrapped largess—and knew the worst 

Out of the kitchen ca у mother 
fished and sparkly-eyed, bearing two 
wineglasses half filled with the special 
algreen drugstore vintage that my old 
огей. Christmas had 
they sipped their wine 
we plunged into the cornucopia, quiver- 
with desire and the ecstasy of u 
bridled av In Ше background, on 
radio. Lionel Barrymore's wheezy. 
ШУ old voice spoke kindly of Bob 
Cratchit and Tiny Tim and the ghost of 
old Marley. 
The fist package I grabbed 
sged "Fo Randy from Santa.” 
werishly passed it over to my brother. 
who always was а slow reader, and re 
turned to work. Aha! 
“To Jeanie from Aunt Min"—on a 
rgish, lumpy, red-wrapped gift that 
I suspected to be the crummy loot- 
L Frantically I tore oll the wrap- 
gs. Ok no! ОН NO! A pair of fuzzy. 
K, idiotic, cross-cyed, Пор-сагей bunny 
slippers! Aunt Min had for years labored 
nder the delusion that 1 was not only 
perpetually four years old but also a girl. 
My mother Чу added oil to the 
nes by saying 
Oh, aren't they sweet! A 
always gives you the nicest presen 
‘em on; sec if they fit” 

They did. Immediately my feet began 
to sweat as those two fully little bunnies 
with blue button cyes stared sappily up at 


pick up 
кетті Sa 
On the end 
bowls of 


nt Min 
. Put 


years I would h them every 


time Aunt Min visited us. 1 just hoped 
that Flick would never spot them. 
word of 


the 


this humili could 


tion 


Next to me in harness, my kid brother 
ly, doggedly stripped package after 
age until he hit the zeppelin. It was 
the jackpot! Falling over sideways with 
n carspliting yell, he launched it up- 
ward imo the middle branches of the wee. 
Two glass angels and a golden bugle 
crashed to the floor, and a string of lights 
winked out. 

Its not supposed to fly, you nut,” 1 


h, what good is a zeppelin that 
doesn't Пу? 

“It rolls. And beeps.” 

Instantly he was on his knees pushi 
the Graf Zeppelin, beeping fiendish 
propellers clacking. xs the living- 
room rug. It was a sound that was to be 
come sickeningly f п the months 
ahead. I suspect ev t that moment my 
mother knew that one day the zeppelin 


Want a Stock Exchange seat before you're 35? 


yor'll get there faster 
in a clubman^sportcoat 


Clubman is for young men who see 
room at the top—and move in. It's 
the lock of confidence created by 
invigorating fabrics and 
authoritative styling. Go 
ahead- live it up in a 
Clubman sportcoat., 
$35 to $75, 


FOR A SHOP NEARBY, WRITE: CLUBNAN, 033 SOUTH MAPLE AVENUE, LOS ANGELES, CALIF. 90015 
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216 ble, ше zeppelin da 


"It's an elf!” 


woukl mysteriously disappear, never to 
beep 

My lather wad pa Нн feet wiii De hore 
blink of the dying tree lights. He loved 
nothing bener than to tck down the 
continual short circuits and burned-out 
bulbs of Christmas-tree light strings. Ob- 
livious, I continued to ravage my gifts, 
ng imalloyed joy at each lousy Sandy 
dump truck and Monopoly game 
My brother's gift to me was the only 
bright spot in an otherwise remarkably 
mediocre haul: a rubber Frankenstein 
face which 1 knew would come in handy. 
I immediately put it on and, peering 
through the slit eyes, continued to open 
my booty. 

"Oh. how terrible!” my mother s 
"Take it off and put it away 
1 think it looks great on him," my 
father said. 1 stood up and did my al- 
ready famous Frankenstein walk, dump 
ing stifl-legeed around the living room 
and back to the tree. 

Finally it was over, There were no 


more mysterious packages under the 
tree, only a great pile of crumpled tissue 
papa. string and empry boxes. In the 


excitement I had forgotten Red. Ryder 
nd the BB gun, bur now it all came 
back, Skunked! Well. at least 1 had a 
ankenstein lace. And there was no deny- 
g that 1 had scored heavily with the 
Simoniz мі the atomizer, as well as 
the zeppelin. The joy of giving can up- 
Tift the saddened heart. 

My brother lay dozing amid the rub- 
sped in one hand 


and his new fire truck іп the other. My 


father bent aver from his easy chair, his 
eighth glass of wine in his hand. 
Say, don't 1 see something over there 


stuck behind the drapes? Why, I think 
there is something over there behind the 
pes. 
Не was right! There was a tiny flash 
of red under the ecru curtains. Like a 
shot Г was off. and milliseconds later T 
knew that old Sama had come throu 
A long. heavy 
arked “To Je had been 
left somehow behind the curtain 
Instant the wrappings were off. and the 
was А Red Ryder cubineaction 
ngemodel BB gun lay in irs ау 
white packing. bluesteel barrel graceful 
nd taut, its dark, polished stock gleam- 
ing like all the treasures of the Westem 
world, And there, burned imo the walnut, 
his level gaze unmistakable, his jaw dean 
and hard. was Red Ryder himself cool- 
ly watching my every move. His Lace was 
even more beautiful and malevolent than 
the pictures in the advertisements showed. 

Over the radio thundered a thousand- 
voiced heavenly chor 

"JOY TO THE WORLD! 
LORD IS COME . . 

My mother sat and smiled a weak, 
doubtful smile while my old man 
grinned broadly from behind his wine- 
glass 

The 
equipped with two heavy tubes of beauti 
ful Copproteck BBs, gleaming gold and 
s hard as sin itself. Covered with a thin 


THE 


magnificent weapon had come 


film of oil, they poured with a “shhh 
ing" sound into the 200-shot magazine 
through a BB-size hole in the side of 
that long bluesteel tube. They added 


t and a feeling of danger to the 


There were also printed targets. 
of them, with а lage bullseve 
inside concentric rings marked “One 


Two-Three-Four,” and the bull'seye was 
primed right in the middle of a portrait 
ol Red Ryder himself. 

1 could hardly wait to пу it out, but 
the instruction booklet said, in Red 
Ryder's own words: 


Kids, never fire а BB gun in the 
house. They can really shoot. And 
don't ever shoot at other kids. I never 
shoot anybody but bad guys, and I 
don't want any of my friends hurt. 


Ti was well past midnight y and, 
excitement or no, I was getting sleepy 
Tomorrow was Christmas Day. and the 
relatives were coming over to visit. That 
would mean even morc loot of one kind 
othe 
n my v 
+ snow 


nywa 


or 


rm bed 1 could hear the fall- 
74 n the cold still brushing 
softly inst the dark window. Next u 
me in the blackness lay my oiled blue 
steel beauty, the greatest Christmas gilt 1 
had ever received. Gradually I drifted 
off to sIcep— pra ducks on the w 
and getting off spectacular hip shots as I 
dissolved into nothingness. 

Dawn сате. As the gray light crept 
around the shades amd over the quilt, 
I was suddenly and tinglingly awake 
Stealthily 1 dresed in my icy maroon 
corduroy knick sheepskin coat 
and my plaid sweater. I pulled on my 
highaops and found my minens, crept 
through the dark living room, fragrant 
with Christmas tree, and out onto the 
porch. Inside the house the family slepi 
d the fulfilled. 


the sleep of the just a 
During the night a great snow had fall- 
сп, covering the gritty remains of past 
пома. The trees hung rich and heat y 
with Йийу down. The sun, soaring bright 
id brilliantly sharp over Pulaski’s candy 
store, Jit up the soft, rolli 
of snow with orange and gold splashes ol 
color. Overnight the temperatwe had 
dropped 30 degrees or more, and the 
brite, crackling air was still and clea 


$ moonscape 


nd ir hurt the lungs to breathe it. ‘The 
tempera stood at perhaps 15 to 
20 below zero, cold enough t0 make 


the telephone. wires creak and groan im 
gony. From the eaves of the front porch 
gnarled ays uched all ihe 
way to the dr ied law 

I trudged down the steps, barely dis 
cernible in the soft Пай, and now I stood 
in the clean air, ready to consummate my 
great, Jong. painful, ecstatic love all 
Brushing the snow off the third мер. I 
propped up a gleaming Red Ryder 
get, the black xd 
out starkly against the snowy whiteness 


icicles 


ıs on the bi 


ings and bull’s-eve s 


Above the bullseye Red Ryder watched 
me, his eyes following my every move. 1 
backed off imo the snow а good 20 
fect, slammed the stock down onto my 
left kneecap, holding the banel with my 
mittened lett hand, lipped the minen olt 
my right and, hooking my fingers in the 
ісу carbine lever, cocked my bluesteel 
beuidy for the first time, 1 hesret the BB 
dick down into the chamber: the spring 
inside twanged sharply, and with a clink 
she rested ta herd and loaded іп my 


dipped, rapidly bliieg lands 

For the first time I sighted down over 
thar cold barrel, the heart-shaped rear 
sight almost brushing my nose and the 
blade of the hour sight wavering back 
and forth, up and down, and finally 
the beant 


coming 
and g dead on the innermost r 
Кей Ryder didnt move a musele, his 
Stetson Having our above the target as he 
waited, 

Slowly 1 squeezed the frosty tigger. 
Back ... back .. . back, For 
stant I thought wildly: It docsn't work! 
We'll have to send it back! And then: 
CRRAAACK! 

The gun jerked upward and for a brief 
instant everything stood still, The target 
twitched а tiny tie—and then а mas- 
sive wallop. a gigantic. slashing impact 
crashed across. the acc. 
My horn-rimmed. glasses spun from. my 
head into а snowbank. For several sec- 


to rest sharply, entin; 


left side of my 


onds 1 stood, not knowing what had 
happened. warm blood trailing down 
over my check and ошо the walnut 


sak of my Red Ryder 200-shot rang 
model BB gun 

I lowered the barrel convulsively. The 
burger sul stood: Red Ryder was un 
scratched. rigged. uncontrolled tidal 
wave of pain, throbbing and singing. 
rocked my head. The ricoche BB 
had mised my eye by perhaps а half 


inch, and a long. angry. bloody welt ex- 
tended from my checkbone almost ro my 
car. fi was divine rewibution! Red Ryder 
hod stuck again Another bad guy had 
heen gunned down! 

Frantically 1 scrambled for my glasses, 
And then the most catasirophic blew of 
ЧЕ hey were pulverized! Few th 
brought such swift and terrible retribu- 
tion on a kid during the Depression 
pair of busted glasses. The left 
lens way out as dean as a whistle, and 
lor а moment | thought: ГИ fake it! 
They’ know the lens is 
But hen. gingerly fingering my r 


за 


never 
йу 
swelling blick eye. P realized that here 
was а shiner on the way that would. top. 
even the one T got the time 1 fought 
Grover Dill. 

As I put the cold hornrims back on 
my nose, th 
just a crack and Г could make ont the 
blur of my mother’s Chinese-red chenille 
bathrobe. 


front door creaked open 


“Be cuclul Don't 
eye! Just be care 

She hadn't seen! Rapidly my mind 
evolved а spectacular fantasy. involving 
а falling icide and how it had hit the 
gun barrel which cused the stock to 
bounce up and cut my check and 
break my glasses and I wied 10 get out 
of ше wav but the icicle fell ой the 
roof and hit the gun and it bounced up. 
and hit me and... 1 begin to oy up 
roaviously, faking it at fist. but then the 
shock and. fear took over 
real thing ig. sobbing. reiching; 

Twas now in the bathroom. my mother 
bending over me, telling me: 

“There now, sce, its jus а Hule 
bump. You're lucky you didn't cut your 


Уос 
Ш now." 


out your 


Пи was the 


Пелу 


eye. Those icicles sometimes even kill 
people. You're really lucky, Here, hold 
this rag on й, and don't wake your 
brother. 

1 HAD PULLED IT OFF! 


1 sipped the biter diegs of coffee that 
remained in my cup. suddenly catapulted 
by a falling trav back imo the cheerful. 
impersonal, brightly lit clatter of Hor 
Натат. 1 wondered whether Red Ryder 
sill ren ibutior 1 
frontier justice as of old. Considering the 
number of kids | with broken 
glasses, | suspect he is 


was dispensing 


see 


UNSHRINKABLES 


First wool hose that won't shrink 


Jockey 


MENSWEAR 


JOCKEY MENSWEAR, KENOSHA, WIS —А DIVISION OF COOPER S, IN. 


the washer or dryer! They're easy to identify. Just look 
for the Red Toe Stripe". It's the mark of a Thorobred®— Jockey Thorobred wool hose. It's а guar- 
antee, too: if these socks shrink out of size, you get a new pair free. So go ahead—enjoy the 
comfort and absorbency that only woo/ socks can give . . . like the over-the-calf style (always 
neat—no leg exposure). But make sure you choose The Unshrinkables—Jockey Thorobred 
wool hose. Imported from England, yet only $2, Anklet and over-the-calf styles. 
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JOHNNY JANIS waxing romantic 


LATEST IN A LO 1 
Gregory, Jerry V. 
Tommy Makem. 
stages of the inter 
their nch 
named Johnny Janis. His gutsy, deep-throated si 
ng style, which he frequently backs up with his own 
virtuoso brand of guitar accompaniment, so im- 
pressed pLaysoy’s Editor-Publisher Hugh М. Hef- 
ner that he personally made arrangements Гог Janis 
10 cut a new album of romantic ballads for Monu 
ment Records, under the expert direction. of 
arrangerconductor Don Costa. Featuring Costa's 
consummate charting skills (which have been used 
by such eminent balladecrs as Frank Sinatra, Sami 
Davis and Steve Lawrence) and the big.ba 
ground of nearly 30 top-flight studio inst 
ists, Johnny's first Monument releasc— Playboy 
Presents Johnny Janis Once т а Шис Moon— 
includes а perfect dozen [rom his romantic repertoire 
and signals the arrival of a versatile new vocal talent. 
For his LP debut. which longtime record bull Hef- 
ner considers “one of the finest rom ic all 
recorded," Janis has deliberately refrained from 
using the customary up-tempo standards record buy- 
ery have come to expect as part of any new vocalist 
high-fidelity bow. “1 know 
he explains, “but Гус always wanted to пу my hand 
at а mood-sustaining album devoted exclusively 10 
ballads.” Costa, whose musical judgment rarely 
misses a measure in such matters, calls Janis “one of 
nd distinctive performers Гуе 
меп, and we're sure you'll 


ne of gifted entertainers—Dick 
Dyke, the Clancy Brothers and 
mong others—who have used the 
onal Playboy Club circuit as 
g site to stardom is а young baritone 


is ever 


s an offbeat approach, 


the most sensitive 
en for." Li 


ever wri 


JOHN CHANCELLOR voice for voice 


“twas Harry as a flea working for NBC," Joli 
Chancellor sighed wistfully when President. John- 
son appointed him director of the Voice of Ameri- 
).percent reduction in salary. But whe 
sident says “please,” Chancellor says “yes, 
use “there really is no ethical alternative.” The 
White House appointment celebrated the second 
sizable pay cut Chancellor has digested in the past 
three years. In 1962 he earned 5125.000 annually as 
mouthpiece for NBC's Today show, when he sud- 


denly wanted out on the grounds that he was а 
newspaperman and that Today "needs an actor. 
At VOA, John William Chancellor once again 


to become 


deserted the news desk—this tin 1 im- 
age maker. He heads an agency (а! $24.500 a year) 
that dor years has becn damned if it did 
damned if it didn't, His predecesor quit bec 
Voice was too propagandistic, ver some Congress 
men long have howled that Foie wasnt prop- 
agandistic enough. Assuming this uncomfortable 
perch is a 38-year-old native of Chicago (six feer, 200 
ads, married, father of three), once a reporter 
the Chicago Sun Times. In. 1961, NBC, he 
red the Republican National Convention in San 
cisco where, still clutching his microphone, he 
was hustled ой the floor by police. "Hello ош 
there,” he then remarked with aplomb, "this is 
chancellor. somewhere in custody.” Now а 
imself, he sees the Voice of America 

as a newspaper of the air, complete with editor 

page. "Our main weapon is our freedom 10 make 

our own mistakes and solve our own problems 
тв ош in the open. And I aim to use that weapon." 


OSKAR WERNER az oscar for oskar? 


IN EUROPE, it is not Laurence Olivier, John Giclgud 
nor Richard Burton who is hailed as the premier 
or of Hamlet, but rather a llaxen-thatched 
ese actor, Oskar Werner, who is 
23. Werner, as impresario and leading. performer of 
the Theater Ensemble Oskar Werner 
phantly toured the Continent since 1959. 
audiences first saw him in 1951, when he portrayed a 
German soldier employed as an Allied spy in the 
filmed-in-Europe Decision Before Dawn. On the 
strength of that performance, 20th Century-Fox put 
him under contract, but kept him cooling his heels 
1 1053. Oskar, bridling under his enforced idle- 
ss, went back to 


rope and Hamlet. He wasnt 
ain in the U.S. until 1961, when he starred 


sce 
in F 
him an enthı tic following of art-house devotees 
but litle national recognition. It remained for Ship 
of Fools vo provide Werner with American impact. 
His performance as the ship's doctor was singled out 
as a dramatic tour de force. Hollywood producers 
ghting for Werner's services. The result: 


beg g 
parts as the Communist agent in The Spy Who Came 
ıe prison-camp 


angois Truffaut's Jules and Jim, which won 


Іп from the Cold and Ше Confeder 
commandant, С: n Wirtz, in MacKinl: Ator 


Andersonville. Werner, an unassuming, intellectual 


who n 


maint 


ns a modest chalet in the postage- 
stamp principality of Liechten: 
spend much time at his Alpi 
let him go once; it has no intention of committ 
that faux pas again—not when the Academy Award 
y be highlighted Бу Oskar's Oscar. 


сін, may not get to 
retreat, Hollywood 


presentations m 


T 
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You've found it! 


Right here in a can of Colt 
45 Malt Liquor. It's as lively 
as anything you've tasted 
yet. The flavor is smooth 
and mellow. But there's 
nothing subtle about the 
backbone in Colt 45 Malt 
Liquor. So stop looking 
around for a live one. 
You've found it! Colt 45 
Malt Liquor . . . a com- 
pletely unique experience. 


SPECIAL PRODUCTS DIVISION OF 
THE NATIONAL EREWING CO., BALTIMORE, ир. 


PLAYBOY PHILOSOPHY 

(continued from page 87) 
waiting period for either the license or 
the ceremony. 

In place of restrictive statutes. we sug- 
gest an extensive nationwide. education- 
I program on sex, marriage and the 
family: this could be especially valuable 
in coping with the serious problems 
of teenage sex, marriage and divorce 
(almost 13 percent of all 17-year-old 
females in the U.S. are married; approxi- 
mately 50 percent ol the girls who many 
prior to the age of 18 are. premaritally 
pregnant: well over half of all couples 
who marty before the age of 18 are sub 
sequently divorced). 

Some of the opposition to a more per- 
missive divorce code is based on the теј 
gious conviction that divorce itself is 
immoral. But from a point of 
view, the high rate of U, S. divorce is im- 
portant prim; as а barometer of the 
increasing number of couples in cont 
porary society who are unable to find 
any lasting happiness in marriage. Con- 
sequently, а logical concern over divorce 
ought (о concentrate on correcting its 
underlying causes rather than simply re 
ng the divorce statistics with restric 
tive legisla 


du 


Divorce is only а symptom, and you 
don't cure a disease by treating its symp- 
toms. The successful elimination of only 


gerou: fake 


creating impression 
t the illness itself has been cured, and 
Пу causing other. more serio 
ations 10 develop as well. 
ital ills from which our so 
nd for which we must begin 
ble cures, are primarily 
caused. by the serious conllicts in perso: 
identities and values that afitict both sexes 
more com- 


v espec 


of the traditional m 
le and female, 
in such relationships as husband and 
wife, economic provider and homemaker, 
father and mother, ete. 

The problem of divorce, like that of 
adultery, can be understood. ошу by 
comprehending the complex. and often 
conllicting emotions and motivations 
that develop in a marriage relationship 
If bener answers are to be found for 


these problems, they will come less from 


1 


gislarively suppressing the hun 

than from liberating it, through t 
blishment of more enlightened social 
and sexual values. 


CONCLUSIONS ON ADULTERY 


The adultery statutes of the United 
are historically derived from 
church kaw rather than соти 

secular codification of religious degma— 
and, as such, they are an unconstitutional 
abridgment of the First Amendment's 


on law—a 


ate church and state. 
thou 


guarantee of a зер 
Tt can be ned that ever 


inst 


origin, they 
mate purpose in secular society by 
punishing behavior that is harmful 10 
the institutions of marriage and family— 
in which society certainly has а stake 
But, as we have indicted, these 
rarely enforced and the punishment thus 

rbitrary, 


applied is random and quite 
having less than no effect as а deterrent 
—tending 10 produce instead a general 
disrespect for the law. just as national 
Prohibition did in the 10205. 

Any attempt at more rigid enforce- 
ment of these statutes would cert 
fail to achieve the desired results. As 
editorial on the subject of archaic Amer- 
ican sex laws in The University of 
Chicago Law Review remarks: “If strict 
enforcement of all state sex Laws were 
decreed for a short time only, pressure 
for legislative repeal would become 
irrepressible.” 

It should be remembered that the сх- 
tramarital intercourse that is considered 
criminal adultery in 45 separate states is 
engaged in, at one time or another, by 
approximately 50 percent of all married 
males and 25 percent of all married fe- 
males in America, This is not an activity 
that be effectively suppressed by 
penal prohibitions. Even in those early 
Puritan colonies, where the penalty р 
scribed for adultery was death, extra 
marital intercourse was commonplace 

Whether America’s adultery laws help 
or actually hurt the situation, extramari 
al intercourse is generally assumed to 
be injurious to marr Tt isn't often 
suggested, by any responsibie authority, 
that adultery may also sometimes be 
beneficial. Bur in a recent two-part ar 
de on the Kinsey Institute's new book, 
Sex Offenders, Dr. Paul Gebhard, head 
of the Institute for Sex Rescarch at Indi 
a University since Dr. Kinsey's death, 
wld the ladies who read the Ladies 
Home Journa 

"Even aside from religious or moral 
considerations, society certainly h 
ake in preventing adultery, for the 
family is the whole basis of our social 
suucture; and опе apparently obvious 
y 10 insure that marriages will last is 
sexual gratification with 
пуопе except the legal husband or the 
legal wile. But a closer look shows th 
this ideal may not always fit the biologi- 
cab wath, А man and an be 
mismated sexually; or they can become 
sexually t 
can produce the urge for novelty. 

Undoubtedly many 
broken up by а husban 
has become sexually dissatisfied. И thc 
law, social custom and moral considers 
tions permitted gratification outside the 
marriage, doubtless many of these mar- 
riages would survive, as they do in the 
American and southern European 


countrics, where affairs with a mistress 
or a lover are condoned . . 

Imagine reading that in the Ladies 
Home Journal! 

Adultery is clearly а more complex 
ethical and social problem than fornic: 
ion, but its very complexity is one of 
strongest arguments for making it a 
matter of private morality to be deter- 
mined by the individuals involved. It 
should not be the subject of public scru- 
tiny or attempted suppression by society 
and the state 

Or, as Dr. Gebh 
Journal aride is 
fraught with nuances of practicality, mo- 
rality, religious attitudes and the compl 
емей structure of human emotions. It 
too delicate a question to be solved 
by а law that simply states that the man 
or woman who commits adultery must 
go to prison . . 

It is our conclusion that all adultery 

cs, whether concerned with a single 
ict of coitus or adulterous cohabitation, 
should be stricken from the statute 
books and that private sex behavior be- 
tween consenting adults should be out- 
side the jurisdiction of government. 


REVISING STATE SEX LAWS 


Despite the number of sound argu- 
ments for revising state sex statutes such 
as those on adultery, and the number of 
important social, scientific, religious and 
al voices that have been raised in fa- 
vor of revising them, progress toward a 
more rational, liberal sex code has been 
frustratingly slow. For even those legisla- 
tors who recognize the need to change 
this undemocratic area of the law are 
frequently afraid to take any positive ac- 
tion, because it is never good pol 
seem to be in favor of “sin.” 

A recent Associated Press news story 
from Lincoln, Nebraska, stated 


A noted criminologist says many 
of Nebraska's sex statutes are "cruel, 
outdated and unenforceable.” 
However, this call for moderniza- 
apparently is falling on deaf 


Dr. James B. Reinhardt, а Uni- 
versity of Nebraska professor of crim- 
inology, emeritus, said Nebraska's 
sex re “remnants of middle- 
e thinking that would require for- 
ation of a Nazilike police state to 
enforce.” 

Although several state senators ad- 
mit that many of the sex statutes are 
chaic, they said they wanted no 
part of any move to update them. As 
опе outstate senator put it: "I'm n 
going 10 sponsor any move to lib 
alize those laws. Not in this state. 
I've got to worry about getting re- 
elected.” 

The Americin Bar Association 
has urged all states to rev 1 
sex laws, and several states have 


aws 


n 
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world's largest selling pipe 


gives you pleasure 
and peace of mind 


Filter out tars, juices, nicotine with Medico's scien- 
tific 2/4" disposable Filter with 66 baffes, Draw in 
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PLAYBOY COCKTAILS FOR TWO SET 


Perfect mixer for a perfect evening. Emblazoned 
іп 22k gold. 16-ounce glass mixer, stirrer and two cocktail glasses. 
Deluxe set includes walnut snack tray with knife 


— and tile for cheese cutting. 
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taken action, But Omaha attorney 
Harry B. Cohen, president of the 
ха Bar Association, said he 
would not call for a review of the 
laws in Nebraska “unless there's а 
r for 
id 


Dr. Rein l of Ne- 


little thought ye 
period of "furious morality. 
The regulation of private me 
except as they directly affect the 
public good is not the business of 
Jaw, but that is exactly what some of 
our Nebraska attempt to 


laws in 
* he said. 
1 feel these laws should be up- 
dated to harmonize more with mod- 
ern, sophisticated thinking. As it is 
now. forms of sexuality. forbidden 
by law are not uncommon in the 
public... 

laws become bad laws when 
tempt to meddle in the per- 
affairs of adults 


sonal 
who, if they are harming anyone by 


consenting. 


their actions, ше only harming 
themselves,” Dr. Reinhardt said. 


The references that this noted crimi- 
nologist makes to Nebraska's sex laws 
are equally applicable то those of most 
of the other 49 states, for despite the 
newspaper articles statement that “The 
American Bar Association has urged all 
states to review their sex laws, and sever- 


al states have taken action,” the only 
state that has thus far taken any real 


steps toward modernizing its sex laws is 
Illinois. 
A serious attempt м 


ize New York's sex 
as a part of a comprchensive re-examina 
ion and revision of that state's criminal 
code—the first 81 years. The speci 
State Commission on Revision of the 
| Law and Criminal Code, which 
worked four years on the recommenda- 
tions for modernizing New York stat- 
utes, proposed that adultery and sexual 
deviation no longer be considered 
crimes. 


The commission. chairman, Assembly- 
man Richard Bartle, said the recom- 
mendations were based on the principle 
that such conduct “falls within the are 
of private morals" and ік not а matter 
for public concern. The New York Post 
reported: “Bartlett acknowledged. tha 
the proposals on adultery and sexual 
deviation would almost certainly touch 
off a major controversy." They did 

During three days of public hearing 
held by the stare commission prior to 

iving its final recommendations to the 
legislature, religious representatives split 
sharply cactions to the prope 
to exempt adultery and sexual deviation 
from the criminal code, with denuncia- 
tion from Roman Catholics and. praise 
from Episcopali 
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“But you're not losing а wife—you're 
gaining а mistress." 


The Catholic viewpoint way presented 
by Charles Tobin, who made his state- 
ment in behalf of the New York State 
Catholic Welfare Committee. Mr. Tobin 
urged “that the offense of adultery be 
restored to the proposal. 

“We know that adultery 
threat to the marriage bond, undermines 
family life and endangers the common 
7 he asserted. 
ye that consensual sodomy be 
ime in the proposed 
id. “Homosexuality is 
10 sound family Ме 
а our community. We must take every 
reasonable мер to сие it. 

The New York Tunes reported: "Mr. 
Tobin his group objected also to 
the proposed bnw's language covering 
abortions and the prohibition оГ ob- 
scene, indecent and in 1 
tions and exhibitions. He 
changes would weaken prosecution and 
urged that the present Jaw be retained 
on these subjects.” 

John V. P. Lasoe, Jr. director of 
Christian Social Relations for the Epis- 
copal Diocese of New York, said the 
New York Protestant Episcopal. Diocese 
arded the commission's suggested r 
vision of the New York sex code as "a 
significant and enlightened advance over 
existing laws. 

“L think that there are several improve- 
ments in approach and understanding 
cmbodied in die revised article," M 
soe said. "But probably the most im- 


a serious 


is the recommendation that 
deviate sexual acts ‘privately and dis- 
creetly engaged in between competent 


and consenting adults’ should по longer 
constitute а crime. 

‘There is no need to restate here the 
‘modem sociological and psychiatric 
principles’ that led the commission to 
suggest this change. Obviously we accept 
this as part of God's continuing and pro- 
gressive revelation about man's. nature, 
and it is lear that they have done much 
to reshape a view once held by religious 


groups.” 
А representative for the New York 
County Association endorsed the 
posal that adultery and sexual devia 


п be stricken from the statute books, 
and recommended that the age of con- 
sent for women in sex cases be lowered 
from 18 to 16. The Bar Association's rec 
ommendations were presented 10 the 
H. Richard Uviller, an 
torney in Manhauan, 
AS- 


"t district 
А UPI newspaper report on the B: 
sociation testimony stated: 

ng for the elimination of old 
1 sex, Uviller 
though ‘there is a tradition of 


NE extrama 


said that 
including adultery in the law, we sug 


est 
it is fantasy and unrealistic’ Не said 
laws against adultery and sodomy are 
unjust aud largely unenforceable. The 
г Association said homosexual and 
deviate acis "privately and discreetly en 


gaged in between competent and con- 
senting adults’ should not be considered 
criminal” 

The New York Bar Association's rec 
ommendation to liberalize the state's sex 
statutes is consistent with the position of 
the American Bar Association, and the 
American Law Institute's. Model Penal 
Code. 

The Bartlett Commission's proposal 
for a new New York penal code went to 
the state legislature with its liberal sex 
provisions intact; and Asemblyman 
Bartlett offered persuasive arguments in 
their favor on the floor of the Assembly. 
But to no avail 
religious 


opposition that had 
the commission's 
hearings was even more in су 
dence in the pressures that were brought. 
to bear on the legislators during debate 
on the Bartlett bill, and centered almost 
exclusively on that portion of the con- 
templated legislation that dealt with 
sexual offenses 

The New York State Catholic Welfare 
Committee provided legislators with an 
unsolicited 18-page mimeographed Mem- 
orandum of “comments and criticisms 
on the Proposed Penal Code, with num- 
bered paragraphs corresponding to the 
numbered sections of the code itself, in- 
duding suggestions for the rejection о 
major revision ol entire statutes, as w 
nges "urged" in the ph 
sentences. down to the additi 
deletion of single words. Almost 
the 18 pages were devoted to а rejection 
of the more permissive approach to sex 
offenses endorsed by the state commis 
sion; the Catholic Memorandum not only 
argued against adultery and consensual 
sodomy being eliminated from the crimi- 
nal code, but also objected to the 
more liberal legislation recommended in 
relation to: 
The Age of Consent (opposed plan to 
lower age of consent from 18 to 17, al- 
though age suggested by American Law 
Institute is 10, which is also traditional 
age of consent under Anglo-American 
common law, and having sexual rela- 
tions with anyone under the age of con 
sent is statutory rape, punishable in New 
York with up to 10 years in prison); 
"Sexual Miscondua" (objected to new 
tide for activity not being severe 
enough, preferring previous designations 
as fourth-degree "rape" and “sodom 
although law only concerned with per- 
sons under the age of 21); Prostitution 
(sterner legislation desired); Indecent 
Xposure (preferred existing law); Ob- 


scenity and Related Offenses (urged 
“that the whole of the present Jaw be 
carried over verbatim”); Abortion (re 


quested redefining of sev terms to 
make abortion law more severe, in- 
cluding recommendation that abortion 
after quickening be considered 
slaughter in the third de 
Birth Control (opposed. prov 


“man- 
ес"); and 
ions being 


"What do you say?" 


shifted from category of Penal © 
Public Health Law, and objected to less 
restrictive prohibition on availability of 
birth-control devices. because "We sup- 


port the provisions of the Penal 
Law as they express an appropriate basi 
upon which devices used for the 


artificial prevention of conception may 
be prescribed Jor medical reasons. The 
statute is an expression of the public 
policy of our state, that such devices not 
be sold or distributed on any other 
premise. It significant protection 
against the wholesale dissemination of 
such devices, which would be an invita 
Чоп to immorality, particularly among 
the voung;"). 

On Consensual Sodomy, 
orandum “We have urged that 
the crime of sodomy between. consenting 
adults be retained in the Penal Law of 
New York, И has been urged that this 
t. when performed in private, is solely 
a matter between the two parties and 
not one of concern to the common weal, 
We disagree. . . . Such action would 
tend to increase homosexual practices in 
the adult population with a consequent 
effect upon the whole of society.” 

The Memorandums statement on sod 
оту covered. three full pages (far more 
space than was devoted to any other sub- 
ject), but completely ignored the [act 
that the criminal sodomy statute that 
the state commission wished to repeal 
prohibited both homosexual and hetero 
sexual "deviation" (which meant almost 
any sex act other than simple coit 
even when performed between husband 


the Mem- 


stated: 


and wife). The Memorandum concluded 
its comment on consensual sodomy with 
vence to the crime having been 
ed in the rec ion of the 
Code objections 
ed by groups in Ilinois [the Illinois 
Catholic Welfare Committee], . . . [and] 
an early reference by Cardinal Stritch.” 

‘The АГетоғапйит statement on 
adultery was limited to a single sen 
tence: “We urge that the crime of adul 
tery be continued in the law for many of 
the same reasons which we have urged 
above on the subject of consensual sodo 
my.” (Which is rather. confu: 
the reasons given for continui 
as а crime all had to do with сыта 
homosexuality—an unusual argument to 
apply to adultery.) 

What the Catholic Welfare Commiuce 
responsible for this Memorandum would 
apparently have preferred was the elimi 
nation of any serious re-examir 
revision of the criminal code. 


ind 


an least as 


lar as sex was concerned; urging "that 
the whole of the present law be carried 
over verbatim." they approved. perpetu- 


ating the confused and suppressive sex 
legislation of the past, without regard 
for the "modern sociological and psychi- 
ric principles" that the state. commis- 
sion had taken into account in its 
redrafting of the criminal code. 
Republican Assemblyman Richard 
Bartlett tried ло save as much of the lib. 
1 sex legislation in his Proposed Penal 
Code as possible, but by the end of May 
it was apparent that he would not be 


era 


able to secure the necessary votes in the 993 
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Assembly 10 asure passage of the meas 
ure on sexual deviation. Acknowledging 
the necessity of abandoning this portion 
of the bill because of lack of support, 
cording to a story in The New York 
Times on Friday, Мау 28, Assemblyman 
Bartlett said he believed. however. И 
aduhery would be "excised from the 
criminal. statutes.” 

During debate on the adultery propos- 
al, Bartlett declared that it was not 
hypocritical bur also impractic 
on the books a statute under which 

is rare 


and conviction 


ikens the whole fabric of the 
law," he said, “to Gury on the books a 
law that is almost never enforced." 
awhile the next week, it appeared 
as though Bartleit’s expectation regard- 
ing removal of adultery from the crimi 
nal code might be justified. lor though 
Republican Assemblyman Julius Volker 
member of the Bartlett Commission 
—iniroduced two amendments intended 
to retain sexual deviation and adultery 
minal offenses, the sodomy amend- 
ment passed immediately by a vote of 115 
to 16, but the adultery amendment failed 
to gain the necessary margin for 
on the first try. The Assembly reversed its 
position on June 8. however, voting to re- 
5 и Crime on the state's 
ble turnabout in 
attitude on the subject in less Шап а 
week. lor a final count of 96 10 32. (The 
original vote on the Volker adultery 
amendment was 73 to 49. or 3 votes 
short of the 76 needed to pass legislation 
in the New York Assembly.) 

Fecling Asemblyman Richard Bare 
let, chairman of the commision 
responsible for revising the State. Penal 
Code, might have something personal 
10 add to our recounting of his ilMated 
attempt 10 give New York a more con- 
temporary set of sex laws, we placed a 
person-to person call to him in his office 
in Albany. Mr. Bartlett statec 

“Assemblyman Volker acted. primarily 
ar the urging of churchmen who were 
concerned. that this [the commission's 
proposal that adultery and sexual devia- 
tion between consenting adults no Tong 
ег be considered a criminal 
would signal state 

s ef our moral s The New 
York Catholic Welfare Commitice filed 
an extremely strong memorandum with 
all the legislators registering opposition 
to the repeal of the adultery statutes 

"The two major reasons given for not 

repealing the adultery laws were: (a) the 
repeal would encourage promiscuity: 
and (b) the repeal would indicate a tacit 
te sanction of promiscuity. 
One of Assemblyman Ваше» argu 
ts on the floor of the Assembly in 
or of the proposal to eliminate adul- 
he s 


as с 


me 
[ 
very from the criminal law w i 
that if it was intended that the Law be in 
the books, then it was obviously intend- 


ed that the law be enforced. If his fellow 
legislators were convinced that the adul 
tery law belonged there, it must the 
fore follow that the 62 district attorneys 
in the State of New York should start 
criminal prosecutions as a follow-up to 
every divorce decree which is issued. by 
the court, (Since, as previously discussed, 
adultery is the only grounds lor divorce 
that state.) 

We next called Assemblyman Julius 
Volter. who had introduced the pair of 
Hth-hour amendments that had retained 
adultery and sexual deviation as criminal 
law in New York. We asked him what 


the chief pressures were leading up to 
the proposal and passage of his amend- 
ments по the revised Penal Code, Asem- 
blyman Volker replied 

When it appeued at the hearings on 
the Penal Code that these cimes—in 
other words, adultery and homosexuality 


were never 
were immediately 


prosecuted. churchmen 
anracted. They were 
also attracted when the Bartlett bill be- 
n ло get publicity. Ir was their stand 
by removing these crimes from the 
catalog, we would be giving tact ap 
proval to this kind of irregular conduct 

Assemblyman John H. Hughes and 1 
submitted an amendment and asked the 
legislature to express their opinion on it 
Their opinion was that these laws 
should bc retained.’ 

We asked Assemblyman Volker what. 
in his opinion, were the major areu- 
ments that proved most ellective in w 
ning endorseme 


He replied: 
“One of our older legislator 
ample, said it would be a shame if we 
gave approval lor а man picking up and 
moving in with a woman next door. 
Most felt at first that it did not seem log- 
ical аө retain laws on the books which 


were never enforced. But then church 
presines began mounting, church peo- 


ple called for a hearing, two Catholic 
monsignor from New York City came 
up to Albany, and a representative of 


the Council of Churches in Albany, 

which is a Prores nization, had 

several meetings with the legislators” 
Assemblyman Volkers reference to 


the Council of Churches was the first im 
plication we had received: that there 
might have been Protestant. as well as 
Catholic, pressures brought. to 
on the ? ark legislators; since 
II previous reports on Protestant. reac 
tions to the contemplated changes in sex 

n had been anything but nega- 


We contacted the state headquarters 
of the Council of Churches and were 
informed they had. indeed, held 


several meetings with New York legis- 
lors to discuss revision of the Penal 
Code. but that they had taken no position 


either favorable or unfavorable—on 
the proposed elimination of adultery and 
as criminal ollenses, and were, 


sodom 


in fact, still debating that matter within 
their own organization 

We asked Assemblyman Volker wheth- 
cr anybody other than church represent 
tives and members of the clergy had 
ist the elimination of these 
criminal statutes, or whether he 
would say thar church pressures were the 
leading ones in ellecting the passage of 
his amendments. To which Mr. Volker 
replied: 

“Well, it was both church 
and the personal feelings of the 19 

, which seemed to grow strongly as 
the hearings progressed. 1t appeared that 
the only respectable thing 10 do was to 
restore the proper image of the legisla- 
ture by maintaining these laws in the 
books." 

We then asked him 
Assemblyman Bartlet’s statement that 
now that these old laws had been re- 
viewed and a decision made to retain 
them, would it not follow that they 
should then be enforced—that all of the 
civil charges of adultery that were ac- 
cepted by the courts as grounds for di 
vorce ought properly to be used as the 
basis Jor criminal prosecution? 

Assemblyman Volker replied that he 
doubted very much that that would hap- 
pen: but that for personal reasons, and 
s a result of the pressures brou 
bear on them, the legislators simply felt 
that these criminal Jaws should be kept 
on the book 

А story in The New York Times, dat- 
cd July 99, had this final word on the 
vedialting of the New York Penal Code: 

“A complete revision of the state's 81 
old 1 Law, embody 
ıe with present judi 
4b social thinking, was approved by 
Governor Rockeleller today. 

“At the same time the Governor 
ned separate bills to retain adultery 
acts on the lawbooks as 
1 Law Commis- 
sion, which worked four y 


lobbied ag 


sex 


pres 


tors, w 


to comment on 


crimes, А 


rs on the r 
vision, had urged deletion of these acts 
from the law, contending they should be 
wened instead as matters of private 
morality." 

Such is the status of enlightened. sex 
legislation. and the separation of church 
and state, in the U.S. today 


In the January installment of “The 
Playboy Philosophy.” Editor-Publisher 
Hugh M. Hefner continues his summa- 
Шөп өп И. S, sex laws with some conclu- 
Mens on prostitution. 

See “The Playboy Forum” in this issue 
Jor readers’ comments—pro and con—on 
subjects raised in previous installments 
of this editorial series. Three booklet 
prinis of “The Playboy Philosophy 
cluding paris 17, А 


in 
12 and 13-18, arc 
available at St per booklet. Send check 


or money order to YLAYROY, 232 E. Ohio 
Street, Chicago, Illinois 60611, 
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VIEW FROM ABROAD 

Though I am not an American, I 
spent five years studying and teaching at 
an Americ sity, so I am only too 
aware of the wath of Gloria Thor 
touching and sensitive letter. 

The hypocritical morality 


з univ 


the 
ick of maturity and respect for human 


and 


beings 
Ате 


that characterize a majority of 
ı college males have brought me 
10 the conclusion that American college 
girls—who are often beautiful specimens 
of the human race—are forced by this 
situation to behave in a prudish and dis- 
trusting way. As а bachelor, 1 have of- 
ten faced the difficulty of making these 
girls understand that one does. respect 
them as whole human beings, even when 
опе is not promising marriage or sw 
ing eternal love: and that the friendship 
one із offering is not conditioned upon. 
making love. 

Those people who pay 
riaynoy’s humane philosophy, while 


service to 
ac 


tually still subscribing to the old double 
standard, are the ones who make sex а 
dirty, animalistic thing. I am afraid they 


are still in the majority. But thanks 10 
the courage of your publication. there is 
now the hope tha in the nottoo-far 
future. American youth will reach the 
maturity in human interaction which 
already exists in most of Europe. 
Maurice Moret 
Paris, France 


DON JUAN IN HELL 

T think you Americans talk too much 
about sex. You tend 10 make a science 
out of something that is meant to be just 
enjoyed. Here lies the real trouble: 

In my early 20s 1 lived for three years 
in Canada and the United States, Before 
I left Europe 1 had never bothered to 
find out И my sex life was normal. As 
long as | was satisfied, 1 never bothered 
about the how, where, when and with 
whom. And I didn't talk it over with any 
of the girls I dated. I just met them, took 
them out, and if we appealed to each 
other, we made love. But this wasn't a 
must and we certainly didt talk it ov 
first. It just happened. and when it did. 
we enjoyed it. That was all. 

And then D went to America, What а 


difference! The frst gil 1 took ош 
went with me to see a томе. When we 
came out of the theater we were hardly 


in the car when she fell around my neck, 
told me that she loved me and started 
necking. Well, I thought that she was 
badly in need of some loving and that I 
had better take her to my place Гам. But 
she told me that she wouldn't dream of 
oing to а man’s place, that she didn't 
go “all the way,” and that she just wanted 
to neck, Well, 1 thought 1 had a real nut 
он my hands and took her to her home 
prety fast 

Later, | found out that this is a com 
mon thing in America, The first girl 1 
was able to take to bed in America те 
quired а lot of coaxing and it wouldn't 
have taken much longer for me 10 
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book. The kind with the corre- 
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buck, stained steel lighters at her. 
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scent of lighter fluid. 
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Butane. 

A Coli design is spare, 
cool, functional, And it works. 
Squeeze the trigger, А long, ta- 
pered flame pops up and stays 
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adjusted at the perfect height. 
Automatically. 

A Colibri in your hand has 
heft. But in your pocket it doesn't 
bulge. Of course, you can go right 
on using matchbooks. Some day 
you might meet a girl who wants 
to take а correspondence course. 
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ge my mind. It started out to be a 
ous business, and when she began to 
enjoy herself, she gave all sorts of expla- 
nations why she liked it and almost © 
cused herself for it. And that’s the way it 
went for th s! Maybe T attracted. 
the wrong kind of girls, but I didn't 
ural about 


mect a single onc who was 
the whole thing and did it for shecr 
pleasure. 


Was 1 glad to get back to Europe! 
Mind you, I have nothing against Amer- 
ісапѕ as such. I like them very much 
xb in many respects I prefer them to 
opcans. But in matters of sex, most 
of them are just tied up in little knots. 
The only advice 1 can offer them is to 
shut up, x and have fun. It isn't all 
that complicated. 


Thomas Schüppach 
Berne, Switzerland 


GRAND OPENING 
During an argument just prior to my 


marriage, 1 condemned my fiancé for 
being a dege he read such 
а filthy magazine as втлувоу. Then he 


sked me if I had ever read it and told 
mc if I had not, I should at least look at 
it before I condemned it. That particular 
issue contained the first installment of 
the Philosophy. 

Now it seems that the only time we 
ever have an argument is when the new 
issue Of PLAYBOY arrives cach month, and 
then we argue about who will get first go 
at it. We both enjoy the whole mag: 
from cover to cover; and by reading the 
Philosophy and opening our minds to 
other views on sex, we have also opened 

i other new ideas. Му 
only regret is that I waited so long. 
Mrs, George Т. Asuncion 
Oak Ridge, Tennessee 


THE PAIN OF ABORTION 
The sad part of the whole abortion 
question is that abortion has become 
term 10 be ban- 
bout in cocktai-party discussions, 
without even the remotest idea of what 
ly is. It is, first and last, an oper- 
Us right. a table, a white 
the implements we have all 
grown to know and love on Dr. Kildare: 
the knife, the clamp and the scalpel. 
Having spent several weekends mak- 
ing jaunts into Mexico to accompany 
friends who felt they were being "mod- 
vn,” I have also made the long trek 
home, with faces riding beside me dat 
were white with shock, and very, very 
humble about what they had d 
as being the “latest thing 10 do’ 
‘wisest, vou know. under the circum- 


stances.” Last weekend, 1 accompanied а 
friend who is unhappily mariel to 


Mexico for her “ burde: " "the so- 
lution to the problem." I advise theorists 
everywhere to sit in a waiting room, in 


the cleanest of hospitals, with reputable 
М.р performing, and listen to the 


screams. If the lump in the bottom of 
your stomach goes away in time, you 
may be able to cat dinner on the way 
home. 

When die first birth-control pills be 
came available, my advertising п 
urged me to submit the most convincing 
sales argument possible to the com 


as an introduction to the whys of bein; 
safe or Шан sory, simply show а 
Technicolor movie of an abortion, com- 
plete with stereophonic sound. If that 
isn't enough to convince the hypocrites 
who feel that | "too premeditat- 
ed." then they deserve what they get 

Proponents of Icgalized abortion argue 
that once it is, in fact, "legal" young, 

меги unmarrieds everywhere will sud 
denly be swept with the jov of being 
ble to know the beauty of sex with- 
out the consequence of an unwanted 
child. И an abortion is not a painful 
“consequence” that might prove more 
damaging emotionally than even a child, 
then my understanding of the word may 
be wrong. I wonder how many girls, hav. 
ing been through the pain of an 
tion, honestly jump right into the 
the next day, or week, or even month, 
without some twinge of reflection on how 
much she paid in pain and confusion the 
last time she did it. This is Ireedom? This 
is joy? This is natural expression? I don't 
helieve it 


s wei 


"The friends of mine who have under- 


gone such operations were all intelli 
nt, mature, thinking human beings, 


who took precautions as best they could. 
Every one of them has spent a long ре 
od reconciling the experience with their 
lives, their loves and their futures, Each 
one has had ro work hard to overcome 
the effects of | abortion, 
and none were subjected to “quad 
tors or buttonhook methods. There is no 
permanent danger with people like this. 
as they hive all become better for the 


experience. and have, indeed, profited 
from it. The unfortunate part is thar my 
friends, | nd enlightened. 


were and are in the minority. The poor 
unsuspecting girl who К naive and un 
worldly and finds herself pregnant. 


ht not be as lucky as the ones Т 
w. as far as the emotion-jugeling that 
she is bound to go through. 

Abortion. legal or otherwise, is still a 
major step Гог anyone to take willingly, 
the sancti а kawmaking body 
docs not provide much comfort when 
you are the one under the knife. The 
abortion question was а hot item before 
birth-control pills were introduced. I 
feel that it is an anachronism now that 
1 effective method of prevention is 
available. 

1 would urge the libera 


and 


| thinkers who 
ake 
of having something to advocate to fi 
visit a local hospital and observe a rou- 


advocate legalized abortion for the 


“Youre driving them too hard, Lothar!” 


peutic abortion. belore 
jump on the bloody bandwagon. I 
would also urge all young men who en- 
gage in sexual activity to at least have 
the guts to bring up the subject of con- 
waception in the beg amd not 
just take it for granted that because she 


docs it with you, she docs it with others 
and, therefore, she "mus know what 
shes doing.” I'll wager that nine times 
out of ten she doesn't, Or if she docs, 
perhaps you just happened to come 
along at a time when she wasn't plan- 
ning to engage in sex 


You can reduce the chances of rui 
both your dignity and hers by а “sur 
prise" pregnancy. H you are supposed 10 
be men, take your responsibility like a 


man, before something happens, Your 
concern for her will make her think 
fondly of you long after the relationship 


I think Г would 
g around trying 


has ended. As а femal 
distrust any man rui 
to get abortion legalized—that's me he's 
tossing around like a political football— 
not Vietnam, not Red China, but my 
sides! И he takes it that impersonally. 1 
doubt that T would feel sale in his kecp- 
ing, despite 
my toothbrush. For the female readers of 
PLAYBOY Who aren't taking birth-control 
pills (Catholics aside—they have their 
own world), your subscriptions should 
be canceled immediately! 


my own little pillbox beside 


Leave the abortions, 16; or other- 
wise, to those who, through stupidity or 
choice, want lo go back and pick up the 
pieces of their lives. 

Janelle Lindsey 
Manhattan ich. fornia 

We can't contradict your contention 
that the best birth-control method. is a 
contraceptive used at the proper time. 
Nor will we dispute that an abortion can 
be painful, physically and sometimes emo- 
tionally, We do feel, however. that. the 
question of abortion is one of alternatives 
rather than absolutes. A pregnant woman 
is faced with choices—and we think she 
should be allawed to decide which al- 
ternative is preferable under the cir- 
cumstances—uhalever the circumstances 
happen to be. 

Instead of turning the female into any 
sort of “football.” as you suggest. the 
legalization of abortion would simply in- 
crease the alternatives available to her. 
If the pregnant woman decides ta have 
an abortion in America at the present 
time—and. over 1.500.000 did this year 
ehe must, in most cases, resort to an 
illicit operation. performed under civcum- 
stances conducive to both physical and 
emotional pain. 1 abortion were legal in 
merica, these operations could be per- 
Jormed under proper medical supervision 
and hospital care, which would reduce 
discomfort, emotional disturbances, and 
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other ill effects to a minimum, 

We're not a woman, but we have no 
hesitancy in saying that if we were, we 
would welcome the additional freedom 
of choice that legalized abortion would 
provid 


A CASE FOR ABORTION 

ıd with disgust Jim Snyder's lener 
portion in the September Forum. | 
want to present a case for abortion with- 


out recourse to statistics or examples of 
human misery, neither of which 
move the rock of dogma. 


There is an unalterable fact thai. the 
bodily functions of women, including 
reproduction, belong not to the state, 
church, parents or husband, but to 
themselves. Therefore, the мше should 
ot deny a citize 
ney unwanted for any reason. 
‘The reproductive system В merely bio- 
logical, à physiological fact that deserves 
no particular respect as compared to the 
welfare of an adult woman. Our laws 
giving precedence to the unborn over 
the living, thereby causing incredible 
sullering to the individual and to socie- 
ty, are unenforceable, and should be 
anged, 

Although 


the right to terminate 
for 


the fi 
> this: coi 


legal 


is ume fa 
adults 

Шом 
control 


ving existing laws. dt 
єп to be шешей as rational 
king life's decisions rather than 
hg the inscnsae embryo to 


events. Too long, women have been op- 
pressed, exploited and punished. by gov- 

ts in the mater of reproducti 
laws 


dds with 
maternity 
vat to life, 


Богов 
constitutional 
without appea 
һепу or li the individu 
People should have the right of choice 
in matters of procreation or we should 
abandon further talk about the 

m" in our country. 


are at 


Bernice Branting 
Aurora, Colorado. 
ner intends to devote a future in- 
stallment of “The Playboy Philosophy" 
10 а consideration of the social, religious, 


moral and medical implications in 
abortion. 
RIGHTS OF THE UNCONCEIVED 

Its bound to happen: A suit will be 


filed to recover damages for ihe alleged 
tort of preventing a normal conception 
during or as a result of prem 


couse, More specifically, а 
tive das action will be filed se 
money damages on behalf of 


known number of children who we 


not born to the 


w, of contracep- 


es during their repeated acts of sexual 
imercoure, The suit will allege that 
Рави have thus been denied the 
ost basic r any system of 


right hom which all others spring. This 
case will be the inevitable result ol a 
long line of cases recognizing the right 
of children to sue for prenatal injuries 
From about 1880 to 1946, it was 
most universally held that under. the 


common law there could be no recovery 
lor prenatal physical injuries. About 
MO, several cases began to recognize 
ıt of a child to suc for injuries to 
it before birth if the child were viable at 
the time of the However, because 
of the uncertainties of. de the 
time of viability, this test is slowly being 
abandoned and recovery is Бет 
lowed to the child [or injuries sullered. 


shortly after. conception, 
Two recent cases highlight: this devel. 
opment, In Maryland ws. Sherman, 108 


A24 71 (1961), the court allowed ап ac 
tion for injuries suffered. by a prenata 
child where the “plaintiff was subsc- 
quently stillborn. thus recognizing a le- 


I right in a plaintiff who never lived. 
The suit was brought by the “child's 
legal representative. In Zepeda vs. Хере 


da. 190 N.E 2d 849 (1963), it was alleged 
that plaintill was a bastard seeking to 
collect damages from his natural father 
who. although married to another woman 
at the time. seduced plaintiff's mother 
promises of marriage and thus 
nulls birth as a bastard child. 


қа 


ma 


caused pl 
The court | 
tort because the fathers alleged. action 
was morally wrong. The 
court likewise had little trouble finding 
n injury to plaintiff at the time of 
conception: 


Remming to the present case, we 
have seen that it is not too impor- 
ı whether the plaintilPs life be- 
1 during ar subsequent t0 the act 
ol procreation. There i 

шу 
ception It occurs. when 
the male semen contacts and fert 
Jizes the female ovum and il 
happen at the time of coition or 
within а few hours thereafter. H the 
ріш conceived before: the 
completion of the act һе became 
living, nism concurre 
y ful act. If his cor 
ception took place after the act, he 
ial being with essen 

ime of the аа. The 
the life process 
was started. life ensued 
followed. The defendant's wron 
proarcated 


vas 
lity 


ar the 
seed маз planted, 


the 
ned. (Id. at 853) 


t simul 
ей ing whom 


neously 
in 


The court balked, in spite of its finding 
of a wrongful act, at the idea of creating 
а new tort: “a cause of action Гог wrong- 
Tul life.” because of their belief that ju 
dicial Iawmaking was not proper where 


the result could be as sweeping as here 
and because the action could easily be 
expanded into actions for “being born a 


certain color" or “being bom into а 
Bc and destitute family,” etc. Howev 
the court did say that it would have 
considered an action and granted relief 
for а cause of action for mental anguish 
based on the fact of being born 


boi 


bastard! 
When our inevitable сазе happe 
there will be Title problem of findir 


wrong for the tort because the usc of 
contiaeptives for anything other 

the prevention. of is 

crime. The tort is committed at 

of imercourse and although each act it 
sell would not necessarily result in а p 
creation И contraceptives һай not been 


ascertain 


used. it is posible to accurately 
ol chil 


on a statistical basis the numbei 


dren that otherwise would have be 
created. ‘There will be little doubt about 
finding, a wrong to the plaintiff, because 


the tight to life is one of the most funda- 
The most unusual aspects of 
n awarding of damages to a 
who never existed, seems по 
more difficult conceptually than the case 


cited above іп which dama 
tually awarded to plainüll who had 
never been born, 


Commun: y 
a great deal of effect on the outcome of 
such a suit. At first the news of this a 
tion will probabl warmly wed 
by local religious and moral leaders. But 
then some local atheist might threaten 
to bring suit against a neighborhood 
convent on similar grounds and to жек 
court order to prevent parents of 
youngsters living in the community from 
interfering with their children’s sexual 
activity once they reach the age where 
procreation is pos ar actions 
айм colleges whose dormitory rules i 
hibit or prohibit sexual intercourse. pat- 
ticularly in states like New York where 
fornication is legal. would be possible. 
Naturally, these theoretical 
haven't yet happened, at least as 
know. But all of the 
above have happi 
ported them! Is 
the logical next step? After all, 


abortion 


and contraception are just two sides of 
the same coin retroactive 
contraception and contraception is a 


method of preventive abortion. 
John F. Banzhaf ІП, Former Editor 
Columbia Law Review 
Columbia University 
New York, New York 


The Playboy Forum" offers the oppor- 
tunity Jor an extended. dialog between 
readers and editors of this publication 
on subjects and issues raised in 
Hugh М. Hefner's continuing editorial 
series, “The Playboy Philosophy.” Ad 
dress all correspondence оп either "Phi- 
losophy" or “Forum” to: The Playboy 
Forum, млувоу, 232 Е. Ohio Streel, 
Chicago, Ilinois 60611. 


HES OUT OF BUT WHAT _ 
OUR HANDS, Т 


TIME AGO. WHEN 


1 HAD DREAMS. LENE 
BUT THAT WAS YOU To 
BEFORE - YOUR 
BEFORE THE THOUGHTS 
WAR = Miss 
BAUM, 
ae 


PLAYBOY 


1 KNOW YOU 
HAVENT HEARD — 
FROM ME IN A 
LONG TIME, GOR 


OF 
UNDER THE 


LISTEN, UID YOU 


KNOW WE MOVED _ 


FROM CINCINNATI ? 
IN 4S 1 THINK IT 
WAS. YEAH, THATS 
RIGHT, BECAUSE 
45 WAS WHEN 
LEROY GOT ME 

IN TROUBLE AND 
WOULDNT MAR- 
RY ME, S0 T 

HAO 7060 TO 
PENNSYLVANIA- 
ТО THIS DOCTOR. 


UM- 50 ANYWAYS, 
WE 


= 


ФЕТТІ { 
PERNE ағыз 
AND WOULDNT 
YOU KNOW IT- 


NEITHER ONE 
OF 05 COT IN 
TROUBLE. 


AGAIN! ISNT 
THAT THE LIMIT? 


MOMMA DIED IN) 
43, A CAR CRASH. — 
WE TRIED O GET 
A DOCTOR FOR 
HER. NO ONE 
WOULD COME. 
THEN POPPA 
DESERTED US 
AND I HAD To 
TAKE CARE OF 
56. I WAS 
SWEET ЭХ- 
TEEN, GOD. 
ANY WONDER 
I STOPPED 
PRAYING 2 


THEN FOR A WHILE WE _ 
LIVED IN CLEVELAND. 
DID X TELL YOU ABOUT 
CLEVELAND? WELL, 
SOMEDAY REMINO МЕ. 
ANYWAYS, BEFORE 
CLEVELAND WE LIVED 
ІМ DETROIT, THEN THIS 
MECHANIC GOT Slc 

IN TROUBLE, AND Г 
HAD ТО TAKE HER 
TO PENNSYLVANIA. 


FINALLY SETTLED IN L.A. 


$0 CALLED, HE BEAT 
HER UP AWFUL, GOD. HE 
HAD HER PAYING THE 
RENT AND EVERYTHING. 
SHE HAD TO WORK AS 
A CAR HOP. I WAS 
SICK FOR A YEAR. 515 
SENT ME MONEY, Г 
SPENT IT ON DOCTORS. 
A FAT LOT OF Goop 
THEY [AP ME. 


WHERE WAS 12 0H, 95 — E 
(А 


DIO І TELL You THE 
PART ABOUT LEROY 
SHOWING UP AGAIN? < 
LISTEN, IF ІМ 
BORING You JUST 
TELL ME- SOMEHOW, 
ANYWAYS LEROY 
CAME BACK INTO 
МУ LIFE IN DES 
MONES. НЕ WAS A 


wE MADE HIM SEE А 
DOCTOR- THE DOCTOR 
SAID IT WAS NOTHING 
AND WE FORGOT С 
ABOUT (Т. BUT THE 
PAINS CAME BACK. 
THE ПОСТО SAIO 
IT WAS GAS AND 
WE FORGOT ABOUT 
ІТ. Bur THEY KEPT 
COMING БАСК. SAY 
WILL YOU LISTEN 
TO ME, GOD AINT 
1 AM AWFUL 
TALKER? 


ARE YOU LISTENING? Т 
HAVENT BEEN А 5000 
WOMAN. IVE SINNEC , 
MORE THAN MY 
SHARE. BUT IF YOU 
UO THIS ONE THING 
FOR ME, WHAT - 
EVERS HAPPENED 
IN THE PAST, I 
KNOW ILL BELIEVE 
AGAIN ! DONT TAKE 
BILL, Gop! біш. 
DONT DESERVE IT! 
IF YOU GOT TO TAKE 
SOMEBODY, GOD 

DONT ТАКЕ BILL 


AND OUT OF THE CLEAR 2 
BLUE SKY BILL CAME х 2 
ALONG, THE ONLY DECENT 7 (у 
THING'S EVER HAPPENED 
TO МЕ-А GOOD, CLEAN, 
HARD-IWORKING МАК. 
HE BOUGHT US A HOUSE 
№ TULSA ANO WE WERE 
DOING FINE. 515 
MOVED IN WITH US — 
BILL WAS LIKE A 
BROTHER ТО HER- 

ONE BIG HAPPY 
FAMILY. THEN BILL 
STARTED GETTING 
THESE FUNNY PAINS - 


ü 


WELL, FINALLY 215 AND T 
PUT BILL IN THE HOSPITAL. 
THE PEE SAID THERE _ 
WASN'T А THING TO 
WORRY ABOUT, THEN) 
THEY TOOK X-RAYS 
ANP THE DOCTOR CAU 
HE WAS DYING. THE 
DOCTOR SAID IT WAS 
OUT OF HIS HANDS. 

THE VOCTOR SAID 

ALL I COULD DO NOW 
WAS FRAY, SO TO 
MAKE A LONG STORY 
SHORT, THATS WHAT ТМ 
DOING HERE, GOV. 


TAKE THE DOCTOR. zd 
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OLD NEIGHBORHOOD 


yarns, Certainly they had no connectie 
with ow life: they must have been 
dreamed up for dull, dreary days as ext 
punishment for being alive and itchy. 
Jesus was another character, 1 remem- 
ber. (No one ever pronounced the name, 
incidentally, except at church.) 1 dic 
go for him at all. Too meck and gentle 
for my crude tastes, except. of course, on 
that one occasion when he drove the 
money-changers from the temple. Al 
Baba and the Forty Thieves was a bit 
nore interesting. a bit livelier. so to say. 
but somewhat preposterous, too. At any 
ve me 
our 


rate, this carly reading he!ped 10 2 
the notion that the world outside 
а wacky sort of place. 
own he 


Des, оц 


owi nd what's more. they were 
live in our midst. They couldn't 
resurrect the dead, that’s for sure. but 
they had other endearing qualities 


which more than compensated. for their 
all-too-human make-up. 

For the most part these demigods of 
ours were only a few years older than we. 
ut this in itself was sufficient 10 put 
them in a special bracket. They had a 
way of patting us on the back when pass 
ing. or praising our skill, or Compliment- 


ing us on our chuedevilury, Sometimes 
they would let us in on their discussions 
g the merits of Joe Gans, Ter- 


ry McGovern or Jim Jeffries. Later we 
would discuss Heir relative maio, quite 
as if they were so many Julius Caesars. 
My fost idol was Lester Reardon, 
whose father, 1 believe, was a police lieu- 
tenant, He had а leonine quality, was 
proud. haughty. conscious of his good 
looks, his regal bearing and his dispu 
able super I don't believe 1 ever 


arity 
addressed a word to him; 1 simply stared 
at him in undiluted admiration when- 
ever he happened to cross my pith. He 
always seemed 10 be looking at some 
point in the distance, an invisible star 
perhaps. H he had ever taken the trouble 
lo notice me 1 would probably have 
He was remote, untouchable, 

as an idol should be. Had 1 been capable 
of formulating a prayer of my own. it 
would have been— Please, God, make 
me like Lester Reardoi 
My hero. on the other hand, was Ed- 
die Carney. and he lived in that magical. 
otherworld sweet called Fillmore. Pl 


passed oui 


the 


1 used to watch him saunter down 
succt to the corner where the bec 
loon stood; here he would take » si 


happy-goluckylike, and wait to see il 
any of his pals would show up. In that 
brief interval he would graciously give 
me the opportunity to lick his boots, not 
as а fawning jacka 
thy of his serious attention and consid- 


apes but as опе wor. 


eration, He was the very opposite of 
Lester Reardon, naturally. He was hu 
man, approachable, lovable. He was hish, 
of course, and his smile heart- 


(continued from page 148) 


warming. I you were in trouble he was 


openly and avowedly on your side, 
immediately. 
Long after 1 moved away from this 


neighborhood, my thoughts would turn 
to Eddie Carney. 1 wondered if he had 
ever become somebody: Г wondered why 
1 hear of him; indeed, afier 15 
ars D wondered if he were still 
Tt simply wasn’t possible that one 
like him should remain alive and be 
d of. Alive or dead. he was the 
person in my life whom 1 looked 
upon as a champion and protector. as 
cone who believed 
would go out of his way to aid me. 
There were others, of course, who 
loomed large in my life— Johnny Dum 
Joe Gorman, Gus Fowler. Tim Buckley. 


in me and who 


Joe Goeller, Jimmy Short, for example. 
With these. however, we didn't have 
much direct contact or. communication; 


their virtues, their exploits were relayed 
to us by others who were more favored. 
We simply sniffed at their hee 

How ca plain why these older 
lads. whom 1 have only fuzzily outlined, 
were of such tremendous. importance. in 
my young life? Perhaps only by rel 
th The ne 
borhood, known then as ihe Hh W: 


1 e» 


10 their envi 


onment 
d, 


was in proces of change: Irom a rather 
stately, homogeneous community made 
up largely af Germans Irish, it was 


beginning to feel the impress of immi 
grants from the ghettos of Europe, largely 
Jews. In a few years the oll neighbor 
hood was to lose its character entirely, It 
would come to resemble the Lower East 
Side, M: 
а matter of fact. most of these newcomers 
hailed. These early heroes amd idols of 
mine had consequently come 10 таке on 
the aurîbutes and. characteristics of the 
favored few, the remnants. of the Old 
Guard. Naturally, there was a striking 
difference. in their deportment, their 
bearing, their outlook, from that of the 
raw newcomers whose ways were utterly 
foreign and often repugnant to us. We 
had the snobbish feeling. 1 suppose, that 
our favorites had "breeding 
Let me му immediately tha 
mates were not drawn from this sin. 
gular and “aristocratic” species. Fortu- 
nately not. The parents of my lile 
friends were of varying n ty and 
ін по way distinguished. Not one of 
them moderately well ol. And 
so my companions had no special charm 
lel good 
were more like slum kids 
than anything. Some turned ош 
absolute roucrs; two of them went to the 
entiary later. This never altered my 
on for them: they were unlucky 
that's all. Not everyone goes to the peni- 
tentiary who belongs the 


nhat 


n. чет. as 


y own 


eve 


ıo be 


With one of th 
a fri 


¢ playmates I kept up 
uship until well along in life. He 


was а Polish boy named Stanley. who 
lived with his uncle and aunt. 1 have 
written about him mber of times in 


my books The inte 
Stanley was th: 


sting thing about 
1. like myself, he was an 


avid reader and. secretly nurtured а de 
sire to become a writer 
became friendly rival: 


se 


ming to cvince the | 
ers. OF all the critics who 
10 slaughter me, Stanley was the one 
whose venom 1 dicaded most. In his 
opinion 1 lacked style, form and а sens 
ol tradition —ánd how right he was! His 
favorite writer was Joseph Conra 


Pole like himself. At 18 he was ab 
ready dispatching me lengthy rhapso- 
dies, from Fort Oglethorpe. no less, 
about his beloved Conrad. But 1 am get 
ting ahead of myself. In those boyhood 
days we didn't discuss people like Con- 

d and Anatole France, another of h 


favorites; we discussed, believe it or not. 
religion and cosmology. We tried our 
damnedest to understand. who or what 
God was. what sin meant, and whether 
there was or was not а hereafter such as 
we heard about in church. We we 
also curious about angels, virgins and 
miracles, 

From the beginning, Stanley's life was 
а tough one. Т. on the other hand, was 
horn with a golden spoon in my mouth 

nley I violent temper and 1 was 
going. 1 made friends easily, Stanley 
always on his own. It was this œn- 
t on all levels, I suppose, which drew 
together. 

There was one friend we both revered, 
I remember. and now I am coming not 
10 another idol or hero but 10 
This f 
of u 


beloved. 
onc: Johnny Paul. 1. considera. 
bly older than cithi „ш least in 
appear was of Italian origin, and 
endowed with the most gentle nature im- 
ple. When he spoke to us his eyes 


were always moist: they hung like live 
coals beneath two bushy cycbrows which 
met in the center of his low forehead. He 
we the impression of being strong as 

goril 


а: he moved slowly. deliberately 
ng out of a 


as 


ance, 1 never once 


c his voice in 


heard h anger, even 
when provoked, His voice wis alwa 
soft, soothing, caressing, as if he were 
more woman than тан. Of all those to 
whom we looked for guidance and. pro 
tection, he was the most solicitous. When 
he gave advice it was indirectly, like a 
sage rather than а priest or mentor 
His folks being extremely poor, he 
didn't hobnob much with the 
г he was to busy earning à 
Yt think he had time to finish gram 
mar school. But if his life was hard and 
grim, he never showed it; he was always 
in excellent. humor, always had time to 
lisien to us. Even at thar tender age I 
had the feeling that he was exceptional, 


s 


Introducing Kent of London Cologne for 
It can't talk. 
But women get the message. 


The scent is new. Women have never been exposed to it before. 
Think about that. 


Cologne and After Shave. Also Talc, Deodorant Spray, Shower Soap and 
Hair Groom. Available in handsome gift sets, too. At fine stores everywhere. 


Kent of london™—Exclusive Toiletries for Men. Made in U.S.A. 


PLAYBOY 


234 sant, fairly loyal, 


"the salt of the earth," as we say. Had we 
had among us then a Giono or a Silone, 
1 feel certain Johnny Paul would hı 
been subject matter. for their books. 

It was some 10 or 15 years after 1 was 
taken away from this neighborhood that 
I began to realize more knowingly what 
а grand human being this Johnny Paul 
was. When I finally decided to go in 
rch of him he was no longer to be 
found. By this time I had become alarm- 
ingly aware that there are two kinds of 
heroes, those who make the front page 
and those who remain forever unkno 
Among the latter are those who do the 
nconspicuous but all-important dirty 
work of the world, who take the blows 
and hardships without complaining, 
who look not to fame, success 
terial rewards. They do what h 
done without questioning: th 
out envy, spite, malice, greed 
all, without ambition. 

Many, many times as I wandered 
about the world my thoughts reverted 10 
Johnny Paul. I remember one ocaasi 
particularly, when visiting А 
mind was already full of St. Francis, for I 
had been reading with the most intense 
excitement Chesterton's wonderful ac- 
count of him, What, I asked myself, il 
Johnny Paul had been farmed out to the 
monks at an carly age—would he have 
made another Francis? Probably not, for 
Francis, like Jesus, was something: more 
di nd gentle «өші. U 
edly the fire was mi 


ve 


d, best of 


а meek loubt 


sing in my beloved 
boyhood friend. Just plin good at 
heart, he was hardly one to set tlie world 
on fire. He had the dove in him, but not 
the serpent—or the lio 

Years and years later, after 1 had ser 
ded in Big Sur, I was still curious to 
know what had happened to this man of 
peace. Finally 1 ran an advertisement in 
а Brooklyn daily, inquiring il anvon 
remembered him and could put me i 
touch with him. To my astonishment, 
there came опе day a letter from Johi 
Paul himself. Nothing eventful had hap- 
pened to him: he was growing old with 
grace and serenity, and he was content 
with his lot, humble as it was. He re- 
membered vividly, he said, every 
thing about me. As Г folded the letter 1 
wept. I have heard no more from him 
since, but Û trust that he is still alive and 
that by some miracle these words of mine 
will reach him and make clear that my 
love and adn for him are still 
strong 

Natu 


and San Juan Hill 
Mo, the Filipino reb- 
el whom I worshiped as a boy, is still 
my pantheon, however. So are John 
Brown, Jim Larkin and Eugene V. Debs. 
On the whole 1 have been fairly с 
ithful in my fash- 


ion.” The important thing is thar there 
is always room for new ones 
theon of mine, I remain a worshiper, а 
devotee. | would rather make a fool of 
myself by picking the wrong man than 10 
sneer, deprecate and debunk 

1 cannot close w 
ence to a figure of the opposite sex who 
left her mark upon me. It was a golden 
day in my life when the family unexpect- 
edly received a visit from a distant те 
ve. She must H woman of 


ave been 
At sight of her I gasped. Here 
was a телине utterly unlike all the 
women I had known thus far. Not only 
was she dressed differently—somewhat 
old-fashioned, 1 thought 
manner, w 


28 or so. 


but her whole 
k, gestures, way of address- 
g people, was novel and exciting. As 
lor her voice, it was like nothing 1 had 
ever heard. before. She was зой, gentle, 
passionate, like a messenger [rom above. 
1 like to think of her as the first and only 
"innocent" woman in my whole life. 

Strange though it may seem, she had a 
brute of a father, for brother а born idi- 
ot, and a mother who should have been 
running a whorchouse. dnd God had 
made her an angel! (How does one ex- 
plain such things?) 

She visited us but rarely and I used to 
wonder why. 1 de 
grew older 1 fell ‚а hope- 
less love, since she was happily married 
and 1 was still only a raw youth. When 1 
quired about her I would receive dis- 
ict answers from my p: 
about her th 
s wed up. Yet everyone loved 
her. 1 think they were frightened by her 
goodness, frightened by the rellection of 
themselves which they glimpsed im her 
eyes. Despite what one may think, angels 
e not casy to live with. They make us 
omlortable, 10 say the least. 

1 must add а word about this mother 
of hers who seemed to inspire everyone 
with fear, dread and loathing. Келет 
ber Crazy George? Well, they would have 
made а perfect pair, these two. The one 
talked God and beat the piss out of his 
poor horse; the other had the vocabulary 

ne, stank like an old n 


side. Yes, they were two of a kind all right 
conniving, cunning, mean and ma 
dous. They had about as much kinship 
with the human race as a pair of jackals 
How fortunate 1 was 10 have been 
brought up in an atmosphere of thi 
What beiter env could 
than this mixture of good 
nd ugly, noble and 
degrading? Though my world was only 
microcosm, it contained all the elements 
which go to make up our great big world. 
There were angels, saints, hi and 
devils; there were the saloons, the asy- 
Тиш. the churches, the prisons—and the 


sort! ronment 


ocs 


mountain oysters 
really bad day 
Sundi; 


There was only one 
the weck, and that was 
. И was a day of gloom, even for 


the poor Jews who didn't have 10 pre- 
day- 


tend to be sanctimonious ou t 
Because on Sundays, for want of 
thing bener to do, we used to hunt th 
out and make lile miserable for them. No 
wonder they have never been im ihe 
slightest. danger of being converted to 
Christianity! 

Shortly after I returned from Europe 1 
decided to pay a visit to the old neigh 
borhood. So much of what 1 had seen 
abroad reminded me of the ambiance of 
these carly days. Though 1 never felt 
homesick for America while away, I must 
confess I often felt nostalgic about the 


beloved Mih Ward. What I found on 
this return visit was heartbreaking. 
There's no doubt about it, опе can never 


go home again. 
One 


thing impressed me strongly 
ing I looked at seemed frightfully 
smaller than what I had known as a 
child. 1 felt like a giant walking about 
amid the shrun 
doned village. The primary school I at- 
tended had been razed; the tin factory 
had been burned to the ground; the 
Presbyterian church had been converted 
но а synagogu 
more Place ке 
like air. It wa 
the k 
die Carey's house 1 doffed my hat, 
one would before a statue of Rabelais or 
Mozart. At the saloon 1 paused for a 
brief moment and thought of the de 
cious pitchers of foaming beer 1 used to 
collect at the side window. Strolling on, 1 
came to what had once been the bur- 
lesque house: it was now a cinema, of 
course, and the announcements were in 
Polish. or perhaps Lithuanian. I contin- 
ued down Grant Sucet ю the ferry slip, 
but there were no ferry boats, nor even a 
saloon, if 1 remember right 

Had it ever been as I imagined. Га 
AM. Or had I dr 
halcyon da 


almost intact, excepi that 
ndergarten was gone, Passing Ed. 


m 


ked 
med up those won 

Shuflling about 
amid the pushcarts 1 felt lost, complete- 
ly lost. Who was 12 Where was 1? The glo 
rious past of my boyhood?—it was all but 
obliterated. Of all the lives 1 had led, 
what now remained? Only the halls of 
memory, it seemed. The memory of Les 
ıer Redon, Eddie Carney, Johnny 
Paul, the memory of sounds, smells, 
sights, of drunks in the gutter, of bright 
pieces of tin. of the flick of George's 
homewhip. of the beatific countenance 
of that disant. relative, of bananas rot- 
ling on the fruit stand, of stallions 
pinned to the ground and the hot iron 
ing their fles . . . The world and all 
nish like dust, but the 
ibles remain. 


JACK GELBER 


(continued from page 131) 


followed by abrupt silence. 1 look 
over the photos. None of the actors 
looks the least bit Oriental. which accounts 
for the translator looking like Little Or- 
phan Annie. The sets and costume: 
exact duplicates of Western desi 
almost, but пог quite, identify the play 

"Do you know Опеу?” Wo Shue asks 
through the girl. 

“Опеу what? 
have been 

Wo Shue 
Oney. Oncy." 

1 rack brain cell after brain cell. What 
could they be talking about? "No, I don't 
know what vou are talking about" Such 
an carly defeat! How could L have let 
down so quickly? 

Nighttime journey,” Oriental Annie 
explains. 

Nothing will help. I happen to glance 
down. OL course! I am all smiles as 1 see 
the production still of Long Day's Jour- 
ney into Night. Why can't these people 
speak American? 

Getting even, 1 
him. 1 know this may come as a shock 
but Mr. O'Neill is dead." 

"Very sorry to hear." The girl and Wo 
Shue look puzzled. 

[restrain my instinct to put them on, 
and offer them coffee. Wo Shue 
accepts. He seems to be fidgety. 
room service and while stoically waitin 
for chem to reply, 1 call out a pleasantry 
to Wo Shue: “The modern Chinese thea- 
ter looks interesting.” 

Wo Shue sits staring ahead into space 
until the very last word of the translation 
and then he explodes. His face із herce 


1 can see both of then 
ching my every move 
tempts English, “Oney 


met 


as a torrent of words pours out of his 
mouth. He pounds his list into his palm, 
driving home one point alter another. 

Ten minutes later 1 hear the girl tell 
me that Wo Shue wants me to explain 
the structure of the American. theater 
What themes are typical What plays аге 
typical? 

1 sag down in my seat, oudlinked by 
the Oriental tactician. What, indeed, are 
the typical themes? What are the typical 
plays? 1 look up. The silent Wo Shue sits 
with his hands loosely clasped on his lap, 
the suggestion of a smile playing on his 
lips and an insolent twinkle in his eyes. 
дате! бетте!" | hear room 
service finally responding from the limp- 
ly held receiver. Grateful for the break 
in his attack, I take a deep breath and or 
der collec for us, Am I g to ler this 
Commie No sirce, 
Im not le 


outmaneuver 
g my country down. 


те? 


not going to let them sap my vital 
heritage (Bessarabian, as [ar as 1 can 
determine) 

I tell him im plain American about 


Broadway, off-Broadway, ОПОН Broad- 
way, Lincoln Cemer, Actors Studio, те 
gional repertory, foundation supported 


What? 


с 


Give а coal hanger as а Jill? 


(Of course not. One gives 
a Setwell, instead.) 


Setwell clothing care accessories are for the 
man who likes his closet as well organized as 
his office. Setwell crafts them out of fine 
American hardwood. Applies a furniture 
finish, Guarantees them for life (yours, of 
course). 


A. Empty pockets at night into this Setwell 
Organization-Man! Keeps keys and change 
from scratching furniture. Genuine walnut 
with gold-plated wallet and checkbook holder. 
$4.95 


B. Trouser hanger set, Special attachment 
оп each hanger lets him hang one from other 
—saving closet space. Set of 4—$2.95. 


C. Setwell Wardrobe Set removes the chaos 


from the closet. It includes a man's combina- 
tion suit hanger, a trouser hanger and а 
clothes brush. Created by Setwell from fine 
finished rock maple. $3.95. 

D. Elegant Setwell Chair Valet relaxes both 
him and his clothes. Sculptured wood hanger 
and trouser holder hang out suit wrinkles over 
night. There's an upholstered seat in beige, 
white, or black washable vinyl. Plus a tray for 
pocket accessories and brass-plated shoe 
rack and trim. $19.95. 

You'll find Setwell clothing care acces- 
sories (for men who care about their groom- 
ing) at the Closet Shop of your local depart- 
ment store or fine men’s store. A Setwell gift 
is atribute to your taste, a compliment to his. 


$ eiwe | | Traverse City, Michigan 
VEC ча, 


bring out 
the playmate in her... 
give her 


PLAYMATE PERFUME 


PLAYBOY's very own scent-sation. 
$15 the half-ounce. 

By mail, postpaid. Satisfaction 
guaranteed or money refunded. 
Shall we enclose a gift card 

in your name? 

Send check or money order 
PLAYBOY PRODUCTS 
919 № Michigan Ave. 
Chicago, Ilinois 60611 


Playboy Club keyholders may charge. 
by enclosing key number with order 
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< 
E 


"Up here, Mr. Putnam... I” 


theater, university theater, church. thea- 
ter, community theater, showcase thea- 
ter and foreign-language theater. 

"The waiter appe: 
in a book as he pushes in an elegant ге; 
cart with our coffee. 1 am stunned. Never 
before has the service been as quick. 
Then I realize that 1 have shot my mouth 
hour. Did I give 
importance? 
Perhaps a slip of the tongue while discuss- 
ing the Ford Foundation? It was enough 
€ up any stalwart American 

The waiter slides the bill toward me 
while continuing to read. Everyone in 
Cuba reads. Day and night, everywhere 
you go. people are reading. This fellow 
seems to be reading а scientific journal 
concerned with the processing of steel. 
“Is there any steel manutactured in 
Cuba?” 1 ask іп amazement. Without 
looking up. he shrugs indifferently, 

My hands аге in my pockets searching 
for Tipping in : of 
hassle than in New York. It is somewhat 
counterrevolutionary to subscribe to tip 
ping. Gusanos (worms) are those who 
wish до return to pre Castro Cuba: pimp- 
ing, prostitution. sex movies, live demon- 
strations (Fans of Superman, sometimes 
called Uncle Sam, will be happy to hear 
that he retired as undefeated champion), 


buried 


rs. His head 


gambling and tipping. 
Ву ше I figure out that I had 
best play the oafish Ameri 
Overgenerous tip, the waiter has 
disappeared. 
Little Orphan Annie 


r with what ap- 
¢ painted on the side. 
К you." 1 smil 
“They are superior to American С 
tes!" Little Annie spits out. 
I am not a cigarette smoker.” I sce 
Wo Shue slump down in a position of de- 
1 add, “1 smoke cigars.” 1 show him 
ic of my Lar а cinco vegas 
Не scems singularly unimpressed. Wo 
Shue is 50 years old and docs not look 
over 30. Every morning and evening 
he performs а show-stopping exer 
routine on the hotel terrace. Stundi 
erect, Wo Shue begins to move as И he 
were in an underwater ballet. His hands 
and feet move simuously. completing 
some preordained ritual of skillful ba 
g and h. Without 
pause he reverses every forward move- 
ment umil he returns to his original 
position. This routine gets a round ol 
applause every time. The spectators re- 
ceive, in return, a small bow. 

Wo Shue attacks, What 
called musical comedy 
compared with the Peki 


isa 


great sire 


bout this so- 


Can it really be 


wrights? Some n 
the plays that won awards last 
Virginia Woolf! 1 blurt out. 
Who is Virginia Wool 
Annie asks as if her job d 

No, no. She isn’ 


s, please. What w 


s. She's ап English author." 1 am 
ing sense to them. "The play is 
called Who's Afraid of Virginia Woolf?” 

Wo Shue folds hands together. 


Now we are getting somewhere. Some- 
thing significant is going to come of this. 
“Tt was written by Edward Albee,” I 


explain and then clim up. This man is 
ing to pump me for information! 

Wo Shue nods and Little Orphan An- 
nie produces from a genuine plastic case 
two books and a small envelope. (Brib 
ery, vet) Ceremoniously, Wo Shue pre- 
sems me with the gifts. One book is a 
collection of short stories by the minister 
of culture and the other is а young play 
wright’s work. The envelope contains a 
white silk scarf. I can visualize being cart- 
ed off to jail by the customs officials. 

In a panic to тебргосие, I give Wo 
Shue one of my plays, The Connection, 
which coincidentally has a dedication to 
my wile in Chinese characters. 

Wo Shue is once again thrown into a 
fic of laughter. It is the conspiratorial 
type of laugh which scares the hell out of 
ше. D take it that he thinks lm on 
his side just because 1 can say six things 
е dedicated one of my 
plays with Chinese characters. Perhaps 1 
ought to let him think so and then he'll 
lay off this Virginia Woolf business. 

Such is nor my fate, Wo Shue stops 


laughing and asks "Who is Virginia 
Wool 

"I told you already.” I feel my palms 
moistening. "She's an English 
Don't you believe me?” The yellow peril 
has me on the run, “Actually, the 
about an older university pre 


his wife who get a late-night call from а 
younger professor and his wife. 

Wo Shue interrupts. “College years of 
formation." 

"No. no. It isn't a play about the form- 
ative years in college. You see. the older 
couple have 

Little Orphan ¢ 


‘Oh, they 


are scientists, W ую 
creating life.” 

» no.” I am reeling under their 
blows. "You see, the older professor's wile 


keeps m to become head of 
the dej 

“Аз n prevent promotion,” 
Wo Shue states triumphantly. 
down, dejected, almost defe 

I admit, "I don’t pretend to 
thing that goes on on Broad- 
The Great White Way is just as 
much a mystery to me." 

Wo Shue lets out a y 


sp when he hears 
the translation. He begins to mumble to 
himself and smile understandingly. 
What's he saying? What's he saying?” 
I ask the girl. 

He just repeat. phrase 
Way)" Annie says 

I сап see Гус got him worried and 
strength is creeping back into my red- 
blooded veins, “Tell Wo Shue that I was 
a little hesitant before about telling him 


reat White 


about Virginia Woolf, Actually, she’s the 
scourge of the Great White № 
My cigar had gone out. I 
light while giving Wo Sh 
on. "You are a very clev 
it thick. "No wonder the Chinese Gov- 
ernment sent you all this way. What else 
do you want to know 
Wo Shue springs to attention and 
from the folds of his severe black frock 
produces a MADE IN CHINA (alu 
ten that way) cigareue lighter ihat 
could pas lor a Ronson. It doc 
work, Once, twice, thice times he pre 
the plunger without results. He sh: 
head in disbelief. He shakes the light- 
while spewing out some ancient in 
tation will not work. 
He finds his pocketknife, which hi 
small screwdriver, and proceeds 10 break 
ighter and reassemble 
it. It works! Wo Shue insists 1 keep it. 
"What about your work?" Oriental 
Annie translates 
"What about it?" 1 [end off answering. 
"What is die theme of this play? 
Wo Shue points to the copy of The 
Connection. 
c him a 
тусй for 
drug addicts." 
A light bulb appears over Wo Shue's 
L He begins speaking rapidly 
fou make hon 
orable effort to expose imperialist ellort 


ch for 
the big pu 


pained ex 
interviewers. 


pression usually 
“I's about 


Һе 


to enslave American people. Со оп, 
please. 

No. nof" I am losing my temper. 
“The Government has nothing to do with 
my play 

Wo Shue smiles. "What style? Like 
Oney?" 

о, not like O'Neill! Like me!” He 


had better watch his step. І feel violence 
coming on. 


"Typical American!” Wo Shue ac- 
cuses me with his finger. “Vs Е 
nality, No good. Chinese people not 


need to be oi 
meaning. Th 
the paper 


iginal. Can concentrate on 
Vs why we will win over 


1 bellow. nks are а bunch of 
racists!” 
Wo Shue Чу explains “You 
misunders we don't promote 
hat about the Ame 


"What about your Chou Endai run- 
ng around the world putting down the 
white imperialists?” 1 set my jaw and am 
on the tips of my toes. Just let him say 
one more thing. 

Instead. Little Orphan A 
me that Wo Shue has 


nie informs 


discuss African theater w 
delegate 


Thank you," 
тапк vou," she 
nd they аге gone. 

1 swing at where Wo Shue would have 
stood. It would have been a haymaker to 
the head—a KO, maybe. 


she says once, 


says twice. “Thank 
you 
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GREASY BIRD 


full of guys and dolls standing 
bumper to bumper and it hadn't seemed 
worth while waiting. Entering the lair of 
Jas. Waterbury, I found his outer office 
completely empty. It was as if he had 
parted company with the human herd. 
"There was a door marked PRIVATE, 
rapped on it, | had nor expected any 
thing to start into life, but 1 was wrong. 
А head popped out. 

Iu was what D would 
greasy head. Its upper slopes were moist 
with hair oil and the face, too, conveyed 
impression of greasiness, as though its 
proprietor alter the morning shave had 
thought fit to rub his cheeks with butter. 
But Г am а broadaninded man 
g 
sy. Possibly, 1 felt, all 
gents are. 


had be 


describe as 


nous charac- 
n do lor you?” 


“Hullo,” 
ter. "Something I c 


жін. 


let's have the inside story, 


cocky.” 

He proved to be both quick and intel 
gent. He punctuated my narrative with 
unde ing nods and when 1 had 

come to the right 


п. for he had a niece called Trixie 
who would fill the bill to my complete 
satisfaction, 

Г pursed my lips a bit dubiously. 1 was 
б uncle's love might not 
bove Trixie too 


asking myself il a 
have made him give the a 
enthusiastic а build-up. 

“You're sure she'll be equal to the job? 
It calls for considerable histrionic skill. 
Don't you think we ought to have 
soned professional? 

“Trix is a seasoned professio 
playin 
Never got at shop in London өшін 
jealousy in high places, but ask them 
Leeds and Wigan what they think of her. 
Ask Hull, Ask dl Tud- 
Чегем” 

I said Е would, il 1 happened to come 
acios them, and he carried on. 

“Don't you fret yourself. ТҮСІП give 
you your money's worth, And talking of 
that, how much docs the part pay? 

1 was thinking of a fiver. 

“Make it twenty. That way you'll 
every ounce of zest and cooperation 

Twas in no mood to haggle, 1 dished 


fairy queens in pamo for years. 
to 


them in nom 


n the monow, 


ї four sharp. 
complete with fairy queen, and, sure 
enough, at precisely that hour the front 
doorbell rang. 

1 
noon olf. Once 
mil 


swered ij 


(continued from page 134) 


's called, and he plays bridge there, I 
flung wide the gates and Jas. and his 
niece came in, and I started like а nymph 
surprised while bathing. For an inst 
you might say I was spellbound. 
Not having tended the performance 
of a pantomime since childhood, I had 
forgotten. how substantial fairy queens 
were, and the sight of Trixie Waterbury 
was like a blow from a blunt. instrument 
She stood about five feet, eleven, and all 
billowy curves. was 
ashing eyes and gleaming teeth. It. was 
some moments before 1 was able to say 
Good afternoon. 
“Afternoon,” 
his is Mr 
him Bertie.” 
The fairy queen said wc 


of her that wi 


Waterbury, 
rix. You call 


sid J 
Wooster, 


Чач "sweet- 


ic pic" be beier, and Jas. Waterbury 
nodded approvingly. 

“Much more bow office.” he 1 
told you she'd be right for the part. 


cocky. You can rely on h 
smooth West End perfor 
do you expect. your ladyfr 

“Апу moment now." 
"Then we'd better dress the s 
on his lap. Trixie. 


w give 


When 


He seemed to sense the consterr 
in my voice, for he frowned a lite 
the grease, 

“We're all working for the 
show,” he reminded me 
want the scene to 


of the 
austerely. "You 


don't 


you 
1 could see th hin wh 
said. Томи dows "s Favorite 
fairy queen descended өп my Lip with a 
bump that made the stout chair tremble 
like an aspen. And scarcely had she start 
ed to nestle when the doorbell rang. 
And who should but Roderick 
Spode, the last caller I was expect 
This Spode is not one of my 
cle of buddies. From the outset of our 
quaintance he has shown himself aller 
to Woosters. Far too often he addresses 


he 


me i 


me аз "You worm” and on more than one 
occasion has expressed a wish to te 
iuto shreds with his bare һа 
things do not make for easy camaraderie. 

“Oh, hullo, Spode.” | said. 
I don't think you've met Mr 
Waterbury, have you? Мг. Spode, Mr. 
Jas. Waterbury. And Miss Tr Water- 
bury. my fanece. 
Naturally Jas. Waterbury, having been 
Hicipating the entrance of the [emale 
nd observ on lelt center 
ber of the 


“Come 


E 


iier who wasn't 

ай, was d Не ap- 

peared to Teel that as the act had been 

shot to pieces like this. there was no 
d 


he said, “ 


onceried. 


Cast at 


sense in hangi 
“Well, Tr 
be wanting 


your Beriell 
to talk to his gendeman 
friend, so give him a kiss and well be 


gening along." And with a greasy smile 
he led the fairy queen from the room 

Spode, who had been goggling from 
the outset, continued to goggle. 

“What's all this, Wooster? Who on 
th is that female?” 

“L told vou. Му fiancee 
fairy queens in pamon 
"She looks like a hippopotamus. 

“E suppose fairy queens have to, il 
they hope to get by in towns like Leeds 
and Huddersfield. Those audiences up 
t lots for their money.” 
дей to her? 


She plays 


north wa 


He snorted т relieved. sort of 
manner. 
“Well. this will be good news for Mad- 


eline. She and 1 have had а complete 


onciliation. Our engagement is оп again, 
and the poor child was afraid to come 
and tell you herself. She said she couldn't 


bear to sec the awful dumb 
your eves. She has such a tender he: 
Spode with all the polis 
ned 10 expect from him. 
өші escape she's had! Just 
1 sweet girl married to an ass 
like vou! It doesn't bear thinking of. 
He shuddered strongly and took his 
leaving me, as I need scarcely 
tell vou, feeling like а million dollars 
woal to do spring dances all 
partment, It was as if a gr 
1 rolled off me. Well, it bad of 
course m one sense, for the fairy queen 
must have clocked in at fully 160 pounds 


over 


ringside, but what 1 mean is that a colos 
sal burde ified from the 
Wooster soul. The sorm clouds had 
called а day and the sun had come 


smiling through. 
only thin 
absolutely 


thar kept joy Irom 
unconlincd 
art there to share my hour of 
mph. E felt 1 had to tell the 
news to someone, and the thought of 
Dahlia presented изей. True, we 


was 1 


пей on steamed-up terms, she 
" sel-wet with hon 
. but it might be that by thi 


time she had come oll the boil, so I cora 
mended my soul to God, left a note lot 
Jeeves saying where Fd sone and hared 
oll to her address in a swilt 

Му hardihood was rewarded, D de 
say her face Tit up when she siw me, В 
she didirt throw the Perry Mason sl 
was reading at me and she only called me 
lwo new names, so I felt that the atmos 
phere, if not оне of the utmost. cordial 
ity, was near enough to it for me to spill 
vod news, LI was about to do м 
when the telephone rang. The 
ment was on a table near her «һа 
she reached. for 

“Who?” she boomed. She handed 
‘One of your foul [rien 
wants you. Says his name's Waterbury. 

Jas. Waterbury, placed in communica 


the 


insi 
, and 


me 
Is 


the receiver. 


How fo 
make an 
Italian cry 


| 
| 
E 


Tell him the fantastic Cobra G.T. 350 is America's answer to all those terrible-tempered 
Italian sports cars. Then show him. Bred by Cobra, powered by Ford, designed by 
Commendatore Carroll Shelby...the G.T. 350 is a car that sounds like а car and goes with 
all the spirit and speed of a competitor. The engine starts as a brute force Ford 289 and 
then the Commendatore goes to work. . .four-barrel carburation, high rise aluminum mani- 
fold and a hand built tuned exhaust system...the end result is 306 horses. The “four оп 
the floor" is a fully synchronized Sebring close ratio transmission that shifts like butter 
and grabs like a vise. The entire G.T. 350 suspension is computer designed. ..front anti-roll 
bar, competition shock absorbers, front disc brakes, torque controlled rear axle. And she 
sits (goes) оп 130 mph Goodyear Blue Dot tires. For excitement add the new rear quarter 
panel windows and sleek rear brake air scoops. Price? $4196 plus taxes and transpor- 
tation. Get behind that racing steering wheel. Pinch it and she really goes. Bono vita !!!! 


SUL IY G.T. 350 


and buy the С.Т.250 - ARIZONA Paradise Ford Sales, Irc., Scottsdale > CALIFORNIA McCoy Ford. 


Francisco + COLORADO Courtesy Motors, Ine., Englewood + HAWAI Honolulu Aulo Center, Ine. Honolulu « OREGON Mary Tonkin Ford, 
копта 16» TEXAS Hom Willems volor со alias Republic Ford Sales, n Houston 21 беле Hemon Ford, Texas City * UTAH Bennett 
tor Company, Salt Løke 
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Over 125 Titles 


How te Tale an 7 


House of Seven Cables 


tion with me, seemed perplexed. In rath- 
cr an awed voice he asked: 
"Where are you, cocky? At the 200: 
"I don't follow you, Jas. Waterbury. 
"A lion just roared at me 


“Oh, that was my aunt. 


oner yours than mine, I thought 
top of my head had come olt. 

“She has a robust voice." 

“ГИ say she has. She could make 
good living as a barrow boy. Well, cully, 
Tm sorry Г had to disturb her at feeding 
time, but I thought you'd like t0 know 
that Trix and 1 have been talking it over 


wd we both think a simple wedding at 
the registrar's would be best. No need fo 
lot of fuss and expense. And she says 
hton for the honeymoon. 


always been fond of Brighton 
at something of a loss to know 
on carth he was talking about, but 
reading between the lines, 1 gathered that 
the fairy queen was thinking of geting 
married. I asked if this was so, and he 
chuckled greasily. 

‘ou will have your joke, Bertie. You 


manifest that 1 had to give her my anten- 
ion. In а broken voice 1 supplied her 
with the facts and was surprised to find 
her sympathetic and. understanding, 

у one thing to do." she 
Jeeves up and tell him to 
come here at once." 

“He won't be home yet, He's play 
bridge at his dub.” 

"Give him a buzz, anyway." 

I did so, and was surprised when 1 
heard а measured voice say, "Mr. Woos- 
ters residence.” 

“Why, hullo, Jeeves,” 1 said. “I didn't 

expect you home so carly.” 
I left in advance of my usual hour, 
sir. 1 did not find my bridge game enjoy 
able, The Duke of Hammersmith's but- 
ler twice took me out of business doubles 
and I had not the heart to continue.” 

“Well, will you hasten t Aum 
Mia's place. Your presence is sorely 
needed." 


ету good, sir 


Dahlia 
e the wind. Just putting on his 


s he со 


* Romeo and Juliet « Tempest « Twelfth Night e 


‘The Great Gatsby = Gulliver's Travels 


bowler hat” 
"Then you pop oft." 


know she's getting married. 
"E hadn't а notion. Who to?” 
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аз. Waterbury, but you'll have to break 
it to Miss Waterbury that those жейді 
bells will not ring ou 

You don't want to marry. Tri 
^I wouldn't татту her with a b: 


tonished “Lord love a duck" cume 


over the wire. 
1E that isn’t the most remarkable co- 
incidence,” said Jas. Waterbury. “Those 


were the very words employed by two 
other fellows, one in Hull and the other 
in Leeds, when refusing 10 marry Trix 
after anno before 
witnesses. Shows what a small world it is. 
Well, I said to them, “if that's your atti- 
tude, I suppose we'll have to put it on a 
business basis. You've heard of breachoof- 
promise actions; Г said to them. They 
were both gentlemen in every sense of 
the word and they quite realized that it 
was their duty to see that Trix got her 
little bit of heart balm, because there was 
her despair and desolation to be taken 
into account, and after a certain amount 
of angle bargle back and forth we settled 
on two thousand quid apiece. And d 
what ГА advise doing in your case, I can 
talk Trixie into accepting that. Nothin 
mind you, will ever make lile seem 
thing but a dreary desert for her now 
sh 
help. ГИ come and sce you tomorrow. 
I would have prelerred, of course, alt- 
er this exceedingly unpleasant conversa- 
quier corner 

and sat there with my head between my 
hands, but Aunt Dahlia was now making 
her wish for expkinatory footnotes so 


5 their betrotha 


s lost you, but two thousand quid will 


tion to have gone oll into 


1 when one of them is solid ivory 
from the neck up,” said the aged relative, 
reverting to something more like her cus- 
tomary form. 

Т slept fifully. as the expression is. that 
night. J was past 11 when I presented 
myself ac the breakfast table. 

I take it. Jeeves.” I said 
k at a moody kippered herring, “that 
Aunt Dahlia has told you all? 

"Yes, sir. Mrs, Travers was most coni- 
municative. 

“My predic; 
you put it” 

"One of some gravity, si 

1 leaped from the table, the kippered 
herring frozen on my lips, The front 
doorbell had rung. 

"Here he is, Jeeves 

"Yes, sir. 

“L can't possibly face him as early in 
Ше morning as this." 

"In that case it might be advisable, sir, 

you were ю conceal yourself. while T 
conduct the ne, Behind the 
piano suggests itself as а suitable locale." 

То say that 1 found it comfortable be 
hind the piano would be to deceive my 
public, but 1 secured privacy, and priva- 
cy was just what 1 was after. The facili- 
ties, too, for keeping in touch with what 
cat world ош: 


1 started to 


ent в... how would 


tiations. 


on in the 


wits вой si 


were excellent. 1 heard the door openi 
and then Jas. Waterbury's voice. 


“Wooster in, cocky 
“No, sir, he has just stepped out.” 
“That's odd. He was expecting m 
“You are Mr. Waterbury? 

“That's me, Where's he gone? 


Ik it was his int 
oker, sir. 


watch." 

“Are you kidding 
pop his watch for? 
“Mr. Wooster's 

straitened.” 

“You mean he's broke?” 

“One might certainly describe him as 
fiscally crippled. 

Jas. Waterbury's voice had a sort of 
tremolo in it, as if he'd just begun to 
realize that life wasn't the thing of roses 
and sunshine he'd been supposing it. 1 
knew how he must be feeling. There is no 
anguish like that of the man who, think- 
ng he has found the pot of gold behind. 
the rainbow, suddenly learns from а re- 


What's he want to 


ans are extremely 


liable source that he hasn't, if you know 
what 1 mean. 
“But how can he be broke? He slipped 


me twenty quid yesterday.” 
"Mr. Wooster is generous to a fault.” 
“And what about this place of his?” 


get this for nothing. 
you don't get а valet for nothing. 

“Sir?” 

You're his valet, aren't you? 

“Oh, no, sir, His aunt, Mrs. Travers, 
supposes me to be holding that position, 
but I represent Messrs. Wilson and Bunt- 
ng, wine merchants, goods supplied to 
the value of three hundred and four 
pounds, fifteen sl and eleve 
pence, a bill which Mr. Wooster is un- 
able to settle. D am what is technicall 
known as the man in possession.” 

This appeared to have got right in 
among Jas. Waterbury. 

"You mean you're a broker's man? 

“Precisely, э 

You don't look like one." 


“There is а ready explanation, sir. Т 
was at one t tleman's personal 
gentleman, but I am sorry to say I have 
come down in the world and my present 
situation was the only onc I could secure. 
But while not what I have been accus- 
tomed to, it has its compensations. Mr. 
Wooster is a very pleasant. young gentle 
man and takes my intrusion in an amii 
ble spirit. Our relations have indeed 
become so cordial that he has confided his 
cial position to me. It 
ely dependent on the bounty 


temper who has several times 
threatened, unless he curbs his extrava 
cc, to cancel his allowance and send 
Canada on a small monthly remit 
nice, Should she learn of my ollic 
tus and the reason for my being hy 
do not like to envisage the outcome." 

‘There was another pregnant silence, 
occupied, I should imagine, by Jas. Wa- 
terbury in wiping his brow. 


"Look! You depict your most successful 
hunt and ГИ depict my most successful hunt!” 


inally he said, “Gorbl 
He may have been intending to amp 
fy the remark, but. if so, the words were 
dashed [rom his lips. There was a sound 
like a mighty rushing wind and 1 be 
aware that Au ia was with us. As 
the bell hadn't rung. I took it t let 
ting Jas. Waterbury in Jeeves must have 
omitted to close the door 
Her eye seemed to have p 
over Jas. Waterbury, for it 
that ‘she addressed herselt. 
“Jeeves.” she boomed, * 
the face?” 
Certa 
“Well, Fm surprised you can. 
1 out that you're а broker's man in 
ing. Сап vou deny it? 
m. Concealment, I fear, is 
useless. 1 represent. Messrs, Wilson. and 
ij. wines, spirits and liqueurs sup 
plied to the value of three hundred and 
Tour pounds, fifteen shillings aud eleve 
pence. 


ssed Tightly 
to Jeeves 


an you look 


ү. madam, if you wish." 
Tve just 


Мо, ma 


"Good God! What does young Bertie 
do—bathe in the stuff? Three hundred 
and four pounds, fifteen shillings and 


п the red to that ex- 
the 


elevenpence! And 
tent he's planning, } hear, to m 
fat woman in a circus" 


portrayer of fairy queens in pan- 
dam. 
"Same thing. 1 know those fairy 


queens. Starchy foods and мош in the 
dressing room. Roderick Spode says she 
looks like а hippopotamus." 


1 couldn't sce him, but I imagine Jas. 
erbury drew himself to his full 
ht at this description of his flesh and 
blood. No uncle likes criticism. directed. 
at a niece's embonpoint. When he spoke, 


his voice was stiff and. offended. 
That's my niece you're talking about 
And he's going to marry her or else get 


sued for breach.” 

% just а guess, but I think Aunt 
Dahlia must have drawn hersel to her 
full height, too. For the fist time, she 
seemed to recognize that Jas. was among 
those present. 

“Who are you?” 

*’Waterbury’s the nam 
“This fairy queen is your піссе 
Thats right, and she 


ed to 


Wooster. He announced it before wit- 
nesses,” 

And she thinks of suing him for 
breach à nise?" 


pre 

“Thats right” 

“Well, she'll have to go to Can 
do it, because that’s whe 
ter'll be olf to on the next boat. 
won't have moncy to throw away on 
breadrofpromise actions. Ill be as 
much as he can do to keep body and soul 
together on what I'm going to allow him. 
If he gets а meat meal every third day. 
hell be lucky. You tell that піссе of 
yours to forget Bertie and go and marry 
the demon kir 

Experience has taught me tha 

al matters like р 


da to 
v Bertie Woos- 
And he 


except 
Claus 
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У impossible to 
nd apparently Jas. 
me, lor à mo- 


at Christmas. | 
defy Aunt. Dahl 
Waterbury thought the 
ment later | heard ihe front door slam. 
He had gone without а cry. 

Aunt Dahlia spoke: 

“These emotional scenes take it out of 
ри get me a drop of 


one, Jeeves. Can 


PLAYBOY 


certainly, 
"How was 12 АШ right 
"Superb, madam." 


jorous, табип 

"Well, it's nice to fcc] that our efforts 
м owned with success. This will re- 
lieve young Bertie’s mind. I use the word 


ci 


back: 
"Mr. Wooster is т residence, madam. 


You will find him behind the piano.” 

I was already emerging. and my first 
act was to pay them both a marked 
me, Jeeves accepted it gracefully, Aunt 
Dahlia with а snort. 

“Easy enough to hand out the soft 
bur what Fd like to 
less gull and more action, 
ful, you would 


p. ye Bertie 


see from you 


I you were really g 
play Santa Claus at my Christmas party. 
I could жє her point. It was well 
taken. I elenched the hands. 1 set the jaw. 
1 made the 
Very wel 


сш decision. 
aged relative. 


ou will?” 
will." 
hats my boy. What's there to be 
afraid off ЛИ dose КУП do is rub 
chocolate on your whiskers.” 
"Chocolate?" 1 said in a low voice 
“Or str ту jam, Pay no attention 
by the way, to stories you may have heard 
of them seuing fire 10 the curate’s beard 
її was purely accidental.” 
1 had begun to tremble, again like an 
Jeeves spoke 
rdon me, s 


idm 


“M 1 might offer the suggestion, 1 
think that perhaps a maturer artist than 
Mi. Wooster would give а more convine 


performance," 
Don't tell me you're thinking of 
volunteering?” 
“No, madam. The artist 1 had in mind 


was Mr. Spode. Не 
and а somewhat deeper voie tha 


as a fine presence 
Мг. 
Wooster. His Hohoho would be more 
dramatically effective, and 1 am sure that 
if you approached her, Miss Bassett 
would persuade him to undertake. the 


role. 
Aunt Dahlia pondered. 

“L believe you're right, Jeeves. ГИ go 
wl see her now. It's tough on those chil- 
twill mean robbing them of 
the laugh of a Lifetime, but they cant ex 
рес lite to be one round of pleasure. 


dren. for 


She exited smiling, and Г turned to 
Jeeves, deeply moved, He had sived me 
from the fate that is worse than death, 
for 1 Вай“ believed for a moment the 
aged 1s story of the blaze in the curates 
beard being an accident. The younger 
clement had prol ts plan 
ning it out 

“Jeeves.” 1 said, "you 
somethi s ago about push 
off to Florida after Christmas, 
“It was merely а suggestion, 
“You hope to catch а topon, do you 
not?” 


were 


71 confess that it is 

I sighed. Te wasn't so 
pained me to think of some tarpon, per- 
aps a wile and mother, being jerked 
[rom the society of its loved ones on the 
end of a hook. What gushed me like 
knife was the thought of missing u 
Drones Club darts tournament, lor which 
D would have been а snip this year. 
Bur what would you do? 1 fought down 
my regret. 

“Will you scc to booking the tickets 
We might leave directly after Christmas. 


y ambition, sir. 


ch that 


Very good, sir." 

I struck a graver note 

Heaven help the tarpon that tries to 
pit ity lecble cunning nst vou. 
Jeeves,” 1 said. "It will be a one-sided 
contest." 


I bought 
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FESTIVE FOWL 


house to the turkey. that magnificent. 
bird which wise old Ben Franklin wanted 
to be the national emblem of Ame 
can always count on a rich minc of rec 
ipes from around the world. In. France, 
for instance, the pride of many 
sian chefs for generations has been the 
dindonnean truffé, a young turkey filled 
with а sausage and truffle stuth h 
slices of ние slipped between the outer 
skin and flesh, Left to stand for at least 
91 hours before roasting, the turkey meat 
slowly absorbs the truffle's delightful aro- 
In the Arab countries turkeys are 
stuffed with ground Lumb, almonds and 
rice, a perfectly logical treatment for the 
East, and in its way, very delect- 
On this continent it would be 
hard to find hallowed recipe 
than the Mexican turkey mole. It was 
created by Spanish nuns, and is а braised 
turkey cooked in a rich dark sauce con- 
taining at least three dilferent kinds of 
hot peppers, sweet 
important of all, chocolate, 

"phat the bird you serve look like a 
bird and not like some taxidermist spe- 
cial mounted on a dusty club wall is now 
fundamental. In. Engl 
ries back, it took some years before the 
American turkey nudged the reigning 
peacock aside and mounted the gastro: 
nomic throne of ros Although 
the flesh and Haver of the peacock were 


‚м 


more 


peppers and, most 
Т 


nd, a few centi 


al dinners. 


(continued from page 129) 


suspiciously close to the leather boot 
Charlie Chaplin consumed іп The Gold 
Rush, the deepest respect was paid to 
its ornamental value. Before the peacock 
was put on ihe fire, its skin and feathers 


were carefully removed in one picce. 
During roasting, its proud head was 


moistened 
ging the bird's 


robed in a wet linen doth 
frequently to avoid ¢ 
natural mien. At the prope the 
cooked peacock was seb on a large 
ornare. planier, recovered. with its origi- 
nal plumage, its gaudy tail spread wide. 
Before 
ing гооп 
phor or spirits was stuck into iis beak 
and set allame. The job of carving was 
given only to the doughtiest knight at 
the top of the guest List. With knife in 
hand, he loudly took a vow dedicating 
his valor ю “God, the Holy Virgin, the 
Ladies and the Peacock.” It didn't take 
too many years for English lords and 
ladies to discover 
notwithstanding. a nude turkey was in 
finitely better than а dressed. peacock. 11% 
still good advice. Chels today who've 
carned their wings know that а lavish 
favor will be remembered 
ing long after a spectacle is forgotten. 
Food skeptics who for so long had 


time 


the bird was borne into the din 


‚и cotton wad dipped into cam. 


that, visual aesthetics 


doubted the freezer in 
it have slowly come to realize that 
what counts is the kind of frozen. asset 


in the repository, and not the freezing 
process itself. All Rock Cornish game 
hens, for example, are now frozen. But 
the original bird bred in this country, 
the Idlewild, is still far and away the 
best, and its long cavalcade of imi 


seems only to emphasize the succulence 
of the original fowl. If you're w 
livery distance of a gourmet market, it's 
nice 10 know that, thanks to the freeze 
such game 1 ptarmi 
gan or Scotch grouse are no farther aw 
than the nearest phone. Holiday birds 
such as goose, capon and squab are found 
wing high in many local markets. But 
for men really delving deeply imo the 
poulterer’s art, the best way t0 make sure 


ls as Norwegi 


you're bagging an elite bird is to first get 
an elite vendor 

Ambrose Bierce once said realistically 
that 
will bring.” At the holiday boa 
sion is to bring pleasure. Don't overcook 
it, Don't let the brown skin become so 
deeply brown it chars. The breast meat, 
especially when a bird is roasted, needs 
protection against a fire too fierce or too 
Aluminum foil is the easiest 
of all such protective devices. И the 
bird is covered in foil, a hor oven is 
needed. If the breast only is covered, or 
if the breast is covered with larding pork 
or salt pork, a slow oven is indicated. 
To brown the breast, remove the pro- 
кесіке shield about 20 minutes before 
cook d. To test the bird for 


a bird in the hand is worth what it 


d its mis 


prolonged. 


g is comple 


a bigger appropriation 
from my 
¬ dient! 
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doneness, untie it and move the drum- 
stick. If it plays easily back and forth, 
that part of the bird is donc. To test the 
breast meat, jab it rather deeply with a 
two-pronged kitchen fork. If the juice 
flows pink, it hasn't passed its merid 
1f the juice flows dear in а gentle riv 
let, the moment of truth has arrived. No 
matter how skillfully or speedily a carver 
works, the flesh of most birds cools 
quickly after it’s sliced, so keep your 
gravy over а trivet flame, hor to the 
Dubbling point. Spoon it over the sliced 
meat on the platter. 

The old fiat about drinking red wine 
with red meats and white wine with fowl 
grinds to а halt when game birds, goose 
or duckling is brought to the table. Gen- 
erally, the rich meat of these birds те 
quires а more robust red Tike а deep 
burgundy to complement the evening’s 
lare. Stick to the waditional turkey И 
you are a confirmed drinker of the 
chilled whites. A deeply flavored. Meur- 
sault from Burgundy or a Pinot Blanc 
from California, totally different whites 
though both are made from the same 
Pinot grape, are good choices. Among the 
reds that complement turkey, we favor 
а selection among the light Bordeaux. 

The following birds have been care- 
fully chosen from rraynoy’s gilded cage: 


ROAST DUCKLING WITH APPI 
MARSALA GRAVY 


(Serves four) 


wed 
pples, peeled 


1 fivepound duckling, th 

4 large, firm Delicious 
and cored 

yj cup salad oil 

1 Luge onion, minced 

Juice of %4 lemon 

2 tablespoons sugar 

3 tablespoons apple brandy 


as mi 


tablespoo 
14 cup bread crumbs 
8 slices stale French bread, % 
1 саң. beaten 
Salt, pepper 
1 packet instant chicken bouillon 
1 tablespoon butter 
1 tablespoon flour 
tablespoons marsal 

1 teaspoon cider vinegar 

Remove neck, gizzard and liver from 
duck. Preh 
ino cighths from stem end to bottom. 
place in а large saucepan with duckling 
liver, oil, onion, lemon juice, sugar, ар 
ple brandy, sage and parsley. Simmer 
until 
tender, not mushy. Remove [rom fire 
stir in bread crumbs, Cut bread іш 
cubes approximately 14 in. thick. P 
apple mixture and bread cubes in large 
mixing bowl Combine egg with 24 cup 
water and add to bowl. Tos until bread 
sorbed liquid. Cut duckling liver 
into small dice and return to bowl. Sea- 
crously with salt and pepper. 


at oven at 3507. Cut apples 


nd 


slowly, covered, apples are 


just 


has 


Stulf duckling with apple mixture. Fa 
ten vent with 2 or 3 small skewers 
Sprinkle duckling with salt and pepper 
and place on wire rack in shallow roast 
pan. Roast approximately 2 hours, 
or until done, removing fat from time to 
time to prevent smoking. Place neck and 
gizzard in small saucepan with 2 cups 
wawr. Add dash оГ salt and simmer 
slowly until liquid is reduced to 1 cup. 
Set aside for gravy. While duckling is 
roasting, drippings will accumulate in 
pan bottom. When drippir e light 
brown (do not lec them tum black), add 
cup water to pan, When duck is te 
der, remove from roasting pan. Remove 
fat, bur let drippings remain. Strain 
stock from neck and gizzard into roast- 
g pan, add chicken bouillon and place 
roasting pan over low top llame. Stir pan 
bonom w loosen drippings. Міх buwer 
and flour to а smooth paste and add to 
roasting pan. Simmer, stirring constantly, 
until gravy is smooth, Add marsala and 
vinegar, salt and pepper to taste. Pass 
gravy separately bl 


ROAST PHEASANT, ALSATIAN STYLE 


(Serves four) 


2 baby pheasants, larded for roasting 

4 ess 

4 large shallots « 
part, fi 

и cup 

Flour 

Salt, pepper, paprika 

Salad oil 

12-02. can chicken broth with rice 

2 tablespoons madeira or sherry 

2 teaspoons butter 

Brown gravy color 

Grated parmesan cheese 

Preheat oven at 4307. Place pheasants 

up im shallow roasting pan. 
15 minutes, or un 

ds during roasting to brown 

evenly. While pheasants are roasting, put 

s. shallots, асат, 14 cup flour and 

spoon salt in blender, Blend until 

smooth, «raping flour from sides of 

blender if necessary to blend completely. 


2 scallions, white 
ely minced 


ht eam 


Roast 35 to 
Turn 


I tender. 


In à s 


Ш omelet pan or sauté рап pour 
just enough oil t0 cover pan bottom 
lightly. Place over medium llame. Add 
1 tablespoon batter to pan and cook un- 


їй light brown on опе side һе 
small pancakes thus formed, called 
Fierkuchas, will curl. Maneuver with 


ladie or spoon to brown on both sides. 
Browning takes place in a few seconds. 
Continue cooking until all banter is 
used. Each Kierkucha should be folded 
in halt. Place close together in shallow 
metal | nd set aside. Re 
move pheasants from roasting pan. Dis 
card all fat. Pour chicken broth imo 
electric blender. Add 1 tablespoon flour 
and madeira. Blend until smooth. Pour 
oder 


asscrole 


n or 


into roasting pan and place over 
me пор flame. Scrape pan bottom to 
loosen drippings. Bring to a boil: reduce 


flame and simmer slowly, stirring con- 
stantly, until gravy is thickened and 
smooth. Remove from fire and stir in 
buuer. Add brown gravy color il neces- 
чту. Season with salt and pepper to taste 
Pour half the gravy over the Eierkuchas 
Sprinkle lightly with parmesan cheese 
and paprika. Place under broiler flame 
briefly to brown. Arrange Eierkuchas 
id carved. pheasant on platter and 
h balance of gravy. 


BROILED BABY TURKEY, 
CHESTNUT CASSEROLE 


(Serves six) 


1 six-toseven-pound young turkey 
% cup salad ой 

% cup very dry she 
cup honey 


y 


1 
3 tablespoons soy 


1 №. small silver onions 
3 pieces celery, Y4 in. slices 
Butter 


14 Ib. button mushrooms 
jj cup Hour 

2 cups hot milk 

11.07. can whole chestnuts in w 
Salt. pepper, onion. powder 
Parmesan. cheese 

Paprika 

v4 lemon 


Have turkey split with breastbone re- 
moved so that turkey will be flat for 


broiling. Cur a deep slit about 1 in. long 
in cach drumstick. Combine salad ой, 
y, honey and soy sauce, Mix well w 
nd honey with other ingredients. Pour 
over turkey in shallow pan. Marinate 5 
to 6 hours or overnight, turning turkey 
occasionally 10 marinate both sides of bird. 
Peel and boil onions unti 
20 to 25 minutes. About 5 minutes before 
onions are done, add celery то same pot 
und continue cooking until vegetables are 
tender. Drain. Melt 1 cup butter in lar 
sıucepan. Add mushrooms and s: 
until tender. Remove from Наше and stir 
in Шош, mixing well so that no limps of 
llour are visible. Slowly stir in hot milk, 
mixing well, Return to a moderate llam 
Simmer 10 minutes, stirring frequently 
Add onions, celery and chestnuts, to 
gether with liquid in can. Season to taste 
with sali, pepper and onion powder. Turn 
mixture into cıserole. Sprinkle gen 


tender, about 


с 


ous- 


ly with parmesan cheese. Sprinkle lightly 
with paprika. Store in refrigerator until 
needed. Preheat broiler llame. Broil tur 


key until medium brown on both sides. 
Brush marinating liquid while 
broiting. Transfer turkey trom broiler to 
roasting pan. Reduce heat to 350°. Place 


with 


Turkey and chestnut casserole in oven and 
bake until both are done, about 30 to 40 
minutes. Baste turkey with marinade. 


Just before serving, sprinkle turkey with 
lemon juice and brush with butter. 

A covey of fine feathered friend 
deed, to heighten any Christm: 


“The neighbors have certainly caught the Christmas spirit — 
they're carrying home а yule log. No, wail a min teat" s one of 
the neighbors they ‘re carrying home . . 
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birthday party (continued from page 17 


The captain was waiting. 
“OK,” Arthur said, and reached into 
his pocket and slapped his checkbook 


onto the counter 


At the hotel, he felt refreshied and sober 
when he came out of the shower. There 
were at least eight mirrors in the bath- 
room. but he couldn't see himself in any 
of them, because he had taken off his 
glasses before climbing into the tub. B. 
sides, the Lathroom was all steamed up 
from the hot water he had used, this was 
certainly a fine hotel, with lots of mirrors 
nd good hot water to sober up a wander- 
ing soul on Christmas eve. 

Га bener call Jenny, he thought. 

He put on his glasses and picked up 
his watch, It was still set with New York 
time, he hadn't bothered to reset it when 
he got off the plane. In New York, in 
White Plains to be exact—which is where 
he and Jenny and Michael and Pam 
ed, the four little Pitts in a white clap- 
board house on Robin Hood Lane—it 
was now 11 F.M. one hour to Christ- 
mas, and Jenny was probably frantic. 
Naked, he put on his watch and walked 
out of the bathroom. He found a white 
ory telephone on the night table near 
his bed, wondered whether he should call 
her or not, and then decided of course he 
had to call her. 

He felt chilly all at once, He went to 
the doser where the bellhop had hung 
his cashmere overcoat and, lacking а 
bathrobe or any other boudoir attire, put 
оп the overcoat. The lining was silk, The 
coat felt luxurious and comforting. He 
sat on the edge of the bed and crossed his 
legs and looked at the phone and then 
became absorbed in reading the dial, 
which listed all the various places you 
could call in the hotel. There was a Ише 
red light on the telephone, too, and Ве 
supposed you used that if you wanted a 
direct line to a redight district, which 
he might very well want before this night 
was through, In the meantime, he had to 
call Jenn she wouldn't alert the 
police or call the hospitals or, God for- 
bid, his mother. That's all he needed 
for Jenny to call his mother. What do 
you mean he’s not home? his mother 
would shout: his mother always shouted 
On Christmas Eve, he's not home? Ye 
Virginia, for that was his mother's name, 
your son is not home on Christmas Eve. 

That's right. Mom, he thought, I'm 
here in Los Angeles. 

Td better call Jenny. 

He hesitated again, not because he w 
afraid of Jenny—he did, in fact, feel in- 
vulnerable, invincible, courageous, adve 
turous, a nuked wild a luxurious 
cashmere overcoat—but only because he 
did not want to spoil his party. He had 
Ча birthday party in his life be- 


so tha 


never hi 


246 cause dear Virginia his mother had been 


2) 
inconsiderate enough to become preg- 
nant nine months to the day before 
Christmas. Who wants to attend an 
hday party when the biggest 
in history is in the midst of cele 
bration? Next year, Virginia would al- 
ways say, Next year, we'll have some of 
your friends in later in the day, the alte 
noon perhaps, or the evening, there's по 
reason we can't celebrate your. birthday 
just because it happens to fall on Christ 
mas. She had said Next year every year, 
but eventually they ran out of years. By 
that time he had married Jenny, and not 
having a birthday party had become hab- 
it. Besides, you have to have your birth- 
day paries when you're still a kid 
wearing eyeglasses. When you're 35 
d wearing eyeglasses, and then 40 
and wearing eyeglasses, it doesn't matter 
a hell of a lot anymore. Until you're 
about to be 42, and still wearing 
eyeglasses, and a party is about to start 
and you feel it slipping out of your 
hands, trickling through your fingers like 
all the sands of next year, next year, next 
year—and you want it to be Ihis year, 
now. 

He was not afraid of Jenny, but he was 
id she would spoil his party 

He picked up the receiver. 

Instead of calling Jenny, he dialed 7 
for the valet and was told the valet had 
gone home, this is Christmas Eve, sir. He 
asked if the housekeeper had gone home, 
tov, and was informed that a house- 
keeper was always on duty and she could 
be reached by dialing 4. He dialed 4 and 
a woman with a foreign accent answered 
the phone. He could not place the accent. 

"Do you have am iron?” he asked. 

“An iron? To press" 

"That's right." 

“Yes, D have an iron. Why you don't 
call the valet? Не presse: 
"He's gone. И» Ch 
"Oh. You want to press? 

“Yes. Га like to press my pants because 
I'm having а party, you sce, and they're 
1 wrinkled from the plane ride. 1 don't 
ike to have a party in wrinkled pants.” 

"What room you in? I send." 

“One-oh-eight.” he said. 

"You return? 
ves, 1 return 
"Good. I send.” 
Sood, you send. Thank you. 
He hung up. He called the bell cap- 
in then and asked if there was a liquor 
store in the hotel. The captain told him 
he could order liquor in the рһаппас 
which sounded to him like a peculiar 
place to be ordering liquor, but he hung 
up and then dialed the operator and 
asked for the pharmacy. When he was 
connected, he told whoever answered the 
phone that he wanted two boules of 
Scotch. sent to room 108 and charged to 
his bill. 

He did not begin pres: 


ig his suit with 


the borrowed steam iron until after the 
whisky was delivered. He poured a stiff 
double hooker into one of the glasses 
that were ranged on the countertop facing 
the entrance door, and then discovered 
there was an ice-making machine un- 
der the counter, this was some hotel all 
ight. From the bathroom he took 
clean towel and spread it out on the 
counter and then put his trousers on top 
of the towel and began pressing them 
while he sipped at the Scotch. 

The idea was to keep the party goin 
He did not know what his next move 
would be after he pressed his pants and 
jacket, but he did know that he had 
two bottles of whisky and he would not 
be 42 for almost an hour, so the 
idea was to keep the party going. Maybe 
he would just dial the operator and ask 
her to ring several rooms in the hotel and 
when he got them he would say, “Hi, this 
is Doc Pitt in room 108. I'm having a lit- 
Че birthday party. and 1 wonder if you'd 
like to come down and join me. It's right 
off the pool, room 108.” Maybe he'd do 
What he 


that. though he doubted it. 


lea 


ve 


then hase а few dri 
this nice hotel room and sce what Bever- 
ly Hills was all about. 

The telephone rang. 


“Hello,” he said into the receiver. 
ute, 1 forgot to unplug the 
He went back to the counter, un- 


plugged the iron, poured himself anoth- 

er drink while he was there, and then 

carried the glass back to the phone with 

0. 

Yes?” he said. 

This is the bell capta 
“Yes, hello. what can 1 do for you?" 
"Eve got a boule of champagne for 

you. sir. 

"You have 
"Who's it from? 
"I don't know 
few moments ago.” 

Well, thats very nice,” Arthur said, 
“Pat it in an ісе bucket and send it on 
over, why don't you? 

“Yes, sir" the bell captain said, and 
hung up. 

Still astonished, Arthur sat on the edge 
of his bed. Well, never look a gilt horse, 
he thought. A party is in. progress, and 
we need all the champagne we can get, 
hot to mention several satin slippers from 
which to drink it 

The telephone rang аңа 

He stared at it unbelievingly, thin 
the horel management was r 
bit too far, really, and wonder 
they had up their sleeves this time. Gar- 
denias? A basket of California oranges? 
He would flatly refuse, He would say 
Thank you, your apologies are accepted, 
but if you send апу further gilts, 1 will 


Arthur said, astonished. 


1 was delivered just 
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have to consider us engaged. 

Giggling. he lifted the гесе! 
lo?" he said. 

“Is this Mr. Pitt 
5, this is he," he si 
“I'm sorry, Mr. Pitt." 
“That's quite all right, no need to 


ет. "Hel- 


1082" 


room 
4. 


“This is the bell captain again, sir. I'm 
about that bottle of champagne, 


tol 
“Irs for the young lady in 109, si 
rang the wrong room, sir, Im terribly 


sorry. 
“That's all right.” 
“I'm sorry. sir. Мету Christm 
Merry Christmas to you," 


s 
Arthur 


said, and bung up. 

He felt suddenly demolished. The idea 
that the champagne was not for him at 
Ш, but rather for a young lady in 1 
the idea th: t had been extended to 
him and then just as abruptly withdrawn 
filled him with a despair that was un- 


bearable. ГА better call Jenny, he 
thought, what the hell. 
He picked up the receiver. 


He was studying the holes in the dial, 
trying to decide which onc would con- 


nea him with the long-distance operator, 
when he heard the splash outside his 
window. He thought at once that some- 
1 fallen into the pool; it was still 
winter mind, and people did not 
voluntarily jump into a swimming pool 
on Christmas Eve. He immediately re- 
placed the receiver and ran to the slidin 
glass door, peering through at the pool 
and the lanai area. At first he couldn't 
see anyone, either in the pool or around 
it. Soft recorded violin music was being 


onc 


248 piped over the loudspeakers. Hc could 


see the muted lights illuminating the 
palms surrounding the pool, and the sin- 
gle immense white Christmas tree in the 
pocket formed by the U of the hotel's 
Ши no one in the pool or around. 
й. And then а head burst through the 
water and a blonde girl surfaced and 
swam to the side of the pool, swinging 
herself up over its tiled lip and graceful 
ly walking toward the diving board. She 
wearing a black, two piece bathing 
suit, not a bikini, but cut very low on her 
waist, the halter wp scarcely containing 
her breasts. She flicked her head to one 
side, the long mop ol blonde hair flap 
ping soddenly away from her face, and 
then continued walking with that реси} 
rly graceful Hat-toored stamp of athletes 
nd dancers, опе hand cupping thumb 
ad forefinger over her nose to clear it, 
the other tugging the seat of her trunks 
down over the partially exposed white 
swell of her buttocks. She mounted. the 
ladder to the diving board and walked to 
s end, where she stood with her | 
п her hips and stared down at the 


wi 


w 


er. 
She stood that way for the longest 
time, absorbed, her head bent, onc hip 
jutting. He had no idea who she was, 
could not, in fact, see her face too clearly 
in the muted light surrounding the pool. 
But she was tall ad poised, 
ud he could think of only one person in 
all of Los Angeles who was tall 
blonde and very poi 
ly possible to him th; who else 
could it be, had come direcily to this fine 
hotel where after her long and tedious 
flight she had attempted to take a 
only to be awakened by the poolside mu- 
sic-whereupon she had instantly or. 
dered herself a bottle of champagne, of 


course, and decided on a midnight swim 
instead. The girl standing still and se. 
rene on the end of the board could not 
conceivably be anyone but Miss Iris Rad- 
ley, a strange name for a Swedish girl, 
and what a pleasant surprise, even 
though he could not vet sec her face, who 
else could she possibly be? 

More and more convinced, he watched 
her captured in reverie, her head 
body motionless, her blonde hair 
g with reflected Tight, At dust she 
heaved a long sigh, her shoulders moving 
—he could almost hear that long mysteri- 
ous sigh through the closed plate-g 
door—and walked back to the ladder, 
Her body was tight and slim and tanned, 
she glided through the soft Cali 
night and then turned a short pirouette 
and moved forward suddenly, not run- 
ning, drifting, moving magically to the 
very end of the board. Her knee came 
up, she made a precise figure [our with 
Laut straight leg, опе bent, sprang 
and hung suspended, the board vibrat- 
ing beneath her. Head back, body 
ched, arms wide, she hung against the 
night for d then plum- 
meted to the water below, her arms and 
hands coming together an instant before 
she disappeared. He watched. She sur- 
faced some ten [ect beyond and then 
m in an easy crawl to the shallow end 
of the pool, executed a clean racer's turn. 
swam to the deep end, turned again and 
continued swimming back and forth tire- 
Tessly, «По су. 

Не ched her world. 

There was in that world all the things 
he had never known, the burlesque 
queen he had not had in Buffalo that 
time, the birthday gifts that. blended 
with Christmas gifts and lelt a strange 
aching void, the bottle of champagne 
offered and then withdrawn, He wanted 
to call out to her, wanted to shout, “Hey, 
are you really Miss Radley who said my 
hands were cold? Are you really the girl 
in 109? Hey, how would you 

? How's the 


to my part 


Trembling, he looked 
was seven minutes to mid 


t his watch. It 
ight in White 
ıs old in seven 


Plains. He would be 42 yc 
minute: 
Go ahead, he thought. Call Jenn 
He reached for the stem of his watch 
and pulled it out. Slowly and carefully, 
he set the watch back to 10:53, and then 
9:58, and then 8:53. He snapped the stem 


back imo the case with а small fi 
dick, and pulled open the sliding glass 
door 


The girl was just со 
water. 


ng out of the 


He knew goddamn well she was not 
Miss Iris Radley, and possibly not even 
ly 


ou 


the girl in 109. But his step was cur 
light, and his heart was beating wildly 
he hurried toward the pool to invite her 


to his party. 


PROJECT SLEIGH 


but telemetered data enabled ASL aero 
dynamicists t0 compensate for these 
by the addition of a classified number 
of spherical metallic. countervibrators 
(CLINGENCLANGEN), These were at- 
tached, itshould be noted, to the external 
guidance mechanisms positioned on the 
nonload-bearing outer skin of the inter- 
ally structured propulsion units, prov- 
ing entirely compatible and oferi 
minimum thrust degradation. 

Guidance of the SLEIGH vehicle-cap- 
sule tion is entirely nonelec 
ionic, being achieved by a continuous 
flexible loop system activated. and cor 
wolled by the capsule commander іп 
dexual and sinistral flight-path change 
and vertically, with retropressure ap 
plied during the landing phase, Human 
engineering studies gave evidence that 
manual controls of horsehide optimized 
stimulusresponse feedback channels in 
the interface between capsule command- 
er and. guidance. 


5 


combi 


Prototype design. was finalized last 
July and. production of the manrated 
SLEIGH ordered, with experimental 


rallel at 
Point 


Hight testing continu 
the BUGLAD Arctic 
Burrow (ВАВРВ) 

The SLEIGH Command Module De- 
sign Group at ASL rejected a shirt 


in p 
nge al 


(continued from page 173) 


sleeve capsule environment as impossible 
within the developmental time schedule 
and an interim solution was found in a 
nonpressurized Hight suit of heavily in- 
sulated veket with moderately long. 
wave reflectance characteristics, with fur 
and wristbands to provide ге 
1t protection against. excessive ex- 
posure to hypersonic winds expected to 


domenally positioned belt and fight 
boots into which the trouser extremities 
are inserted. prior to launch. 

Two prestressed high-carbon steel 
landing skids support the command 
module before launch and following 
touchdown. Construction materials em- 
ployed in the module swe largely cellu- 
Provision is made for 
vehicular activities by 


lose 


extensive 
Hight 


exi ihe 


commander, who also acts as chi 
sensor during liftoff and Land 
Cargo will ride just alt of the capsule 
commander in a service module designed 
for maximum ease of access for off-loading. 

The first unmanned prototype fight 
took place in Lue September and was 
tacked throughout irs programed test 
h outstanding success, although the 
ASL Tracking Group has recommended 
that a Hashing red light be incorporated 


into the nose cone of the Rudolph 


laststage propulsion cluster to augment 
in-flight identification. This may be done 
in later v but pending а NASA 
decision, uo action is contemplated. for 
xlification at this time, unless funding 
is found by BUGLAD in FY '66. 

sent scheduling. calls for liftoff of 
the first manned flight. during this last 
week of December. barring slippage. The 
sted SLEIGH vehicle-eapsule com 
bination delivered today will be airlifted 
о the NASABUGLAD laundh com 
plex at Jat. 90° North this evening for 
pad tests and orientation of the capsule 
commander, who has been practicing for 
his flight in the capsule simulator there. 
Final countdown is set 10 begin some- 
time tomorrow afternoon, with liftoff at 
0:00:01, December 25. The Might is 
planned to be open-ended, with duration 
t the capsule commander's discretion. 


sions, 


NASA announced that the capsule com- 
manders identity will be revealed fol- 
lowing touchdown and debriching 


Neither BUGLAD nor ASL officials 
would diseuss what is certainly the most 
remarkable feature of the new SLEIGH 
combination, nor the means by which it 
is achieved, which are believed to be 
highly classified and with potential mil 
tuy applica apab; 
be entirely invisible to the eyes of any- 
one more than six years old. 
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250 amicably, at the sime 


LINCOLN акр KENNEDY 


for their work and rejoined his family. 


And L at the height of the car- 
nage s bloody internal 
conflict, had the courage of his convic- 
ions and m ned U.S. Grant as a 


е face of Congres- 
sional and public cries for his dismissal. 

Had Lincoln and Kennedy been con- 
temporarie: 


cach other's company—despite their dis- 
parate 
ideals 


backgrounds—not only for thy 
nd humane qualities they shared, 
mach of humor. Both 
it easy 
heartily. Both were clever a 
their wits on others. Lincoln, fitt 
era, told apocryphal stories; Kem 
wit had th h of an Irish saber. 
One of Lincoln's favorites was about 
the days when he practiced law on the 
angamon County circuit. He had to fol 
low a certain acidulous judge from town 
to town, trying small cases. It seemed as 
though the judge delighted im fin 
against Lincoln's clien 


On an afternoon when court ad 
journed, the judge leaned down from 
the bench and said that he а 


that Mr. Lincoln did not trust him, Oth 
uorneys, packing briefs, paused to 
Lincoln protested that there were 
few men he trusted more than the judge. 
“In that case,” said the magistrat 
can prove it tomorrow morning at ten 
o'clock, You and 1 will trade horses sight 
unseen in front of the courthouse. 

The listening lawyers howled with 
laughter. Young Lincoln had been clev- 
erly tapped. In the morning, the wood- 
en sidewalk in front of the court was 
mmed with lawyers and court attend 
wr to see the Springfield law. 
yer йессей. The judge came from опе 
end of the street, towing a wind sucking 
sway-backed horse. 

Lincoln came from the other direc 
ion, coattails flapping, long feet lifting 
nd falling slowly, carrying а carpenter's 
horse across his shoulders. In front of 
the court, he handed the wooden horse 
to the judge, took the bridle reins, and 
said: “Your honor, this is the first time 
I've been beaten їп a hore trade.” 

Now and then, he could make his 
point succinctly. When a constituent 
asked for a military pass to Richmond, 
Virginia, Lincoln said: “Му dear sir, it 
would do you no good. I have given 
General McClellan's Army more than 
200,000 of them and not a single one of 
“em has got there yet 

Kennedy, who stuttered when he тап 
for Congress in 1946, became a polished 
wit by 1960. At the Alfred E. Smith di 

t year, he noted the pres 
«al enemies: 

Spellman,” he said, 
n so widely respected іп Ameri- 
can politics that he could bring together, 
anquer table, for 


ner th 


(continued [rom page 114) 


the first time in this campaign, two polit- 
ical leaders - . - who have long eyed 
ach other suspiciously, and who have 
d so strongly, both publicly and 
—Vice-Presidem Nixon and 
Governor Rockefeller. 

Five days later, in Chicago, he re- 
ferred to the Nixon-Kennedy del 
“A good deal of comparison," he s 
“and most of it unfavorable, is draw 
benween the Lincoln-Douglas debates 
and my weekly appearance on “What's 
Our Line?” 

Kennedy had a Gael. appreciation of 
the ridiculous. When a small boy asked: 
Ir. President, how did you become a 
war hero?" Kennedy said gravely: "lt 
was absolutely involuntary. "They sank 
my boat 

There were bitter moments, too, and 
in these Kennedy was doser to Lincoln 
than he knew. Several times, the young 
man scowled, bounced a pen off a blot 
ter and said: “Anyone who thinks he са 
do this job berer is welcome to it” 
Almost a hundred years earlier, Lincoln 
said to his friend Ward Hill I 


will be 


wy his hand at it and no om 
better contented than myself. 

They had lofty ideals, inner eloquence 
Most Presidents assume the 
of Chief Executive with many 
Lincoln and Kennedy each had 
identical: peace ат 
ce abroad. Both understood 
ar, there are no true winners 
and that men’s minds cannot be changed 
at the point of a bayonet. Each believed 
that men could be persuaded to lay down 
their arms forevei 

Lincoln and Ke found that 
good will and lo iot enough. 
Each faced internal convulsion and ex- 
ternal threat. Each was called “radi 


қош 
two, and they w 


nedy 


by the far right and lost al! support from 
that direction carly. The 16th 
dent faced a long and enerva 


War and the threat from Europ 
tions—mainly Great Britain—to be 
embroiled on the side of the South. Ken- 
nedy faced an ever-growing civil rights 
crisis from within and the bloodletting 
small chronic wars from the East 


Neither man lived to sce a true peace 
anywhere. Lincoln died in the bitter 
nowledge th although the V closed 


with victory, the South would not for 
give him for having won it. Kennedy 
died knowing that the civil rights fight 
had passed from the control of the courts 
to street fights, billy clubs and. protest 
ches. He thought he had gained the 
1 in the fight for understanding. from 
1961 on; later, he dismayed and 
shocked at the endur d of man 
for man, At Vienna ought he 
might come to a friendly 
the Russians, and. thus br 


wr an casing 


1 
shot 


of tensions in the wor 
stead, the Russians 
hopes from under him. 
The worlds of. Lincoln and Kennedy 
appeared to lack men of good will. 
Sometimes the words they spoke were 
words of men who weep inw 


t large. Ir 
Kennedy's 


rd none: with charity f 


the tight, as God gives 
10 sec the right, let us strive on 10 
hi the work we are in; to bind up th 
nation’s wounds ..." And the young 
one, consciously etching an inscription 
on a future monument: “Ask not what 
your country can do lor you—ask wi 
you can do for your country." Mr. Ke 
nedy's personal credo. "When the going 
gets tough, the tough get going,” found 
no subscribers at all, except on the tcam 
quarterbacked. 
al words of these men had no 
special import, except to show that they 
did not know they were last words, Lin- 
coln, holding his wife's hand in the box 
at Ford's Theater, heard her say: “What 
will Miss Harris [Senator Harri 
ter, who was in the box with them] think 
of my hanging onto you so?” 

The President conveyed 
а glance and said: "She will think 
nothing of it.” 

‘Then followed the 
age toward eternity 
dying in the Pet 
was escorted from the room. 

President. Kennedy was concluc 
motorcade through Dallas. Ihe wile ot 
or Connally, sitting forward and 
ally to the left of the President, 
noted the applause and waving from the 
Preside 


unconscious voy- 
As Lincoln lay 
n House, his wife 


crowd. along the curb. "Mr 
you can't say Dallas doesn't love. you,” 
she said. He glanced at her. still waving, 
and said, “That is very obvious. 

bullet exploded into the 
gent head and all thoughts, 
t done. As he lay dying in 
Parkland Hospital, his wife was escorted 
from the room. 

The next morning at the Wh 
House, the final parallel occurred. Litt 
John ran out on the front porch 
Secret Service agent snagged his wrist. 
“What's the mater?” the Secret Service 
man said. “Well.” said John, pouting: 
"some bad man shot my father.” He 
looked up perplexed. "Why isn't he here. 
to tell me abou it? 

On a similar Saturday in 1865, cold 
rain fingered the gaunt black oaks on 
the White House lawn. The Secretary of 
the Navy, Mr. Gideon Welles, stepped 


te 


ida 


aide and shook the rain from his hat 
The Presidents young son Tad was 
coming down the майсам. “Mr. 


Welles,” he said with strained digni 
"who killed my father? 
nedy. in death, 


у, 


темей оп Lin- 


Y 


Please... may I sniff your Klompen Kloggen? 


SUPERIEUR TA RAK E! » 


Klompen Моде 
ر‎ 


PIPE MIXTURE 


Klompen Kloggen is blended from unusual strains of tobaccos—porous leaves which absorb the delicate 
fruit flavoring used in its cure. Herein lies the secret of Klompen Kloggen's flavor and aroma. 

Klompen Kloggen's natural tobacco bouquet works оп a woman the way the subtle essence of a fine 
perfume works on a man. Remember this extra dimension, because this new aromatic blend is so fine 
ils makers must give you, of necessity. . . 


less tobacco for more money than 'most any pipe tobacco in America. 


251 


FOR ALL REASONS OR SEASONS, SEND 


Please print complete name of item when ordering, specifying size, quantity and color. Send check or money order to: 


A GIFT FROM PLAYBOY 


А. Playmate Perfume (№ oz. bottle), $15. В. Playboy Hand Puppet, $6. С 1. Playboy Key Chain, $3.50. C 7. Playmate Bracelet, $3.50. C 3. Playmate 
ID Bracelet, $10. C 4. Playboy ID Bracelet, $12.50. C 5. Playboy Club Pin (sterling), $5. С 6. Playmate МесМасе, $3.50. C 7. Playmate Earrings and 
Bracelet Set, $8. С В. Playboy Tie Bar, $3.50. C 9. Playboy Сий Links, $5. Playboy Tie Bar/Cuft Links Combination, $8. C 10. Playboy Tie Tack, 
$2.50. Playboy Tie Tack/Cuft Links Combination, $7. D. Playboy Sweater (in white on cardinal, white on black, black on white). Sizes S, M, L. 
ЕКТІ, 322. Е. Playmate Sweater (in same colors as Playboy Sweater). Sizes S, M, L, $20. Г. Playboy Tie (іп red, gray, clive, brown, navy, wine 
and black), $5. С. Playboy Golf Putter, $22. Н. Playboy Playing Cards (two decks, boxed), $3. |. Playboy Moneyfold (in olive or black), $5. 
}. Playboy Card Case (in black only), $7.50. К. Playboy Liquor Caddy (sans bottle), $7.50. L 1. Gold Playmate Ankle Bracelet, $7.50. L 2. Gold 
Playmate Earrings, $10. L 3. Gold Playmate Key Chain, $10. L 4. Gold Playmate Pendant, $10. L 5. Gold Playmate Pin, $6. L 6. Gold Playboy 
Money Clip, $7.50. L 7. Gold Playmate Charm Bracelet (with charm), $12.50. L 8. Gold Playmate Disc Charm, $8.50. L 9. Gold Playmate Dimen- 
sional Charm, $8. L 10. Gold Playboy Cuff Links, $10. L 11. Gold Playboy Tie Bar, $5. М. Bedside Playboy, $6. N. Best From Playboy, $2.50. 
2. Playmate Cigarette Case & Lighter (in black or white), $6. Р. Playboy Jumbo Lighter, $20. О. Playboy Beer Mug, $5. В. Playboy Coffee 
Mug, $2.50. Items C 1—C 10 are all black enamel on rhodium unless otherwise specified. Items L 1—1 11 are all gold finished. All items are ppd. 


PLAYBOY PRODUCTS 919 М. Michigan Ave, Chicago, lil. 60511 Playboy Club keyholders may charge by enclosing key no. with order. 


PLAYBOY 


254 


“Two number-three Christmas dinners... ! 


P" 


NOTHING WORKS (continued from page 178) 


ned 
this 
song will 


the sume value, 
good healt 
bad to be a young sing 
grow stroi nd more varied as he gets 
older. You will note his song develop as 
he swells his throat more and more from 


Neat, just dandy—until you analyze it. 


"Fail ло ple w do they know 
what 1 expect fre ind op- 
cra? They talk stronger 


as he pets olde 
change his voc 
of the 21-day gu 


Is he going to radically 
al cords during the length 
arantee? You expect Ca- 


tcc that doesn't 
guarantee anything beyond the fact that 
the bird is a comer. Just give him time. 
y fire insurance which 
doesn’t cover smoke damage. my Social 
nd my Шей insurance which 
ivalid because the camera wasn't 
the time it was stolen. 

It would be real sweet if somebody 
would manufacture something and issue 
guarantee 0 id. in effect: “Look, 
we made thi d thing as best we 
could to show a reasonable profit о 
id at the same time peddle you some- 
thing worth your 52.79. It ought to last, 
with luck and по undue abuse by chil- 
dren and dogs. a couple of months. 
What do you want out of us—blood? 

TH buy the damn thing 
i | ihe other kids 
on the block. But I will not recommend 
anything that’s guaranteed for five yea 
much less а hundred. 
ine smokes a speci 
or some 
it for 
. He pulls that pipe constantly, so 
he buys his tobacco in one-pound bich- 
Suddenly, he say 
feeling that the one-pound tin 
shrunk. Weighed the Но 
i amar school 
a pound ought to 
weigh 16 ounces, so somebody's clipping 
the bacey barn for the two ounces on 
each pac 

This boy was really cheesed off. 
knows about rising costs and is wil 
то pay rising prices, but he wants his ші 
16 ounces. He also is sore at а candy com- 
pany that sells three quarters of a pound 
of chocolates. Who the hell ever bought 
three quarters of a pound of anything 
that was packaged? 

1 stand foursquare for only one mod- 
ern commodity which really works: the 
Zippo lighter. The Zippo boys still keep 
ту cockles cockling. No matter how old 
or im what condition your lighter 
Zippo will repair its product without 
charge. Hinges do wear out or break, na- 

rally, but you know damn well that 
your old Zippo comes back from repair 
as good as new. They not only fix what's 


55 


had 
сез, 


He 


wrong but they install new cotton, a new 
whecl to strike the flint, clean the lighter, 
polish it and return it, АП for free. Th 
even send you a little envelope containing 
some fresh f 


In the food department, practically 
g remains coii t except catsup. 
ed sawdust, painted ghost 


nent of 
breath of its principal ingredient, a 
Nobody makes bread а they 
сәні ind the right dials on the stove, 
which has just shorted out. 

Apple pie? Nuuh-wh. In my time it 
а delight, and I went to war for it 
and motherhood. But motherhood is ob- 
solete, too, in the old-fashioned sense, 
and now apple pie is a slag h 
green apples jammed betwe 


Nis crusted 


used по bc ge shredded 
speckled with caraway and actually dilled. 
The closest thing to dilling these days is 
named Phyllis, a nightclub comedi 

‘ou used to make three or four stops 
at good delicatessens to pick up a Sun- 
aut here, po 
ks yonder. Now 
and they put it 


salad there, kosher f 
you make the one stop. 


all in a | and ir all tastes 

like the paper bag, which is made of 
pure imitation cellulose. Momma, who 
took pride in preparing the specialties of 


the house, is no longer in the kitche 
She is shoving her mink around 
Miami Beach. The mink is real, but real 
ranch 
Restaurants? You 


stumble by accident, 
in scarch of a beer and a summidge, into 
some dive and run onto the damnedest 
cuisine since the first. cannibal discov- 
ered a recipe for braised missionary. The 
food is marvelous, because Momma 
makes it herself. Then you open your 
big fat mouth and tell a couple of mar- 
iini companions about this little ge 
where the flavor is amd the ptomaine 
ain't. 
Ват! 


In six weeks you've got a Louie 
һе? Lui. Next time you check in, the 
menu is engraved on paper so thick you 
have to pick the words out with twecz- 
er. Some sominlaw, out on parole, 
sneers down his nose, and says: “Did you 
reservation, hey never say 
sir" Us always t 
have tion, because the last time 
you were phone company had cut 
off the credit. But the maitre de—his 
most recent rap was for breaking and 
entering—permits you to stand at a bar 
and drink nine dollars’ worth of refilled 
Scotch until the table is ready, if ever. 

A surly sister of the parolee slugs you 
a buck for a pack of cigarettes and your 


sore?’ 


"sore" So you doi 


hat, and then loses the matching check. 
Everything on the menu, which used to 
consist of Poorboy sandw 
and bread (all you ca 
buck) is now à la ca 
chic, and why bother to spend ай that 
money in 7217 or The Pump when you 
can poison yourself at twice the price in 
the name of chic 

"The tipping business needs no further 
development. There is nothing you can 
say about à man being paid union wages 
who will insult you and imply your fe- 
male companion is a slut if you doit 
double the price of a hot martini, served 
cloudy glass full of detergent suds. I 

ever understand. hatcheck conces- 
sions, either. Docs a restaurant expect 
10 cat with your hat and coat o 
unless you bribe the chick who doesn't 
ger the money 

The doorman says he 
cab. The airport people say som 
e must have gone on the other 
‚ The airport taxi wor 
ck from the canceled flight u 
can fill his heap with three other 
If it rains, there aren't 
theater hour, th 
can't get out of town on Friday, and you 
can't get back on Sunday. 

The wishful domestic you are lucky 
enough to kidnap, at two bucks an he 
says her doctor told her she can't do 
heavy work, like lifting or sweepü 
The cook has to be home to check the 
verages by seven sharp. You 
of appointments with 
o doctors make house calls 
and then you wait ап hour 


anymore- 
d а half with an old copy of Country 


will 


your 


At the 
т апу cabs. You 


y cabs. 


Gentleman or Bluebook. And if you 
break the appointment he bills you 
anyhow. 


Philip Wylie once wrote 
that went this w 


small poem 
memory serve 


The waiters all ave rude 

The bellboys scream. and yell. 
The swill is better than the food. 
ddamn the Mills Hotel. 


As the sum total sinks over the plumb- 
ers and doctors and electricians and 
TV feelers, the supermarkets, the dis- 


count St the trains and the airlines, 


e 


the and the room servicers and 
switchboard operators and shoddy shoc 
nd booksellers who say 


brightly: 
last weel 


“We had one, but we sold it 
1 feel that Mr. Wylie was 
ing for us all. 

Except Т don't know why the poor old 
Hotel has to take the rap for mod 
ern sucker civilization, in which, basical- 
ly, most things that are not worth 
doing are done badly. Things don't 
work, is all. You just can't get there from 
here. And nobody—but nobody—cares. 
And the typewriter is busted. again. 
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Есет 
XNSZCERAEU 
on this sıreet there were no public wle- 
phones or firealarm boxes. It was com 
ing Irom a том unlikely place, the 
handle of а mop in the hands of one of 
а рай of shabbily attired women street 
cleaners. 


id il 
voice. 


mop wielder 
one 


Then irs got ло be trouble. The ba 
gel only goes off when the wire is sev- 
cred," answered the other woman in an 


ANS. 


even deeper 


evs get the hell in there,” snapped 
the first стопе. “It's blown. He's in 
"өше." 


“Hold it! The two gentlemen tying 
10 look so casual ne 


r the side entrance 
22. КСВ boys, ИГІ ever saw any. I can 
smell "em а mile away. 
The possessor of the acute olfactory 
зс was, of course, 
Israeli 


o woman at all, 
the 


he of 


but 
piercing eyes 


13 


Gates, 


(continued from page 198) 


Sueet cleaner number two was 
young, personable It hok Ben Franklin, 
276, licensed to drive 

They began a measured shuffle toward 
the twa Russian goons, Federenko 
Norelco, who leaned ag; 


wound. 


nst the lo; 


phuform smoking strong Gorki 
renes with one-inch gork tips. 

“We clean spot right here, eh, Son- 
yushkaz" said Zvi. D hok nodded and 


o the 
ter use 


they set about mixing a powder i 
bartered pail of milky water 
suong powde 


plenty dirty pavement 
here,” admonished Ivhok, Zvi poured 
the powder imo the pail, humming 
Moscow Evenings, but at the same time 
he det slip from under his petiot a 
small green cube. “Pinch nose." The 
mixture fizrled for a second, then burst 
into a green gascous ball. The two wom- 
cn, forchngers mbs sque 
their noses, held their breaths, Norelco 
fell forward, his head striking the side of 
the platform, blood spurting hom a pul- 


ind 


"It gets more commercial every year, doesn’t il?” 


siting fountain of a wound. "A trap? 
Federenko scrcamed. Coughing, cho 
he barreled into the Institute. 


“This piece of пыға” said. Materi 
“1 wrenched it Irom a bedroom closet 
door. Drs diflerent from the other.” He 
id his rabbinical host, the Cook's tour 
a end, stood in front ol the Deuse 
watching the bright floodlights flash ray: 
oll its silvery skin. 

“Matzoh 
mildly 
difference at all." 

“Thicker. Yes, definitely thicker. But 
why?" He began to knead the fragment 
in his hand. Crumbs snowed upon his 
boot tips. And then something else fell 
to the Hoor—a shiny black sort ol rib. 
boned material. Не picked it up, held it 
u. Місто 


the rabbi said 


10 the di 


The Materi gash turned ino а sneer 
And suddenly Colonel Materi realized 
that the stoopshouldered savant had 
straightened up. He shoved the rabbi 


back with a Mailin 
his hoster for the V 
ghe, wh 


lelt hand, dug into 
er PPK Reuther 
g it out with the 

ned him a 
“the fastest 


lightning draw that had е 
reputation in the KGB 


п the ast. 
This time he was not fast enough. 
Even as Materi shoved him back, Rab. 

bi Chairs right hand made a mercurial 

maneuver of its own, whipping the yar 

mulke from his head and sailing i 

his Soviet guest with ihe power of 

outback aborigine hurling а boomerang. 

Five sounds fought lor dominance in 
the Institute of Architecture: 

1. The frightening, whirting sound of 
Rabbi Chairs yarmutke jetting toward 
its goal, a short, exciti 

2. Clang! The 
lined yarmulke to its waiting, eager lover, 
the steel plne іп the head of Colonel К. 
Вепуаһ Materi. 

З. Strike! Strike! The ch 
sound of the Walther PPK Reuther blaz 
ing in the misdirected right hand of the 
fallin} 

1 
Dlaste 
Federenko stumbling onto the scene 

5. His tortured “a r—9 
scream қаға his oat, torn open 
by Mareri’s iwo slugs. 

Then, t0 the rabbi, the 
sound he'd ever heard —silence. 
Two men lay on the floor of the Inst 
tute of Architecture in slowly widening 
pools of blood, faces contorted in the at 

titudes of sudden, violent death. 

Isracl Bond, alias Rabbi Morris Chair, 

vedly wiped the co nleis 

kling trom his » his eyes. 

Sweat, thank God, and nothing more. 
He pulled out a crumpled pack of Ra- 

Jeighs from а vest pocket, stuck one into 

his trembling lips and scratched an Ohio 

blue-tipped match on the door of the 


sweetest 


row 


house. Footsteps click-clacked 
Tvhok chugging 
Zvi spoke. "Oy Oy Seven, sorry this 
he kicked the sole of Federenko's 
с Gas got the other. b 
y tle extra staying powi 
And our KGB luminary in the w 
t gor him, Bond 
ol course, was hurling a challenge 
at his idol, Oy Oy Seven, whose ability 
to inject scintillating humor into ev 
the most p 

knows 
ically ig 
who loved a hearty joke. 
Bond smiled weakly. threw his 8 
day punch. (His commitment to Jud 
was an integral part of his make 
What gor. Colonel К. Benyah Mate 
dear Zvi? He le one fa 
wed his hc 
Zvi literally purpled, 
calated into а howling hurricane of kug 
ter. Slapping his knee, he lost bi 
and fell heavily st the point of 
derenko's shoe, bloodying his nose 
‚ mommeleh. what a 
mind! Dig. оок? He used his he 

“OK.” grinned a satisfied Bon 
«1 games over. Get this house disman- 
tled and into the truck. Your contacts are 
i hapiro Bridge 


E. B. Whi 
perceptive rundown on h 


track, he gave them a brief, 
minutes. of 


torme the hands of Colonel Materi. 

Bond glanced down at his fallen foc 
pped his fingers. 

theyll be looking high and 


low lor Rabbi Morris С 
They kno Ме cut himself short; 
he would not bring up the matter of 
the traitor at this crucial moment in the 
plot—"uh, I have а feeling they might 
be looking for the rabbi when thc 
colonel doesn't check back in. But here's 
my pasport out of this Godlorsaken 
people's paradise. 

“Real Oy Oy thinking, boychickl,” en- 
thused Zvi. “Таке his papers, his car, the 
whole schmear. Who the hell 
the guts 10 stop i 

"Anothe 
schnook. 


ir for sure. 


pants culls, which ended 
rhe bodies, Оу Oy Seve 
“What about ‘em? 

Bond's eyes w 
lads. Wi 


mischievous. 
to make the 


the Institute 

Zvi's eyes popped. “С 

Bond removed the prayer shawl from 
his neck, kissed it reverently. He felt for 
ges on the right side of the 
wl, pulled one out to a length of 
some 20 inches. "The fuse, gentlemen. 
The emire talis is woven out of explo- 
sive plastique. 

“На Lavi, huh? 


Zvi asked, answering 
vi. quarter- 
cremor of di 


ge, such as the 


his own question. Lavi 
maste 
bol 


of M 33 and и, 
devices for espion 
mulke 
“Colonel.” Bond lit 

touched it to the elongated Ir lets 
leave it to the angels, and get the hell 
out of here. I's now fifteen minutes to 
boom time 


another. match, 


А day later General Bolshyeeyit put. 
down the copy of festi, sighed and 
stared into the face of Israel Bond. 
the same snapshot in the same 
dossier the late. lamented Colonel Mate 
ail perused shortly before his untimely 
dep: Elected. General Bolshyeevit 
knew beyond question, by this handsome 
agent of death. 

Rumors flew like ICBMs around Mos- 
cow conceming the fiery destruction of 
the Institute of Architecture 

To А. Schlepin, shadowy security 
chieftain of the Soviet Union, the 
al had been forced to tell the truth ( 


Every drop of Gordon's Vodka is 

screened fifteen times, using an agent 

even purer than clean mountain 

air. It's this exclusive patented process 

that makes Gordon's so smooth, 

so clear, so perfectly mixable. 
Exper: 
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least his version). He blamed Materi for 
unsanctioned independent act. “He 
deserved to die, the stupid glory seeker,” 
the general said coldly, “tackling a 
like this Isracli with only himsell and 
two others.” 

Bolshyceyit_ knew from the gla 
quality cf the interview that he must 
provise а way back into Schlepi 
graces, and fast. 
comrade Minister,” he began guard- 
edly. “What . . . what if KGB could re- 
venge itself upon the Zionist state for 
outrage? 

"How, General? Without admitting to 
the world that litde Israel was able to 
wreak an act of monumental destruction 
upon the proud Russian bear in the very 
heart of his capital 

True,” the general nodded. "But the 
world at large does not know of Israel's 
daring. Perhaps our world, the world of 
intelligence, knows by now, and it is chat 
world we can impress—by destroying the 
very Israeli who was the death instru- 
ment of poor Materi, and the bomber 
in the Institute job." 

"Israel Bond," said Schlepin гей 
ly. And Bolshyceyit knew by the gleam 
ol interest in the ministers сус that he 
had temporarily saved his spurs. 

“I see the merit of your proposal," 
Schlepin said. "But, С | Bolshyee. 
yit, I tell you this. This is your last 


chance to redeem yourself.” 


“Da, my English is perfect, General 
ВоЬһуссуй. Impeccable. Without the 
slightest trace of an accent. Why do y 
ask?" The query came from a low, aur: 
tive voice. 

Bolshyecyit did not reply for а mo- 
ment, content to Least his ravenous eyes 
upon the supple, voluptuous naked body 
beside him. A most un-Russian body, Ве 
admitted. Our women are тапу, bovine 

‘The gene now in the 
of Corporal 
hideaway which he paid 300 rubles a 
month (0 use. For another 300 month 
I the privileged use of its willowy 
t as well. 


“L have been admiring this well- 
proportioned body of yours, Corporal Ап 
natevka, 1 wonder how it would look 


lying beside the tanned, trim body of 


Israeli agent 


^ curious wonderment, my General. 
Do you propose that it should lie next 
to such a body?” The corporal was 


shrewd; she knew her general was not 
one to conjecture idly 
He stretched out his arm, pulled a 
document пош the inside pocket of the 
tunic lying on a chair near the bed. 
cook at this man. 
It was Bond's snapshot. 
She gazed intently at the gray eyes. 
“He looks very handsome. And very 
dangerou: 
He is bod. And you, my dear Am- 
nushka, are to consort with him, let him 


taste of your delectable loveliness. And 
kill him.' 


At the precise moment General Bol- 
shyecyit was scrutinizing the languorous 
form of Corporal Aumatevka, his tool of 
revenge, his target, Bond, was in Lon- 
don accepting an important phone call 

“Tel Aviv, Isracl, calling. Mother Mar- 
golies on the line." 

Mother Margolies? Calling direct? His 
steely right fist deuched, Ше Speidel 
watch band snapping off in his anxiety. 
It was unthinkable of Mother to make 
personal call unless а Code $D condi- 
tion existed —Danger Doom Disaster! It 
signified to any thinking Israeli “ор” 


g 


Mother Emma Margolies, known to 
an adoring humanity as the kindly, wise 
soul of 81 golden years whose renowned 
cooking (Betty Crocker asked her for rec- 
ipes) was savored by lipsmacking gour- 
mets from somewhere cast of Suez to 
China ‘cost the bay. Her celebrated 
chicken soup graced the elegant tables of 
presidents, kings, Indian rajahs, British 
rock'n'roll stars. Yes, she was every- 
body's Jewish mother, dispensing equal 
dosages of gastronomic delights and 
staightlrom-theheart proverbs of uni 
versal understanding such You can't 
teach an old dog new wicks, But you can 
teach an old dog to teach a young dog 
old wick 

“Shalom, Oy Oy Seven,” her voice 
pierced the crackling static of the overseas 
cable. "How was your Slavic interlude?” 

“The sle was transacted. However, 
three directors of the rival company 
were taken off the board. And one of 
their factories was destroyed. 
So 1 have been reading in the Mos 
cow papers. Unfortunate.” 

“L must inform the factory that it ap- 
pears one of our salesmen has been 
wooed away by the rival firm. He has 
been selling them information about 
next year’s linc 

In Tel Aviv, Mother sucked thought- 
fully on a piece of rock cindy damped 
her dentures, sipped from a glass of 
hot tea at her elbow. A traitor! “Who i 
the unethical salesman?” 

Bond bit on the Raleigh between his 
. But I feel he is 


own tecih, "I cannot 


one of the sales task force that accom- 
panied me to Moscow. But we can better 
discuss this problem when 1 return В 


for the 
days hence. 

“I am sorry to d t you, Mr. 
Bond. A distressing sales problem has 
come up in our bra lice at Station 
WI. Detailed infor l- 
able from Ben Bon / 
may be found in the current catalog. 
There is a ing tomorrow at 
eight лм. On it will be the other three 
members of your ‘Matzohball” team— 
Gates, Franklin, Nochum Spector. You 
will need all the assistance you can get. 


ssover Seder night five 


And perhaps during the course of your 
next enterprise you cin unearth the id 
tity of our unethical salesman. Shalom 
... and remember, the fool plays his 
cards close t0 his vest, but the wise man 
has five aces инет his vest." 

Long after M had rung off, Bond 
stood quietly, his handsome dark face 
caught up by а frown of deep concent 
tion. Rotten luck! This Passover would 
find him far from his beloved 1 
volved in heaven alone knew what kind 
of fearful assignment. 

m a thick black company lec 
titled "Soup Sales" (а funny name, Bond 
thought, and а natural for some come 
m) he extracted pamphlet hid- 
den in the binding and unrolled it. His 
fingers skimmed the contents. 
WI.” The West Indies. Under t 
gory he found the name Ben Bon Ami, 
41 Cinco de Finko, Vera Hrub 

Vera Hruba! Good God! The 
city of the sinkhole of the world! Israel 
Bond was going to the pestile 
revolution-racked, murder-ridden € 


© 
splitting paperwork job tossed in hi 
by Minister Schlepin. The lazy bast 
Schlepin, an 


newspapers, had s 
а potent propaganda outburst ag; 
United States. "Draft me a powerful 


speech accusing the Americans of violat- 
ing the treaty against exploding horrible 
bombs." 

“What shall we use as proof, 
Мішіме? This is a scrious charge and 
must be backed up concretely. 

“Fool! Cite the recent New York 
World's Fair," barked Schlepin. 

In this irritable frame of mind Bol- 
shyceyit fairly exploded when the switch- 
board operator said timidly, “А thousand 
pardons, General, but E h long- 
distance call from a Gospod 

Colfax! The very man who mis 
cate me from this predicament. 
This is General Bolshyecyit." 
this is Rotten Roger Co 
some information which may be 
of use to you. Bur this time it will cos 


“How much, Gospodin Colfax?" 
“One million rubles. To be delivered 
by tomorrow. It must be left with a Dr. 
Nu at the Temple of Hate in El Tiparil 
lo. Your people on that unhappy island 
will know of the establishment. I it is 
cred, I shall call many more times 
price, of course." 
a used to making de- 
поши importance in а 
1 accept your terms. The 
money will be there, I promise you. 
Now. what is the information you h 
By now, you know that I 
attached to М 33 ава 1/3. I was part of 


ve? 


am 


When 


men seethe | 
other side of Paris, 
they flip! 
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the band that perpetrated the killing of 
your colonel and his two aides and the 

Institute, The leader 
of that strike was Israel Bond, our be- 
loved secret 

Was that m cast in a sarcast 
vein This man must have a personal 
vendetta going against Bond. It can be 
highly useful to me. 

“Where is Bond. now?" 

“He leaves London eight At. tomo 
The plane will make a stop at М 
Since that airline docs not go to EL 
Tiparillo, he will be compelled to take 
the only line that services the island, 
'ailspin Tannenbaum's Flying Aardvark 
Airways. It leaves at nine Ам. Miami 
ime the following day.” 

"Lam grateful for that data, Gospo- 
- How can I contact. you for 
further information?" 

"You may leave word at the Temple 
of Hate. But don't call me: ГЇЇ call you." 
Rouen Roger signed off 

Bokhyecyit pounded his fist into his 
palm. “Khorosho! There is time. It will 


be close, but there is time.” He dialed а 
number. "Annushka? There is no time 
to маме. Pack your bags and be pre- 


pared to be picked up in fifteen minutes 
My chauffeur will take you to the airport. 
You are about to bask under the famed 
sunny skies of Miami, Florida, with your 
target, Israel Bond.” 


Ahead of Be port 
ad the superliner for Miami. He wisely 
tripled the amount of h ht insur- 
ance, leaving Mother Margolies as his 
principal beneficiary, with ten percent al- 
located 10 the Espionage Tzeddukah 
Charity Fund. set up to provide black 
mink coats for the mourning widows of 
Israeli operatives. 

On his way to the firstcliss Golden 
Girdle атса he spoucd Zvi, ПАК and 
Nochum, but gave them no glance of 
cognition. They were ensconced in the 
lZ-catacross tourist section ing 
somewhat cramped and uni Rank 
hath its privileges, he admitted, but an 
Оу Oy holder deserved the luxurious 
touches befitting, his station. Golden Cir 
cle travelers dined sumptuously on Sea 
Islands, Georg gall 
stained glass, swigged chilled Jive 7 wine 
in ice buckets, served by bright-cyed, 
slinky stewardesses in crisp, topless 
uniforms. For the tourist crowd it was а 
box of Nabisco Fig Newtons and orange 
Kool Aid, served Бу hostesses who looked 
Dressler. 

Yes, there they өш... Zvi, Нок, Мо 
chum. Three lads who had helped him 
tweak the nose of the Russian bear. Не 
could not believe even now that one of 
them was the traitorous Rotten Roger 
x. Which one? 
ad lzhok had done the lugging 
and the strongcarm work; Nochum had 
acted as liaison and kept in constant 
t with the main office, 


Telephone! He could have been the 
aller! But then, any one of them could 
have stolen a moment to buzz Materi 
What did he know of them, anyway? 
Zvi  Jackofalbtrades, maser ol di 
guises, had joined M 33 and 1/3 sev- 
eral years ago. He knew Zvi longed for a 
higher designation than 113. "You get 
all the glamorous assignments, Oy Oy 
Seven,” Zvi had once jested. Was he in- 
smely jealous deep down? And would 
such envy impel him to treachery? Zvi 
Gates with his artificial ear (Once, after 
the accident that is described in L 


ih purchasing—he had said to 
Look at my new car, Oy Oy Seven 
сап hardly tell it from the real 
le.” And Bond, flashing a light into 
the car and spotting the cardrum, had 
riposted: “Gee, dad. a Wurlitzer!" 
tragedy caused by my carelessness. Could 
that have triggered u ament which 
turned to all-consuming hatred? 
Izhok Ben Franklin, а new appointee. 
Не doesn't chore at my rapid-fire joke: 
certainly makes him suspect. The 
young buck was a tacitum sort; he 
was, Bond knew. an honor graduate of 
the Technion Institute, which turned 
out Israel's scientific brainpower. Did he 
consider the low-grade chores allotted to 
him beneath his intellectual merit? 


And Nochum, M's nephew, a laugh- 
able elf who had f. 
succession of 


ed so miserably in a 
government posts that. 
ercession of his aunt, he 
ed in intelligence. He had 
always begged, “Please, Oy Oy Seven, 
teach me to kill and grab broads and or- 
der food just like you do?” 

Bond had snickered. "Nochum. stay 


sale уреп. This game is for big 
boys. as thoughtless at the 
time. Would that remark have turned 


Nochum ар | Eretz Israel? 

He suddenly became conscious of a 
ng in the next seat, a pair of aston- 
на Jo 
at thighs, 


ast те 


тим 
ishing Теру sheathed їп Lady Da 
hose, following them up past ta 
a bewitchingly tucked-in waist, two full 
ішіне as staining lo liberate 
themselves from iny black Tuesday 
Weld-model b жа face id what 
a face! Piquant, amusing, with two ebo- 
ny eyes ditdotting an unmistakable SOS 
Tor SEX. Hands smooth, ringless, fing 
nails tinted tastefully with Revlon's new 
Annette Funicello pudgy pink shade. 
The hair, also ebony. in a chic Shetland 
pony tail, neatly tied with a Pabst Blue 
Ribbon 

“Нео ооо,” he began. A пай 
opener; he'd. play it by car. “Traveling 
ther, аге we? 
are on th 
stinct possibility 
There's a keen 
Tay Г introduce myself? 
as well 1 can't do it for 


mal 


me aircraft. И is a 


nd to go with that 


lovel 


ou may 
you. 
Another 


h of wit! I could, he told 


himself, fall in Iove with a girl like this 
п 20 seconds. "My name is Bond. Israel 
Bond. 

"Mine is Connery. Fawn Connery. 


And she glanced at her watch. “Eightes 
nineteen, twenty. Kiss me.” 
Four lips (divided evenly between 


them) fused in a searing instant outside 
the boundaries of mortal time and s 
One of Bond's gold inlays slipped like 
molten stream down his windpipe. 


brating, the swan neck of 
Fawn Connery the crook of his 
bronzed muscular arm, Isracl Bond 
stared vacantly from the window at the 
carth below. 

"What brings you aboard, my sweet?” 
Bond probed. 

"Oh. business in M 
tion on El Tiparillo 

The gray eyes narrowed. "What in 
God's name would a lovely thing li 
you do on El Tiparillo? The whole 
land is sheer madness. 
iybe Г need a little sheer 
she whispered. "Your 
hand skipped across his groin. 
‘There'll be a long layover i 
before tomorrow's plane to El Tiparillo, 
my Fawn with the fawn eyes, Enough 
time for a long layover, if I've made my- 
self clear," he said huskily. 

“1 just might buy it, Israel.” 


Jet motors 


mi. Then a vaca- 


Midnight, read the hands of the Baby 
Westclox on the burcau in room 1818 
at Miami Beach's Palmetto Roach Ho- 
tel She Jay naked, her lips brushing 
those of the sleeping Isracl Bond with 
butterfly kisses. She gazed longingly а 
the bronzed body which, melded with her 
own, had taken them flying to the moon, 
where they played among the ман 
She recalled with bitterness the othe 
men she'd known—piggish, greedy. runty 
dods like Colonel Materi, General 
Bolshyecyit and the rest. How they had 
used her as a man uses a tissue, crushes 
it and throws it into a liner basket! But 
this man, this wonderful man, the man 
she had pledged to destroy, he had cracked 
open wide the dam in the reservoir of 
her being. 1 do believe this wonderful [ool 
love with me, she thought. True, he 
is a killer, yet there is a boyish quality of 
wust on his cruel face that tells me he 
cares. I'm trembling, she thought. А man 
has made me tremble. And he is the man 
1 must kill! 
тот her handbag she took а tube of 
lipstick and twisted it, Out slid the cos 
metic, She had only to press it between 
these lips and he would die of cyanide 
poisoni few seconds. Нег hand 
1. 


voice 


in 
moved slowly, closer to the lips of Boi 
Was 


No!" that her own 
screa n't kill you! I can't 

Bond was now an uncoiled spring; his 
body lanced out, hand tearing inio his 
nearby jacket for the tiny Paul Derringer. 
He stopped. Her face was cupped in her 
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“Well, I can tell you what we had to do to get our raise, 
but I doubt if the information will do you much good.” 
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262. she will reco; 


n anguished moan heaved out 
ist. “1—1 can’t kill you. I love 
you, Bond." 

He put two Raleighs between his lips, 
torched the ends of both with a waxy 
Mexican. match which he ignited 
sweep across her buttocks, “Take one. 

Still suuflling, she inhaled gratefully. 

"Now." he began coldly. "Let us have 
the facts. Obviously you are not a simple 
You were sent 10 Kill me. By 
And how?" 
she whimpered. "And with 


of her br 


uiltily handed him the lip 
stick. looking away. 
He sniffed it, made а grimace. “С 


nide! “The true lover's 
онр 
You will not believe this, but 1 love 
you. 1 loved. you from the moment I sat 
beside you on the plane, the moment you 
entered my body with your curious ad- 
mixture of brutish wd tenderness. 
She looked away from those clear gray 
eyes. "You slept serenely, my love. I could 
ed the lipstick i 

he nodded. “But is this per 
ps a ploy to gain my further confidence, 
Fawn... or whatever your real name 


“It is Аш tevka, Corporal. to 
be precise, acting under the express o 
ders of General Bolshyecyit, who has 


vowed to repay you for that episode i 


Moscow. Oh, vou fool!” The rens 
ied anew. “Сап you not see that in 
ying my I my 


ath warrant? 1 was to have called 
whe with the news of my com- 


own di 


vs teas. "E have lived so long in th 
ty business that 1 tend to forget peo- 


Her eves ashine, she whispered, “Yes, 
oh yes. Oh ves!” 

And the Bondian moon ker ic 
in and zoomed имо Orbit Two. 


scd 


in love with | 
t the other end 
in Miami w I cour She 
cunt keep her hands off that athletic 
Dody. You disappoint me, General Bol- 
shyceyit. Did you think that any woman 
could be immune to the blindishments of 
our Hebrew Hercules? No, General, Oy 
Oy Seven has literally balled пр you 
works. But here they come. Goodbye, 
General. On to El Tiparillo!” 
Bolshyceyit sacamed over the intercom. 
Treshkova! Bring me the complete A 
file at once: 

Despite his shock, he had retained 
some of his professionalism. IF my Tove- 
smitten corporal is his concubine now, 
ize my next mesenger of 


death; she will warn him, ‘This will have 
to be handled by а man outside KGB. In 
the A file (A for Assassins) would be such 

cold-blooded. killforhire individu 
one who sold his murderous talents 10 
the highest bidder. 

He leafed though the file. 

Within five minutes he had weeded 
out all potential assassins, save оне. “OL 
course! This is the only one worthy ol 
consideration. This defection of Anna's 
unhinged me, еһе 1 would have 
gone to him from the start. Sergeant,” 
he said in a Kindly tone. "Tell me what 
you think of this man." 

She looked at the documents, For the 
first time he saw her blanch. 

“Da. Comrade General He is your 
y Tsay that truthfully E pity hi 
vietim. I would pity anyone, no matter 
his crime, whose path crosses that 


la LaBonza." 


señor, ten thou- 
sport and pho- 
tographs of the man and woman you 
to kill. She is one of ours who has defect- 
He is an [s ent. The 
general. requests that you remove the re 
ligious symbol from his neck afier it is 
done and presem it to me here a week 
hence as proof of your success. Are you 
dear as (o your mision? 

The swarthy man in the Ші 
purple-and-yellow-hucd gypsy 


aboyant 
costume 


nodded. He fastidiously ‘smoothed out 
the thick roll of bills, placed them into a 
purse his hip pocket Then he 


grabbed the boule of Verdoux white 
wine by its base, smashed the neck off 
кайи the bles edge and let its con- 
tents How down his throat. He rose to 
his full height. five feet, two inches, 
bowed with a baleful smile that revealed 
jt mouth and a garlicky breath. 
1 walked out of the cheap bistro, the 
Alter Cockatoo, at soixante- quatre Arnold. 
Boulevard in the Algeriin quarter 


Ше КСВ contact man, 
Durak, swallowed. his 
own Pernod as if to wash away the 
evil miasma he had felt in the man's 
presence. 
Do not expect LaBonza to 
у eneral had explained in his 
telephone conversation. ‘It is not for 
nothing that Torquemada LaBonzi is 
known as "The Silent One. No one has 
ever heard. his voice. except. his victimis. 
And they have all died in a bizarre m 
ner, la insanely even as their life's 
blood cbbed from their torn bodies.” 
He recalled the rest of Bolshyceyit’s 
"We know very little about La- 
. We know that he 


üswer 


is about thirty 
lock to Maria Elena У 
gypsy. and Benve 
п vaudevil 


Basque 
Bonza, an itiner 


childbirth. and he was raised by 


ıs. The 
ut a 
third-rate impression- 
American motion-picrure stars in 
ers throughout Europe. Не wa 
knife fight when the boy was 
twelve, the rearing ef the youth left to 
one Zorba Kokanakis, a Greek bartende 
in Smyrna. Thus th for an 
embittered life was know 
neither how he became мазаи 
nor why he docs not speak. We do know 
of his work the List five years, the killin 
of the Yugoslavian provocateur Wsldz 
Ljmc by strangulation, the poisoning of 
the junketing Katangan Board of T 
by curare mixed in their Junket . . 
others. He has killed for the Unio 
Corse, Union Sicilione, the Union 
Teamster and most recently for the Ter 
тон: Union for Suppressing Hebrews. 
"iesu?" Durak had whispered, scarcely 
daring to speak that dreaded name. 
“Yes, иди! Не can be found us 
at..." and here Bokhyeeyit_ had 
en Durak the name and location of the 
squalid café. “One thing more. He is cas- 
ily recognized when he smiles. With his 
illgouen fees he not only had his rot- 
ng teeth replaced. but his entire mouth 
stucure. He is also known as "The Man 
with the Golden Ca 


ther and a sucesion of pai 


father, a chronic drunkard, eked 
niserable living as 
ist of 


пу 


“That's it, chums, 
the jolly pilot. "Down there to your 
ight FI рако" 

Israel Bond. his forefinger idly daw 
dling inside the belly button of Ann 
looked ош of the window of the old. 
spuuering B-17. flagship (in fact, the 
Tannenbaum’s 

A solicitous 
h the mist, illumi 
ing the cigarshaped 1 Tar 
baum had pointed out—El Tiparillo! 


"What is that golden stretch ol land 
Ши cuts the island in two, Tailspi 
“Thats the famous  nomansland. 


ades East El 
Viparillo. Or 


zone called The Band. It di 
Tiparillo Irom West E 


EET and WET, as wc call ‘em for short. 
Be and Bond. the only 
other as were his Israeli trio and. 


and horm ed glasses. i 
tightly fined pair of lemon sticks and 
suede sandals, set oll by a 


d a crim. 


with the others, content to mumble fros 
time to tii nd scribble on a yellow pad. 
Before Bond. could. ponder further o 


the unknown 
“Buckle up мет 
coming in. 

The next thing he knew he was 

ю in midday topical heat, his 
pumped vigorously by a moon 
man P. suit. “Shalom. Mr. 
Bond. E am Be Ami 's consul 


PIPING 
ROCK 


PIPING ROC! 
AFTER-SHAVE 
АМО COLOGNE 
FOR MEN. 


Another tine product orë Kayser-Rom- AL department stores and mes 


> 
e 
m 
> 
Lj 
“ 
A 
Higher west 
International Shoe Ce. 
SI. touis, Мо. 
AFTER SHAVE с COLOGne 
$3.00 to $8.00 at better men's furnishings 
and department stores. 
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“Let's hold up on th. 
lady at а hotel. Can you recommend опе 

"One has been already arranged for 
you and your team. I was not expecting 
the lady.” 

"She is w 


иһ me," Bond said. "Let me 
get her situated. first. 

The consul pulled into a driveway 
chattered away in Spanish to à bespa 
gled bell captain. "This is Bell Capta 
Sanchez. Не will take the lady and he: 
bags to a fine room in this estimable ho 
tel, the Caribe Milton. Shalom, señorita." 


“This, gentlemen,” said Bon Ami, 
back іп his office and very much the 
assured diplomat in his own sur 
roundings, "is El Tiparillo." His pointer 
touched а dot on the wall map. "Аз you 
can see, we are in Vera. Hruba, the capi 
tal city of West El T iparillo, some fifteen 
miles from The Band, which, by agree 
ment after the armistice іп 1963. cuis 
this unhappy isle in twain.” 

Bond's cars, carefully tuned 
exposition, had caught somethin 
buzzing. Circling around the overhead 
light set in a crystal chandelier wi 
wasp. 

Bon Ami spotted it, too. "One of the 
innumerable pests in these parts. Now 
in 1969 lelis cl сін», Castroites, 
Muscovites and Pekingites, ceased. their 
internal struggle for power long enough 
to call a temporary truce and unite be 
hind а Communist tool. General Umber 
to D. Diaz, who attempted ло take over 
the island from a foundering regime. 
The forces backing democr 
hind a moderate, General Wesson у Oyl, 
and thus а bloody civil war en а. The 
United States backed Wesson y Ovl, sent 
in arms, matériel, freedom fighters— 
guerrillas who had been trained. in lead 
ership for this type of warfare at a 
C1 A sponsored uderdale 

money, ete. / badly for 
Wesson y Oyl when a sudden stroke of luck 
tipped the balance. The CIA 
were wiped out to а man in an ambush 
set up by Peking's man here, wily old V 
Teh Minh. Bereft of CIA leadership, 
Wesson y ОМ found himself. forced ло 
wage his own battles, of which he won 
the next six, driving the leftist coalition 
troops to their half of the sland. Both 
sides were үйілей by then and ready to 
call it a day. The UN negotiated a seule 
ment in which the island was halved, set 
up The Band which its truce commis- 
sion patrols. Am T boring you, Oy Oy 
I see your eyes are wandering.” 

"Don't move, Bon Ami. Just keep per 
feetly still and do what E tell you," said 
Bond in a low, tense voice. He had seen 
the loathsome thing crawl out of a crack 
in the ceiling and make its way to a spot 
about a foot aver the consul's head 

Ie was а tarantula. 

Black, hairy, big as a plate. 

Bond felt his body shaking involuntar 
ily. Only M and the section psychiatrist 


y got be 


li 


knew of his Melmacophobia, a fear of 
awakening in the dead of night to find 
ner plates crawling all over his body. 

The wasp zoomed near the tarantul 

“J bink that Dame Nature will re 
solve our problem,” said Bond, his hand 
clutching the front end of his wi 
tipped Florsheim cordovan, which he 
had planned to use to squash the huge 
ichnid. “The wasp and the spider are 
mal c 
But the combat never came. The wasp 
ighted next to the tarantula, Ihe two 
tures undulated. their feelers, actual- 
ly touched. As though it had received 
some message, the wasp made a 
з window 
goddam ly thing, 
Crush it... squash it to smith- 
егесі” It was little Nochum Spector, 
white as а sheet done by new-improved 
Blue Cheer. He saw Bond's quizzical 
expression, “Damm it, you phony hero! 
Seared of a spider? ГИ kill the loath- 
myself" Nochum jumped 
on ‚ swung his own shoe violently. 
ани the lifted front legs which bared 
the . The shed about 
Wb se dedos fell wid a plop i 
the corner of the roon 
it!" screamed Spector 
own frail leg 

“Hold it!” Bond snapped. "Don't be so 

impetuous, Nochum," he siid casually. 
we should look at this first." 
He made a sudden: pinching movement. 
wrested something from the top of the 
crushed tarantula, 
Said Bond, souti a tiny disc 
about the size of a jelly bean held de 
cately between his forefinger and thumb, 
I saw something on its back catch the 
ad gleam as it fell. This. What do 
ke of it, Hzhok? We cin use that 
Technion know-how of yours.” 

Ben Franklin took the object, held it 
up to the light. А low whistle escaped 
his lips. "You won't believe this. It’s a 
tiny Gansistorized listening dev 

Geez, Em sorry,” Spector 

mn hairy tli 
crush it into а paste.” 
on his baby face. 
Bond did not comment on his apolo- 
owenu! On this damn island even 
c bugged!” And heard 24% 
ve bellow. 


ister the q 


wt stand those 


wanted 


nd E wish 
we had time to delve into it further, Mr. 
Bond,” said Bon Ami. "But you lad 
have been called in Го on. a damn 
important one. Our problem is here. 
His hand side of the 


ned out on o 


island. “This is WET, West El Tiparillo. 

X represents Is e Corps 

facility, you 

see, is perilously perched оп Mount 
A іш 

1 Valley of the Blind, There is 

a famous motto coined by our own M 


about this place: "In the Valley of the 
Blind an optometrist shouldn't set up 


an office altogether.” 
“The old biddy's always con 
with crap like tha i 


Bon Ami ignored Nochum. 
problem is this: We were asked to send a 
Peace Corps unit by General Wesson y 


Owl because of the impressive record our 
Corps has made in Africa For à 


while things went well ives, a 
poverty-stricken, superstitious lot who 
still practice local variants of voodoo, 
black ma anism, et ссеріей 


our people. We helped them grow food 

i ly, tended 10 their sick, set up 
credit agendes, garment. facio 
de our presence wel 
me on West El Tiparillo. Until a lew 
weeks scunilous rumors be 
gan circulating thoughout their villages 
that we were there to exploit them. Ап 
Oll mative man who died ol natur 
causes despite the clforts of our Dr. Ma 
vin Browndorl was said to have suc 
cumbed to evil magic Three of our 
volunteers were wounded by nocturnal 
snipers. Our potable water was spoiled by 
poison dumped into а well. Thank heav 


schools, 


“Sure, man, I believe in you and your whole bag." 


еле had the foresight to put in 
ple supply of зенит. The worst thing 
happened two ni 
kidnaped fom his will 
Read it, Bond. 

rough piece of parchi 
1 never see your Pablito ag; 
d Mis. Garcia. His blood will 
gan sod as pi 
thankful that we of 
ive chosen. his 


offered to our pa 


rifice on the 
pulled up bel 
пъ that vilest, 


Bond's chi 


we must spill the blood of a пон. Jew 
child for Passover. 


astro, They all В 
mining us. Take a 
you should be 
ted with the te 


closer look at this map: 
come well aqu. 
around Camp Kuchalein.” 

“What's this dor ne: 


the Peace Corps 
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camp?” quizzed Тоқ. 
convent, OLEO. Our Lady 


of Eastern Order. Nice folks. 

They've been working unoflicially with 

ws on many projects. It’s right on ihe 
1I notice. Най 


ı summer colony 
for mediocre artists and musicians called 
Camp Camp. Weirdos. We don't bother 
too much. And here іш the val- 
‘The pointer tip rested on a rep- 
resentation of а pagoda. "Stay the hell 
away from this place. It's the Temple of 
ıe. Run by a Chinaman named Dr. 
Quite unique, really. He operates 
T round resort [or hate groups from 
all over the globe. "Come here to hate at 
special rate he advertises. АП the 
pariahs pop up at his place: the Birch- 
ers, the К.К. K., Black Nationalists, some 
neo-Nazi groups from. Deutschland.” 
‘Our trouble could be coming from 
you know," Zvi said thoughtfully. 
ybe. But until we know for sure, 
stay away. Now, you boys will head out 
for Camp Кофе in the carly br 
You can. join а burro supply asi 
es from in front of the consulate at 
it to talk to Bond alone for 
1 excuse us." 
Alone, Bon Ami turned to Bond. 
came for you." He pulled a package I 
a closet. “It's from Lavi Ha Lavi. Came in 
pouch from Tel Aviv." 
4! shalom, Bon Ami. You'll 
be hearing from me." And Bond, Ha 
Бах» package under bis arm, left and 
trudged down Galle José Jimenez on h 
у to the Caribe Milton. Га in for it 
now, he thought sardonically. Now 1 must 
tackle the whole damn Communist world, 
rescue a kidnaped child from God knows 
where or the Peace Corps will be subject 
to à Latin blood bath, and ferret out a 


"em 


уе 


ног. "Then there was Anna, lovely, 
wanton mly stimulating, his every 
red corpuscle. Could she really be trusted? 


And if so, what's in the cards Гог her and 
But 1 have sworn to my 
nher to stand under the 
traditional. weiddi ору with a true 
daughter of Zion. Would Anna convert? 
And is the Paradise Wedding Hall in the 
Brony all booked up? 


Anna sweetened her body with scented 


bath powder эп for another 
moon ride w love, this darkly 
handsome Israeli ol hers. While dusting 


ic Шам, she became 
i. The odor of garlic. 


n she saw the grinning 

mouth in the mirror. Just as she was 

about . she heard the voice 
lovely ош 
she be 


The hand squeezed the trigger wice. 
Anna, still howling at the top of her 
lungs, fell dying, blood spurting from 
ach on the plush Culis 
pet. The door opened, startling 


roy; 


the little man іп the gypsy garb, who 
pushed through the drapes and bolted 
down the fire escape. 

“Вк T time 
froze in horror. 

She was still laughing when he found 
her. “Golden gums . . . that voice . . 
golden gums . . . hee hee ha һа...” And 
she died in his arms. 


Dond called, then 


id Bon 


rom all you have told mı 


Ami, with genuine sympathy, "it adds 
up to Torquemada LaBonza. The ceric 
death ai the st hy killing, her 


dying reference to "golden gums.’ Yes, it 
was LaBonza, The Silent Опе, The Man 
with the Golden Gums” And he pro- 
ceded to ВИ Bond in on every scrip of 
information ng to the 
infamou: uphterer. "E think you've 
had it on this assignment, Oy Oy Seven. 


FH wie M lor oth Double- Oy 
меу." 
“No. Fm sceing this one through . . . 


said Bond. He sat on the con- 

looking out at the million 

Hruba. “She got 
This 


for Ann: 
sul's terrace, 


and one lights of Vi 
what was intended. for me. 
I the ways Ic 
usted his fra 
not feel 
tickling out of his palms lile ne 


"Please allow me to take care of the 
final arrangements for Anna 

“Thanks, Bon Ami, And please, put 
this in the coffin with her. Ivy my | 


She would have wanted it. W: 
he said, his voice cracking. “Let me write 
a liule something on 

He scribbled. “To Anna, sincere best 
wishes, Israel Bond.” 


ILtempered, loadeddown burros bray- 
ing, the supply wain wended its way at 
aawl through the green hell of the 
West El Tiparillan jungle. Snow.capped 
Mount. Maidenhead lay six leagues and 
three  chukkers j- Already their 
dothes were soaked with sweat. 

Bond slapped at a роу vying to bur- 
ow into his neck, “These damn burros 
© slow as hell. Can't they go any faster?” 
I doubt it,” Zvi siid. “They're carry: 
acks of mavoh meal, 
hundred pounds 10 а sack.” 

What the hell for?” Bond. fired back. 
“The Peace Corps plans to throw 
mic Passover Seder meal for the 
poor in a couple of nights." 


ing one hundred 
m 


“IL there's а Peace Corps, you mean. 

We still have to find Title Pablito. 
When the s i 

shoulder, he first thought some 


jungle bee had dive-bombed him. Then 
he saw the pull of smoke and heard No- 
«ату anguished cry: “Ambush!” 
Down dove Bond, | g his face 
in the routing vegetation. "Take cove 
und approxim 
swarm over 
- Bull 
bloodsuckers were 


his body. 
leche! The filthy 


on s legs now, drinking deeply of his 


claret pouring ош of two dozen punc 
tures from ankle ro thigh. Cottenu! 
Don't let them go higher! 


sud- 
am 


The sound of their munching, wa 
denly drowned out by а horrible sere 


that trailed ой. Nochum! yells 
through the green impeneu i 
forest walls. "You meet your 

Israeli dogs! We cut out your tongues, 


Jews!" And a strident falsettoz "Marine, 
tonight you die! 

An ех Jap soldat, по doubt, fighting 
the wrong war, he mused. 

"Bond? Over here. Im hit!" Zvi! His 
hands frantically oying to cover а dark 
Eh over his shirt front, 
said. Bond, manfully 
noring his own shoulder wound and the 


uwing below. 
"Chest. Oy vay, it hurts! 1 was пу 
to reach poor Nochum. He's had it." 


low? 
"E rode . 


him when the first shot we 
lul, 


Bond, awful! Нез lying Гасе dow 
pit... must be a hundred spikes 


a Raleigh, pressed it to Zvi's 
nouih. "Poison, t0. Ell w 
si be Vi Teh Minh and his 
a boys. It’s their kind of show." 
Zvi inhaled. Thwack! He pitched for- 
ward. Now there was а second stain. bë- 
tween his shoulder blades, "The last little 
joke for an old pal, Oy Oy Seven?” 
Bond gulped. fi 
tears. “Well, Zv : 
“you got it in the chest . 
the back . . . and with 
haven't had a bellyful 


..you 
1 that you still 


‘Oh, mommeleh . . . I haven't got 
bellyful. What а mind on that 
tard! Oh, mommeleh . . ." His lau 


and Шс 


dead. 

The scum! Bond tore at a ring on his 

bel "Lets see how you like a pine 

your faces.” He stood ир, 

cocked his arm, let the pineapple fiy 

in the face of an oncon 

Lis spines drilled into his eyes; its 

rouen insides squirted into the m 


mouth, The marauder gagged and 
off vomiting. Good! But at least y 


live, vou bastard! Tvs just a godd 
shame it wasn't a grenade, Bond thou 
Wait! На Lavi's package! He r: 


wk to his burro and cut the bu 
loose with a slash of his machete. 
ing away the paper, he pulled out 
dozen jars of bright red gelati 
ler, MOTHER MARGOLIS OLD WORLD 
BOVSENBERRY JELLY, the labels read. 
He tucked the jars into his cont pock 
ets and slid on his belly through the 
Jewish ferdetindsman bent on 
Five of them! Grouped about 
one of them about to pump in 
a shell. “Here, you bastards! Let's have 
а jam session!” He hurled all six of the 
jars imo the Vi Teh Minh quintet. They 


“Since when do you give Bourbon?” 


“С” 
Si 
| 


Trendsetting people have discovered” Jim Beam—and they're 

129^ sharing the experience with friends. The discovery . . . Jim Beam 
BIRTHDAY is smooth and distinctive . . . light and mild, with an honest 

^ Bourbon taste. In its festive holiday gift pre-wrap Jim Beam 

compliments the taste of host or giver. It's been a Beam 
holiday tradition for 170 years. x | mm 
Hint for gift bunters: The only better buy than a bottle of K 3 
Jim Beam is a сазе... and gift wraps come at no extra cost. 


Tier | | 
‚лз инк ( 


FOR SIX GENERATIONS (170 YEARS)... 


ÜNE FAMILY, ONE FORMULA, ONE PURPOSE. 
THE WORLD'S FINEST BOURBON SINCE 1795. 


" 


#6 PROOF KENTUCKY STRAIGHT BOURBON WHISKEY DISTILLED AND BOTTLED BY THE JANES В. BEAM DISTILLING CO., CLERMONT, BEAM, KENTUCKY. 267 


PLAYBOY 


"I tell you, Martha, we're spoiling that girl!” 


went off simultaneously. merging into 
one red ball of doom, He heard their 
sereams, smelled barbecuing flesh. 


It must be napalm jelly . . . ‘cause 
jam don't shake like that,” he shouted. 
Bond, over here!" lhok now! V 
hing in his chips as well? 

You all right 
think so. Something's got my foot.” 


he 


Bond leaned over. “It's a М ave. 
Got your ankle, Don't move may 
be poison on the thorns.” He cut it 


away, but as he did he noticed ок“ 
e was already bluish in pallor, Не 
the Sabra’s trouser leg. A telltale pin- 
prick of a hole near the call. 
1 feel numb, Oy Oy Seven.” 
Hold on! Hold өш” He fin 
cutting off the thorn-studded vine. 
оок was not answering 
Tve los all hree . . . in one swell 
foop. My plucky little team is pone. 
I'm alone in а scorching emerald wi 
ness, with no men and four dozen st 
ing burros carrying 20.000 pounds of 
тшй meal. He began to laugh wildly. 
He was starting to feel the loss of 
blood: heat. hum and howl combined 
with the moldy odor of the jungle to set 
his head spinning. He [ell into the 


hed 
Bur 


muck. 


Pain! Something jabbing his shoulder. 

Look, angel," he croaked, “I know 
you have to fasten on my wings, but 
for Gods sabe yon should pardon 
the expression—use Scotch tape. That 
furshlugziner safety pin is killing me. 

The Шеше in white looming above 
him said. "He's coming out of it, Sister. 
More sulla, please.” 

Bond opened an eye cautiously. His 
angel was а bulky man with warm 
brown eyes. In а white smock. А doctor! 
“Who are you? 

“Ben Casey I ain't. My handle's Marv 
Browndorf, doctor attached to the ill 
fated Peace Corps camp. "This lady is 
Sister Kate. And no jokes about her. 

“Il-fated?” 

"Yes, a column of them hit the camp 
ıt the sime time the advance guard am- 
bushed We heard the noise and 
came down.” 

Where am 19” 

“Youre in a bed at the convent. 
OLEO. They very kindly gave our re 
maining Corpsmen refuge. We've only 
got six left out of twenty. You, I'm afraid. 
lave none lef 

"E know." Bond said. “T 
boys get it. And Spector? 

“There was no time to pull him out of 
the pit. Besides, there ше а couple tons 
of amy ants cleaning up down there. 
And we had to get you up here fast 
Wounds fester like mad here in the trop 
ics. By the way, we got your burro t 
up here. The m 
се cool cellar." 

Look, doc. I've got to get the hell out 
of here. That kidnaped kid must be 


you 


w two of my 


toh's piled up in а 


found or Israel's name will be mud іп 
El Tiparillo and all of Latin America.” 
Dr. Browndorf frowned. "You 
You've lost blood. You're weak as a 
ten. Us beddy-bye for you, Bond.” 
"Like hell!” And he inched up pain- 
fully. “See, I'm standing. Now, get me a 


nuts? 
kit- 


In по hurry at all and not about to be 


pushed was scraggly ОМ Kemtonc, the 
bag of bones and alleged horse he had 
borrowed. 

Deliberately it picked its way down 
the rocky шай to the valley, stopping 
now and then to nibble the fragrant top 
of a locoweed bush, whinnying as it 
chomped. the stuff. down. 

“Well, here I am , . . on my high 
horse.” he sallied. "Come on. you glo- 
rifed dachshund. Speed it up.” 

Old Kemtone rebutted by rearing up. 
Bond felt himself sailing backward. 
Splash! He was up to his neck i 
monkey-cokd mountain stream. 


sweet and low voice, соо 
old blues song: 


Ah got de blues: oh, Lawd, Ah got 
de blues, 

Ah said Ah got de blues; oh, Lawd, 
Ah got de blues, 

Oh yeah, Ah got de blues; oh, Lawd, 
Ah got de blues 


He recognized it in a second. Te was 
one of the great gulley-low blues of jazz 
history, titled Guess What Ап Gor 
And that voice? So familiar! Didn't he 
have a recording of that voice doing that 
very ditty? OF course! 

As he tried to squeeze the inform: 
from his | 1 mind, he siw near а tree 
two sensationally formed brown legs. 
just an enticing flash of high . . , and 
then he heard а deep growl There was 
something moving out to the end of the 
wee limb. 

Tigre! А powerful jaguar, und 
king of Latin-Ame jungles. 
heard a tiny Irig ped be- 
hind the wee. The blues singer was 
quite aware of the deadly slasher above 
her, crouched to spring. 

Bond waded hip deep toward the 
shore, unarmed, yet prepared to take 
the brum of the snarling cars lunge. 
Damn fool! 1 left Ha L rifle on 
Old. Kemtone's saddle. 

Three hundred yards away was anoth- 
er rifle at the ready, an angry eve pressed 
against the telescopic lens, the back of 
Israel Bond's head split neatly in the T- 
sight. A cheap Delicado cigarette dangled 
from the lips of Torquemada LaBonza. 

He squeezed the trigger just us the 
tigre roared and zeroed in on Bond. The 
Israeli bent as the cat's paws ripped his 
shoulders, the foul breath from the de 
cayed flesh in its teeth nearly causing 


tion 


vi's 


him to pass out. 

It was the brow of the jagu: 
rent asundi 
from the 1 
naka rifl 


that was 

by the soft-nosed bullet 
el of the high-powered T 
tigre sank, was borne 
by Шет stream. 

“Merde!” groaned LaBonza. His 
get was now behind the tee, out of 
m He climbed back on his rented 
quarter horse, slipped another quarter 
nto the metered coin box strapped to its 


way 


neck and rode off. 

“You сап come out now, my dear,” 
Bond sid. His shoulders ached terribly. 
The cat's daws had torn into cach one. 


y the epaulets on k Buck 
а sahib jacket had thick 
enough to absorb most ol ugi 


But he knew from the hot trickles rolling 
down each shoulder that the jaguar had 
lelt its mark, at least p 

“One moment morc. ple А sweet 
well modulated voice from the other side 


selfless act of heroism in saving my un- 
worthy life. My daily bath is rarely inter- 
rupted in such a dramatic manner. 

Heavenly, utterly heavenly was the 
face that emerged from behind the tree, 
that of the most gorgeous Negro girl Is- 
Tael Bond had ever sce 
violet eyes in a finely chiseled setting. 
chin. nose, lips of classical. proportion 
All this he noticed moments kuer. It was 


her clothes id stunned the exhausted. 
panting secret . His new. fascinat 
ing companion of the El Tiparillan rain 


а nun! 
Bond's memory 


forest w 

Now 
Гот him. 

"That face, that voice, that son 
remember now. Sid-Mark Jazz 
100000.V, my most prized waxing. You 
are the former Sweetcakes Simmons, the 
world’s top jazz chanteuse, who deserted 
the smoky nighteries of Manhatan а 
few years ago to take the vows. 


cune through 


T 
Disc 


Yes” she smiled. "Your memory 
serves you well, and it is flattering to be 
1 with such warmth, | am 


. now known as Sister Sweet 
more popularly by the public 


Cakes ... 
as the Swinging Nun. 
“The Swinging Nun" He could not 


keep the admiration out of his reply 
"Truly, Sister, vou have not lost onc 
whit of that puristic suliriness that made 
you the undisputed queen of the blues. 
Why did you give it up for this God- 
го island: 


iswered. your own. query 
"Godforsaken. That is pre 
m here, Oh, bur you are hurt 
badly. 1 sce blood on your shoulders. 

Не did not answer. For the second 
lime imo as many hours Israel Bond. was 
unconscious 


sir. 


cisely why I 


“Wise guy, Mr. Super-Secret 
Know-It-All. How dimn lon, 


Agent 
сап you go 
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"Now wasn't that belter than lumpy old pori 


on abusing that mighty body of yours?" 
rowndorf again, hopping m 
unmistakable pity showing on 
Sister Sweetcakes, her cool fin 
fevered brow. said. “This 
secret agent, doctor?" 

"Yes, Sister. He is Israel Bond of Eretz 
Israel, Don't let that boyish look delude 
you. He Lills for a living.” 

"Oh. dear!” The nun looked horrified. 
Such a fine-looking man and so well 
spoken. 1 find that hand to believe 

“It is true. Look alter him, Sister, Гог 
a while. 1 must reat our six Peace Corps 
survivors.” 

can't figure you out, 
said. “Beauty, sensitivity 
biry vour love! 
Why?” 

She gave him a Raleigh. “It is 
могу, Мг. Bond. I was at the height of a 
dazzling career avances in the smart 
ем supper clubs, records selling phe 
nomenally. the quarry of rich men of all 
races pressing diamonds a 
upon те... ik too much, in- 
dulged in meaningless affairs with men T 
did not love. A life without purpose or 
form. I awoke mornings with the taste of 
dissolution in ту mouth.” 

1 have found that Listeri 
en,” she went on. not notic 
helpful. inter met а wonderful 
man, Cardinal Musial, who convinced 
me that my life could yet have meaning. 
1 became un, forsook my empt 
ittering, twelveo'docktail Tush life. I 
ave found serenity and hope here at 
OLEO. Would that my tormented broth- 
cr could find the same.” 

Your brother?” 


1. yet 


his face. 


man a 


er," Bond 
And yet vou 
а cowl and habit 


ness i 


dreary 


س 


g his 


“Yes, my only brother, Be 
mons, a m 


of rare insight and cc 
genius, has been horribly 
warped by his hatred of white peap'e. 
He has changed his name ıo Baldroi La 
leading poet and pl 
ight of the angry school.” 
“Yes.” said Bond. “I seem to recall one 
of his novels. Г have it in a paperback. 
Up Your Blue Toilet, Mr. Charlie. Y 
found it seubscaring. unset 
moment 1 was ashamed of. bein u- 
asian. However. 1 did purchase a Moms 
lablev allum. Ant 1 took our a sub 
scription to Muhammad Speal 

What a coincidence!” she I 
up. "Baldroi is its nightclub editor. As 
a matter of fact, he i" 

“He is here.” 


who. 


There in the doorway was the little 
bearded man Bond hid seen on Tian- 
nenbaum’s plane. The senc agents 


orbs bulged in disbelief. Baldroi LeFagel 
stood posed Tike a baller 


ed daintily 


a toe ро 
Bond. He wore an attrac 
tive white Cou My blouse and 
skint, with black butions and piping. His 
Tittle feet were jammed in that fashion- 
seners famed boots, He pirouetted. over 
to Bond's bedside and flicked his hand 
across Bond's face in contempt, Sister 
Sweetcakes gasped. He paid her no mind, 
began to кесі 


r(ges n 


You пешие ту istence, Mistuh 
Charlie Whitey Man, 

You have held me in chains since the 
world began. 

You have bruised my flesh and, 
worse, my psyche, 

Let me tell you, Whitey, yo black 
slave no likey. 


And you're frightened, Mr. 
Charlie Whitey "Jay, 
Of our strength which 
every day, 

Yes, now you wanna make up for уо? 
chains n dogs n" whips, 

РИ make up, yes, on ту teimis—hiss 
me on the lips! 


now 


burgeons 


akhoi!" Her voice scourged hi 
Bond is wounded and feverish 
And he is my guest. Let him be!" 
"One sweet kis?” whimpered Le 
“Ве gone! You shame me!" 
th a wink and "See you 
Whitey, sweetie,” the poet exited. 
Oy Oy Seven lifted. himself. “L must 
fid the boy Pablito, Sister. And you 
must help me." 
Please lie down, 


later. 


Mr. Bond, and 


rest 
The telephor 


at his bedside 
“IVs for you, Sister Sweetarkes,” Bond 
said. "Long distance hom New York. 
Somebody named Marty О’Ману from 
Rock of s Records,” 

“Ah,” she smiled tenderly, Was there 
the tiniest пасе of longing for the old 
days in her violet eyes? "Ves, dear 
He was my agent 
record company that keeps a 
record a religious album. I 


upted 


Ч now o 


to 
vet 


may 
yield, My. Bond. Our parish here is quite 


low on funds and Cardinal. Musial 
given me permission to do 
done tastefully and reverently. 
amu sen 

She placed thar div 
his and [or a moment Bond forgot her 
saed calling. Wha a woman! He 
could full in love with a sublime аса 
шге like this in 20 seconds. And be 
faithful to her easily twice as long 

"Hivah. Sister!” The high-pressure 
voice of a real New York “gogener 

‘Hello. dear Marty.” 

"Look. Sister. We ain't had a hit al 
bum on the charts Гог two years. Whad 
Ча yuh say yuh break down and cut onc 
for good old Rock of Ages. huh? Some 
thing with class. naturally, but with ап 
appeal to the wonderful kids who arc 
the principal record buyers in today’s 
market. We'll send down our hot new 
group, A Man Called Peter and the Pa 
dres, dor backgrounds: theyll do the 
oowahs under the melody . |. plus tech 
ni equipment . . . you got a real 
jungle down there, ain't you, Sister? With 
birds and monkeys and all that? Maybe 
like we could exen work 
the backgrou 


some of them 
d with the oowahs and 
йш, the Martîn Denny 
sound, hul all set. The whole 
bunch: singers, sound men, vill be down 
there in a chartered plane in a day. Fm 
personally gonna direct this sesion my 
self. Sister, See you soon, Don't take апу 
wooden idols!” 

Sister put down the phone, totally 
dazed. "He's a hard man to say no to 
Mr. Bond. 

Wonder if he's interested in а group 


called the Rocking Rabbis? Or foi 
glican Curetakers—the Beadlesz" 
"You have a refreshing sense of hi 
mor. Mr. Bond," the nun observed. 
I's you, Sister. You bring 
best in me. But now to bus 
ad that child. Any leads for me: 
s, One, The last time he was эссп 
with his pet parrot in the 


ple of Hat 
“Then th 
"No!" 
And ever 


t's where I'm going tonight 
she cried. “In your conditi 
you were healthy, you cu 


Mone at might. 
Perhaps,” Bond 
would gi 

ny. Sister, espec 


suggested, “you 


le me there. Fd be glad of the 
Пу yours” 
1 cart det 
Мест 


eyes grew soft. you 


stumble in there alone. 


me in 


He pressed her hand 
pubively Tilted it to his lips. 

“You mustn't..." she whispered. 

“Tonight. then. The Temple of Hate 
22. and Dr. Nu 


tractable 
nile 


Old Kemione, more 
beast under the guidance of the g 
mm, dopped at a leismely clip. both 
Bond and Sister Sweetcakes sitting in the 


trough of his deeply swayed back. The 


мата agents arms encircled her waist. 
“From this point on it саш be dinger- 
ons, Mr. Bond.” she “There are 


many guards near the temple.” 
1 коне worry, he thought На Lavi's 
new rille looks to have the firepower of a 


whole regiment. Tt was strapped лө the 
hors side, 75 Мей rounds in the 
magazine. Bond glanced at its unusu: 


ny other 
id 


stock, three times wider than a 
he'd ever handled. He knew wh 
grinned. That Ha Lavi genius! 
“We are here,” the nun whispered. 
“Stay here with this noble seel. Or 
better still, Sister, get thee to thy nun- 
nery. I's my show from here on in." 


Pushing two branches aside, he got his 
Mst glimpse of the Temple of Hate 
It was approximately 200 feet tall, he 
estimated. with Byzantine style mi 
rers standing like spears at cach of its 
Tour corners. From a number of windows 
light blazed and drunken voices sing 
cursed, shouted, The hate set is balling 
it up tonight, he thought 
e tied handkerchiefs over his shoes 
to mufe his footsteps, and walked into а 
Lage paved area between the edge of the 
jungle and the temple. For cas? No 
there were none around. A place to land 
a helicopter. more likely. As if to 
confinn his suspicion. he heard a chop- 
per approaching. and flattened his body 
in the shadows made by the entrance's 
pillars. 

It came down a minute later. Ош 
stepped а short man in a sporty Tyre 
lean-type Adams hat with a sprig of edel- 


weiss stuck into the band, and a black 
trench coat. his face hidden by its pulled- 
up collar, The Orientals in ski-type out- 
fits. rifles slung over their should. 
walked out of the doorway to greet hi 
Then up went the chopper in a verti 
climb. 


Whoever the visitor was. he seemed to 
be accorded the highest respect. Bond 
could make out the guards’ voices now. 
asne to sce you back, Rot 
Nu has been anxiously 
vou. You'll be pleased to know 
that the Russian courier dropped off the 
million rubles today.” 

Rouen Roger Collax! So there he 
wis. And obviously not one of my poor 
«емі lads, thank. heaven. 

The trio walked into the temple, but 


before the door slammed thunder- 
ously he heard a fragment of а sentence, 


2 greatest terror organization the 
world has ever known." and something 
that sounded like "Spectoi 
ресюг? Were they making some cal- 
s jibe about litle Nochum's agos 
end im the stakclined pit? Wait a 
second, Bond. “Greatest terror organizi- 
tion the world has ever known.” Could 
it be rue? Yes. you dunce, There are 
two words pronounced like Nochum's 
surname, and опе of them is spelled— 
sree! Then the fabled organiz 
tion of infinite evil was a reality! № 
rally, it would have been the diabol 
ncy behind Pablito’s kidnaping, the 
wk on the Israeli camp. the murders 
of Zvi, hok and Nodium, 
for these foul se 
ns and probably behind every 
and. revolution 


somely 


s by the 


сато act of terror 
on this benighted island. 
И he had not been so engrossed in un- 
weling the puzzle. ће would have seen 
the six-inch scorpion coming down the 
door. neck and— 


springing onto h 
angh! —its venomous sting stubbed 
his wounded shoulder, He brushed it 


oll with a shiver, ground his heel into 
ir until и was a mashed heap of protein. 
Except for the diamond-hard black disc 
in the middle of the mess. Another tran- 
istor "bug"! They know I'm here; Katz 
is out of the bag! 


sounded in the temple, 
rmed Orientals: 
g carbines. 
nt, one of 
them kicking up a chunk of cement into 
Bond's face. opening 4 gash on his 
check. He knelt, aimed На Lavi's rifle. 

Zel! Zet Zei! The Moishe Dyan 
model spoke its mesage three 
that many guards fell screaming. 
Now three from Column B. But moi 
were swarming out as the alarm went 
off again, He saw a flash. felt a hot pr 
jectile skin his ankle. There were two 
doren of them now. lined up between 
Bond and the edge of the paved өшір 
Bevond it lay the safety of the thick jun- 
gle. How to get past them? No time to 


alarm 


w a bevy of unif 
рам Bond. brand 


vaultir 
Shots echoed through the m 


девона. сету „онш 
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мор and pick them off. Too many! 
Israel Bond's brain clicked out a solu 
tion in a microsecond. His finger jabbed 
at a button in the huge rifle stock. Four 
wheels slid out of the wood and Bond 
was now standing atop а skate board! 
He crouched low over it, pushed his 
we into the cement, kicked ош to pick 
up momentum and smashed through the 
first line of guards. He felt nails futilely 
waring at his [ace as he bowled them 
Now he was ramming into the sec 


over 


ond linc. the Dyan firing automatically 
as the skate board sped on 

A few feet more and freedom! But at 
the jungle's edge he saw a figure slip out 
lı kneeled 


and 


from behind a yehi-yekt bush 
ін the dassic rilleman's position 
squeezed а finger. 

Bond ducked. In time to save his lile: 
too Lue to avoid being hit altogether 
Torquemada LaBonza's Tanaka rifle sang 
its sali! saki! One slug creased the dark, 
cruelly handsome forehead. and Bond 
went down face first in the cemen 

The last thi 4 before 
a blessed Ken Murray blackout was ly 
ing on the airstrip looking blearily at 
a pair of elegant brocaded Chinese 


x hc remembe 


andals with curled-up toes 

And а mocking voice: "Welcome to 
the Temple of Hate, Mr. Israel. Bond. 
My leader and I 
you. I am Dr. Nu. 


ауе been expecting 


“I shall give vou a capsulized history 


of my illustrious life, Mr. Bond." said 
the cool, articulate voice of Dr. Nu to 
the bound Bond, who sat in a chair, 


blood dripping from his shoulder, ankle 
and head into a pool on the Moor, a feast 
for a herd of buffalo leeches and а vam- 


pire bat on a silken tether, the other end 


tied about the Chinaman's right hand. 
“Drink sparingly of this rich Jewish 
blood, mv beloved Masterso: the. doc 


tor sud fondly to his pet. "Too much 
and you'll get diabetes. 

7I don't think I'm particularly inter 
ested in your life," Оу Oy Seven said 
with a stiffness that matched that of his 
ripped, aching body. So get on with 
whatever you've dreamed up for me.” 

“Not interested, Mr. Bond?” Dr. Nu's 
rebuke was mild, which made it all the 


more menac 
brated guest in 
mind Hor history 
Gottenu! A bludgeon split the side of 
his cheek, reopening his wound. It was 
the calloused side of a hand swung by a 
stocky Asiatic in a loosefitting robe. 
Meet my personal bodyguard, Top- 


“Торо, put our cele 
he proper frame of 


job. so named because his favorite 
drink is an American liquid detergent of 
some potency. Like myself. he is Chinese 
and adept at karate. Good work, Top 


job. As a reward you may cat the leeches 


and Masterson. Sayonara, old bi 

good look at Dr. 
Nu. He was an insane caricature of a 
man, bigger Шап life. From the tip of 


Bond took his first 


his curled-up tocs to the green velvet 
Mitsubishi hat he must have stood casily 
six feet, six inches. His face jared Bond. 
Only one of the eyes was slanted, Aud his 
hair was а most un-Oriental ash blond. 
‘The bean-pole body was dad in a daz 
Zing long coat of Cantonese silk 

black р 

L” beg captor, “am the son of a 
Singapore opium merchant, Nu Nu, who 
sold the flower juice of happiness from 
his boat outside the jurisdiction of the 
British harbor police. The craft was 
known all through Southeast Asia as Nu 
s Junk Junk. My father, whilst on а 
business trip to London, fell in love 
with a buxom English music-hall dancer, 
Tessie Watts, and bedded with her. I am 
the illegitimate product of that night of 
amed for both of them. My 
name is Watts Nu. 

“My father hated me from birth when 
the evidences of my mother’s lincage— 
the unslanted суе, the blond hair—were 
all too apparent on my body. I spent a 
dismal childhood, scorned by people of 
both races . . . an outcast. Though 
he loathed me, my father, traditionally 
responsible as all Chinese fathers are, 
did see to all my wants and had me cdu- 
cated at the Jean Hersholt College of 
Medicine in Hopei. So highly was 1 
regarded by my professors that they 
convinced the DuPlex Corporation to 
underwrite my experiments with a new 
type ot chemical aphrodisiac which суеп 
today is selling by the millions. You 
have no doubt purchased it yourself 
upon occasions. Е 

"Yes" said Bo 
‘Better Lov 
on 


nd 


сах. 
With 
1g Through Che 
I now find your story 
Thars it, Bond; use your 
chicken noodle. Flatter this maniac: gain 
precious time to figure a way out. 
“But mere wealth meant nothing to 
mc, Mr. Bond. One thing alone kept me 
groping through a hostile environment 
that denied me love, affection and шь 
derstanding—the thought of revenge. 
Revenge upon my father, my mother, 
the whole rouen. structure. of mankind. 
1 pulled up stakes and came to this 
island, where 1 purchased this broken- 
down pagoda and turned it into a resort 
for hate groups. wisely deducing there 


the 


we 


was a market for this kind of enterprise. 
At last there is a place where Ше world's 
with whom 1 feel a ca 


n come for two weeks at a 
time and rest up for their campaigns. It 
also serves as an excellent front for a 
terror organization 

“SPECTRE,” Bond said. 

Ah, you have overheard something 
you should not have. But it will be of no 
benefit to you, Mr. Bond. Yes, that is the 
name. And it is headed by a unique i 
whom I met in . . ." he paused, 
don't think TH tell you where . . . but 


dividua 


n acknowledged 
nce field and I de- 


it а усаг 
master іп the 
fer to 
genius. His hatred surp even mine, 
my friend, and together we have made а 
pact. Our goal comes nearer with each 
passing day." 

"wl that goal, Dr. Nu?" 

“To rule the world, what else 
shall! Our organization consists of 
threeman teams in key spots in every 
land. People who are totally ruthless and 
corrupt. who believe as my leader and T 
do. Among them are three top television 
executives and three used-car dealers in 
three ex-members of Mosley's 
ly vat Britain, three sci- 
entists who defected from Red China 
and are working on a bomb with the de- 
structive force of one hundred wontons 
(Bond shuddered as he thought of the 
wonton destruction) . . . but 1 could go 
on all night." 

"Have you ever considered that your 
Communist рау have ih 
vision of world domination and might 
not take too kindly to you if they found 
out about yours: 

Dr. Nu's smile was one of superior un- 
concern, "That possibility has been con- 
sidered. But they do not know of the 
scope and purpose of our organization 
and believe we are content to foment 
these insurrections for mere money 
They are unaware of the bomb we soon 
will have at our disposal and our even 
more powerful weapon, the world’s most 
formidable army, which 1 have created. 


And we 


ir own 


masters 


You have already been thwarted by the 
espionage." 


es, you see 
here was а scream and two of the 
sinister Oriental guards came imo the 
room, a struggling hooded figure 
dragged between the 
A snooper, Dr. Nu, discovered by one 
of our centipede sentinels outside the 
temple.” said one, with deference. 
“You see.” Dr. Nu chuckled. "Our а 
lies are ubiquitous. Mr. Bond. Let us see 
who has blundered into our net." And 
he lifted the hood. 
Tt was—Sister Sweetcakes! 
Dr. Nu looked at her for а moment. 
"Your entrance. Sister, coincides with 
one of my daily rituals, not as devout as 
yours, perhaps, but far more interesting. 
It is time to make Herbie happy.” 
“Herbie?” Bond hoped the doctor 
would not sense the alarm in his query. 
“Yes, опе of my dearest friends from a 
ularly isolated sector of jungle in the 
t of the Am: in. But come, 
wet Herbie, dear guests.” 


he 
let us 
А guard's cutters nipped off the biting 


strands of 


aconda Copper wire that 
bound Вопа legs to the chair. (And I 
own 50 shares of the damn stuff, he 
thought, with justifiable bitterness.) 

ey were led by the guards and their 
giant host down a dark corridor, then up 
з to a door 


a winding flight of s 
marked LABORATORY. 

It opened to reveal a gleaming white. 
well-lit room. “There were lab tables with 
test tubes of various sizes, complicated 


“You remind me of myself when I was a young 


man, Dirkson, so I'm fir 
to take over the company.” 


ig you before you try 
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machinery, something Bond took 10 be a 
computer, and a huge circular confer- 
ence table topped with vases of heady 
jungle flowers. 

TD shall explain that machine to you 
shortly, Mr. Bond. After we pay ou 
specs to Herbie 

At the end of the laboratory was 
door. “It is quite aromatic in there, my 
friends, but you will become accustomed 
to it quickly.” 

He opened it 


They were in а huge 
greenhouse, moist and laden with the 
pungent smells of rain-forest plants of 
which there was a profusion. 

"This" said Dr. Nu. pointing to а 
green snaky plant ported and tied to 
а dong stick, "is the Malaysian death 
vine which claimed one of your Israelis, 
The genus tutti cammarata, as 
it is known in Latin. Do not go near the 
thorns, You have already witnessed their 
«сасу. They pierce the skin. injecting a 
derivative of the larosa semolina toxin. 
And here is Herbie.” 

I was a plant, taller even than the 
doctor, and as they approached it, it 
came alive! Several Jeaf-covered tendrils 
began undulating as though they were 
the enticing arms of a belly dancer. 

This is as close as all of us but one 


aid the doctor. 
L” Bond said. 


| get, 
“AI ri 


It should be 


dancing at Arthur's. What else, Dr. Nu? 
Vm sick of this charad 
1 could not agree with you more, Ov 


Oy Seven.” Dr. Nu said. "But Herbie's 
accomplishments go beyond. simple ma 
nipulations of his handsome arms. Hi 


bic is, incidentally, a nickname. His full 
moniker, as they say im those cowboy 
and-Indian thrillers, із herbis homnis 


[ressoris—man-cating plant. 
From somewhere deep іп Herbie's 

green depths came а rumble . . . and 

something that sounded like a slurp! 


"He knows why we are here, Mr. 
ed in the arms of the 
"Let it be me—not him. Let it be 


ls voice was a tremulous choke. 
“AID right, take her away and get it over 
with, you fiend! Don't subject her to 
any more of this 

“But, Mr. Bond.” The polished voice 
held a note of surprise, “You completely 
misunderstand. 1am going to take Sister 
up on her offer. It is she who will fur 
nish Herbie with his banquet tonight. I 


have something subtler іп mind for 
you." He turned to the ls “Throw 
her int” 


“TH Kill you all, you” Bond reared, 
а red mist of anger across his eyes. He 
closed the fingers of his bound hands 
е fist, ht it up savagely 
der the jaw of one of the Orientals, сх- 
periencing a sweetly fierce joy as the fist 
drove the mans teeth through his 
tongue. The other, however, had side- 
stepped his desperate, rhinolike charge 


into or un- 


brougl 


and brought he butt of his Wembly- 
Vicar automatic against Bond's head. Oy 
Oy Seven fell woozily to his knees, felt 
himself being dragged out of the green 
house. His 
Sister. Screaming, she was enveloped 
three of Herbie's tentacles, a primordial 
sucking sound coming from heaven alone 
knew what part of that revolting anatomy 

Then the door shut. And there was 
only Dr. Nu, arms folded, eyes aglow 
with amy madness as her screams 
grew 


fainter, then ceased, 


There were new bonds for Bond now. 
The w gone; in its stead were 
fiberglass straps around his wrists, chest 
and legs, restraining him in a high- 
backed chair. Electric? No, I can’ 
lieve this is the subtlety the 
alluded to. There's something a da 
1 more devilish in that crazed br 

The room was the white laboratory 
adjoining the greenhouse where ador- 
able Sister Swectcakes but there's 
nothing to be gained. thinking about her 
now, he reasoned. Steel yourself, buddy 
boy. its your turn. 

“You ате to be accorded a rare priv 


e was 


lege, Mr. Bond, and this is because 1 
have learned to hold you in utmost re- 
spect for your courage and derring-do. 


Singlehandedly you have killed three of 
my security force, wounded several oth- 
crs, But your foolhardy foray into my 
affairs was doomed from the start.” 
“What is this privilege, Dr. Nu? 
“That of wimesing my unparalleled 


genius. I want you to meet another friend 
of mine, one of my own making.” А yel- 
low index finger pointed to the computer 
which stood like a silent soldier. "This 
is IPECAC. 
“What?” Bond's ears refused to believe 
what he had heard 
“Insect Programed 
puter for 
short, Mr. Bond, I can talk to insects.” 
І wlk to trees” the secret 
Mipped back. "Now I know you're т 
Dr. Nu. Гат willing to admit that "bug- 
ging the bugs is a unique method of 
obtaining information. € kl never 
suspect the wayward reach, the frolicking 
June bug to be agents. Bu к 
t nuance of annoyance crossed 
that composed. face. "Mr. Bond. you are 
tough, resourceful and clever up toa 
point. Yet your mind fails to comprehend 
the spheres into which my work leads 
me. I shall give you a demonstration." 
He flicked a red switch. А light glowed; 
Bond's cars suddenly felt а sharp. pain, 
1 unearthly electronic atonality. 
“You will find the pain subsiding in a 
few seconds as your ears adjust to the 
frequency." He spoke into a microphone. 
“Sectional commanders will report to the 
conference table on the double! 
1 am as meshuga as this yellow Eiffel 
tower of a nut, Bond told himself, I must 
be. 1 sce a parade creeping over the floor, 


lectronic Com- 


Analyzing Conversation. In 


wo 


с of insects! Crawling, hopping, fy- 
ing low. 1 hear humming, chirping, buzz- 
ing . . - they're ma their way up 
ıhe legs of the conference table, aligning 
themselves in set positions . . . the doctor 
has pushed another switch . . . miniature 
microphones are popping out in front of 


cach bug . . . and name plates . . . 
JAPANESE BEETLE, CICADA, LOCUST, MOS- 
ошто, tse-tse вту... Gottenu! This 


looks Lik 


Mr. Bond." said 
“That is 
Belore we 


Di. Nu with a pl 
what youre think 


Т 
а theory d 
marvelous discovery id IPECAC. 

As you know, I am a scientist, the 
world’s greatest, you now must concede. 
As a friendless, unwanted child Г spent 
countless lonely hours. Time lung heavy 
upon my hands, but even at that stage 1 
possessed а boundless intellectual curios 
ity about шу euvironment. 1 spent many 
hours stretched ош upon the carpet. of 
the forest floor observing "s Ішек 
creatures scuttle about, make love, kill, 
die. And T began to notice that all of 
them would pause momentarily in the 
presence of their own or other species to 
move their feelers, antennae, palpi, or 
rub their legs together. This, Г deduced, 
s some Kind of language based on 
sound. Sound that could be heard, as in 
the case of the скісіене md that 
couldn't, ie, beetles, aphids, termites, 
sects made cer 
tain moves, displayed. certai 
in the presence of others, I fu 
soned there must be an insect $ 
lingua franca, known to all such cea- 
tures. It was an interesting theory but 
one I put aside in some dark recess of 
my mind for future reference. Three 
vus ago 1 recalled it ched а series 
of experiments to validate it. The key 
word, let me repeat, was “sound.” Yet, as 
1 stated previously, not all of their 
sounds were audible, at least to my nor. 
mal aural range. So I hit upon the felici. 
of using the most sensitive 
luction equipment ever as- 
which could only discern 
sound thousands of decibels below hu- 
wing bur boost it (0 our level, 
You will be surprised to learn that the 
only equipment. capable of this most del- 
te pickup and boost is to be found 
solely in the chassis of а 1949 Muniz tel- 
evision set. I discovered that though cach 


mey so they cannot hear us. In précis, 
и led me to this 


attitudes 


insect had its own distinct sound, it also 
had a . Thus I began to 
construct their common language. And 
IPECAC was born. lis memor 


have been fed enormous qu 
formation about the major orders of Tn- 
secta, IPECAC hears, reproduces sound 
to my level, feeds sound to йз banks, 
translates into all major human tongues 
—1 have pressed the English button for 


your benefit and mine—and reverses the 
procedure when I wish to comm 
with them." Switching back оп, he 
“Hello, little friends!” 

Israel Bond thought, Fm mad for 
sure. For in response to the doctor's salu- 
tation he saw the waving and scraping of 
insect appendages commence in unison, 
heard them—sing! 

Good evening, Dr. Nu, 

Good evening, Dr. Nu, 

Whate've you ask we'll do, 

"Cause we realty do love yout 


And now we shall 
open our seminar with a discussion. of 
how you can help your dear doctor and 
his leader take over this earth. Е 
we hear the scout reports?” 
"The light of the name plate noxevi 
went оп. “I have been buzzing around 
the convent. Dr. Nu. The Israelis have 
been given shelter there. They are with- 
out weapons, ripe for attack,’ 
“Excellent” ied Dr. Nu. “I shall 


, may 


contact the main Chinese, Fidelisa and. 
Y and order them 
to infilate tomorrow. night acaos The 


Band. They will launch a th 
attack and wipe out the rem 
and the convent as well.” 

Now there was а beep as name plate 
иск lit up. “Doc, will you please tell 

goddamn CANTHARIS to keep his 

horny legs off me? You think he gives a 
crap for our conference? To him it's just 
H, | d 
“слхтнмав, please desist from these 
unwholesome activities at once!" the 
doctor snapped. 

"Doc." cantars pleaded. "T got this 
Spanish fly built in. Can 1 help іс” 


excuse to ball, d 


And the voice grew suggestive. “Hev 
GRASSHOPPER, that’s a sweet leg you got 


there. Let me baby.” 

Bond heard a scream from crass 
morrer, “Please . . . no! No! 

Dr. Nus forefinger poked a button. 
There was a pull of smoke. The сах 
THARIS n id microphone 
disappe eret the disruption 
said the doctor. "but we all will agree 
that слхтилик, due to no fault of his 
own, had to be eliminated. Such as hc 
have no usefulness in this organization." 

SCORPION cut in. "Doc, that Israeli 
tused up over there . . . ain't he the 
one who squashed my poor cousin, Jeth 
то, a while back? Let me give the mur 
dering bastard the back of my mil... a 
aling-ding-dingaroonie!” 
Leave his lc ally 


kind is revenged іп full. 
y. Doc. 
and Bond could detect iy of 
ess. even hostility. “Wh 
s for us? АН Т can sce is we've the pat 

. . the guys who die like flies, you 
should pardon the expression, while you 
get this globe handed to you on a plate.” 
had anticipated that very natural 
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question from onc of you,” said the 
doctor with the pleasant air of a lecturer 
about to make a point. "It is true that I 
shall benefit from your labors, dear in- 
sects, but you 
ace, you, HOUSEFLY, would you 
joy unleucred flight in any human 
domicile, knowing that those sticky-rib- 
bon death traps were gone forever? CAR- 
PET BEETLE, think of it . . . the world's 
fattest, juiciest woolen rugs, thousands of 
warehouses filled with them, and all at 
your disposal. моти, would it not give 
you the most exhilarating sensation to 
gorge yourself on Jerry Lewis three hun- 
dred mohair suits? You see, we have a 
mutuality of interests here. And now 
if there are no further items, we shall 
conclude with the singing of our stirring 
anthem, Larva Come Back to М. 

As the insects propped themselves up 
into a hum: posture of attention. 
and shrilled their song, Bond's thoughts 
were olf his pain-racked body. That com- 
puter! И only I could get to The 
sced of a scheme formed іп his bra 

Dr. Nu watched his horde slink and 
Пу off. 

Can you deny now, Oy Oy Seven, 
that you, indeed, have been accorded a 
are privilege?” 

“Now, Г suppose, I shall pay for it in 
an equally devilish manner, ch, Nu?" 

"Yes, [sal Bond. Your moment has 
come" And he capped his hands. 
"Topjob! Activate the WC!" 

Ts this ta he my fate, doctor? Drown- 
nmersion in a water closet? 
it is unworthy of your salt.” 

"Silence, insolent fool! Did you think 
1 would squat ro such a plebeian level? 
WC is yet another device, Mr. Bond. It 
stands for Will Her. I { not 
planned to destroy that muscular body 
of yours, which seems to have an extraor- 
dinarily high tolerance of pain. Besides, 
I can utilize it in our organization. But 
first there is the matter of breaking you 

ndomitable will. bending it to our pur 
poses. And this the Will Chiller will do. 

‘The doctors aide wheeled over а m 
chine on rollers that scemed to be some 
sort of television set. On its front was a 
large glass scree arge buttons 
below, one marked wo, the other 

“Plug it in, Topjob. I can see you are 
m to figure out the abbreviations, 
Mr. Bond. The first is ‘Will Destroyer. 
When it is switched on and the subject 
exposed to the images its builtin tapes 
bring to the screen, that unhappy person 
will find his senses departing from him 
in five minutes. At that juncture the 
power is cut off, because any further ex- 
posure would leave the subject a useless 
mental vegetable. wm is "Will Restorer 
built into the machine for my own per 
sonal use when I was testing the ma- 
chine. It saved. my own life, Mr. Bond. 
when 1 foolishly let myself be exposed 
too long. With my last microdot of sani 


100, stand to do the same. 


h two 
wr. 


ty I pushed it and became rational 
again. But we are wasting time. Topjob 
.. the wp button, please." 

A pin point of light danced on the 
screen, then spread into a white-hot in- 
tensity that flooded away the black. 

“Shucks, Jed Clampett. You don't 
mean ter tell me that’s oil in that thar 
land?” The speaker on the screen was a 
scraggly-haired woman in a calico dress. 
Her question was followed by howls of 
laughter, from audience. 
What's so fu Bond won- 


unseen 


dered. * said a tall, taciturn man 
with a sunburned face. More unconuol 
lable laughter, another puzzlement 10 
Bond. “Well, I guess we-uns is rich!” 


chortled the woman, smacking her back- 
side with a good-natured flourish, Mor 
dience laughter: опе of the women 
was shrieking at the top of her lungs. 

1t faded, supplanted by a pert, snub 
nosed charmer whose moist lips kept re- 
peating: "Dippity-Do . . . Dippity-Do .. - 
ppity-Do.” 

From another world he heard Dr. Nu: 
"Onc minutc." 

Now the face on the screen was that of 
a jolly, bespectacled litle man in a pin 
stripe suit and straw hat, “What makes 
you think you're worthy of being our 
queen for today, Mrs. Florence Block of 
Buzards Bladder, North Dakota, any 
more than Mrs. Alice Helegeson, our 
hunchback from Fatback, Tennessee, or 
Mrs. Hilda Shivers, the plucky but hope- 
lessly braindamaged housewife Пот 
Cooze Corners, Maine?” 

“Well, ГИ tell yer, Mr. Nelson . „I 
crawled here on muh arthritic legs all the 
Buzzaid's Bladder, with them 
cars runnin’ over my poor chilblained 
hands, jes’ so's I could tell yuh about my 
spavined son, Chesley, who is feelin 
poly and needs an operation real bad 
so's he can harvest the crops in time to 


way fro 


to hard. 


"What do you think, audience?" cried 
the little man. “Is she the qu Booing 
and cucalling broke out; а bottle thrown 
on stage smashed the woman in her old 
gray head. s noL" shrugged the 
Tittle man. “Let's bring on our last 
contestant, Mrs. Ellie Hasson of Chauqua 
tauchauqua, Oklahoma, our thalidomide 
taking mother who fears hat” 

Two minutes,” said Dr. Nu, drawing 


on his hookah tube, 
Bond's 


cruelly handsome face was 
g into a simper 

The gawky young 
down at his feet. “You 
d you'd go to the 
Laughter from no- 
“Well, uh . . . I” stammered 
the pixyish blonde sweetheart of Wol- 
lenstonecraft Junior High. “Did I prom 
ise Rocky? Did I, daddy?" Twenty seconds 
of whoops. “I don't know, sweetheart. 
Im just your stupid father. Ask Mom- 
my; she knows everythi 


teener 


looked 
mean you promis 
prom with Rocky? 


where 


Nu. Bond's 


“Three minutes,” said Dr. 
eyes were rolling around, ton; 


in and out. "You may unbind his h 
now, Topjob: he has been rendered 
harmless T don't want him to licerate 


his wrists on the straps 
“Certs is а candy mint. 
а breath mint! 
“You mean to sty that if the cobalt 
bomb destroys the world, you'll sull 
cover my losses? H-m-m, John Hancock, 


n his frenzy. 
“No, Сегіз is 


How'd you like a nice Hawaiian 
fruit juicy, 


y-Do, Dippity 
‘The face of Bond was frozen into а 
mindless ear-to-car grin. His thumb was 
on his nose, four fingers waving in ca- 
dence. He was humming the Double- 
mint Gum song. 
‘Ten seconds more, Topjob, and Se- 
cret Agent Isracl Bond will be our un- 
witting tool.” 

With a sob and a rush of breath the 
hooded figure leaped between them, 
jammed а finger into the we button. 

On the screen, a handsome man in а 
жесш suit, his face full of urbanity, 
tenderness, intelligence, wit—all the 
qualities present in the best of 20th 
Century man—smiled: "Good evening. 
‘This is Open End and my name is E 
Susskind, Our panel discussion toni 
is on the subject ‘Will Ашота 
Carried to the Extreme Throw Millions 
of Comput Out of Work? and to 
prove this unique problem of our times 
I have asked the following panelists to 
ppear Leonard — Bernstein, 
Arthur the entire Boston 
Pops Orchesur Russell, Arlene 
Francis and Hugh Downs.” 

From the fist outpourings of that 
mellifluous, cultured voice of sweet r 
son, Bond had felt the horrible banali- 
ties of button wo flecing his brain like 
frightened Lucky Thompson gazelles in 


тош) 
Fiedler 


the path of a brush fire on the Kenya 
plain. And those intellectual names! 
Bernstein! Francis! Russell! Each onc 


torch of truth and knowledge, burning 
way his torpor. 


He was a steely spring ag 
out with cistiron hands on the jaw of 
the nonplused Topjob, sending the kill- 
ist crashing into the wall. 
snapped a photo of 
ling with the 
figure had 
ty. He dove imo 
midsection, fists Il 
potency. Dr. 
doubled up in agony 
over his contour. ch 

Bond swept up the hooded figure. 

“Israel! Israel? 

He Jooked down into the face of Sister 


saved 
the 


slight, hooded who 


Bond Dom insan 
doctor's 


nd fell 


у darling! Alive, but ——" 
е cried. "We must find a 


fist door hc 
He 


He carried her to the 
could find, slammed it behind him 
secured it with a bolt. 

‘Oh, Israel! You've taken me into the 
greenhouse again." 

“Gottenu! We're in anothe 
hope it’s kosher this time. But 
wel, how did you escape the clutches 
of that chlorophyll horror?” 

There was chievous sparkle in 
those violet eyes. "Israel, think it out for 
yourself with that keen mind T admire." 
Bond nodded. “Herbis homnis 
Our C cats 


am 


^l see, 
fressoris. 


п. Just as his generic name states. 
y quite flustered upon dis 
I was what 1 was. Expelled me 
from his interior in am instant," 

“Damn fool, that Herbie." 
took Sister into his arms. 

“The door! 17% slowing!" she wailed. 

"They backed off, watching the metal of 
the door change from dun gray to pink, 
to а warm orange, to а hotter red. 


coverin 


And he 


SHOEMAKER 


They're using acetylene torches on 
the metal. They'll be through in another 
minute, Sister, this w He picked up 
the table and flung it through the glass 
wall of the greenhouse. “Through that 
hole on the double!" 

She passed through the ragged open 
which caught at her habit, tearing it 
to shreds. 
content that she was safe 
nonce, Bond stood halfw 


for the 
n the 


betwe 


door and the back wall, tensing his bat 


tered bod: 
With a shower of sparks the door fell. 
Two of the guards rocketed through, 
made a grab for him, Bond lurched to 
the side. 1 them 
by him. He turned to nest 
tush, but they did not charge back. 
They had gone too far beyond him! 
And into the grasp of Herbie! 
He shuddered as he watched 


them 


vainly trying to free themselves of those 
greedy a lifted high into 
the ай amd screeching, then 
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dropped into the loathsome depths. Не 
heard а crunch, saw two boots and a hel- 
met spat out. Bond picked up the man's 
carbine and put his partner out of his 
misery. Better а bullet than . 

Gottenu! Something smashed into his 
arm; the carbine wassent clattering away! 


T'opjob' 

Fool that I am, thought Bond, I 
turned my back. Now my arm is dangling 
like а subway strap. 1 must combat this 
inese mass of sinews with one swollen 
m. 
he karatist circled Bond with a 
levolent gri pointed teeth click- 
with excitement, the mouth slobber- 
ing for the kill. He'll make 
job. a top job. will Topjob. Bond knew. 
Crack every bone in my body with one 
well-placed chop after anoth 

One chance! Back slowly away, Oy 
Oy Seven... slowly... let him advance 
inch by inch, savoring, every moment of 
your fear . . . your whimpering is as deli 
cious to this ape as a mouthful of leeches 
or a Багз entails . .. "Ooooh" . .. that's 
it... moan a Ше... his grin is widen- 
ing . . . you're almost there, but for 
God's sake. as soon as vou feel the first 
prick—freeze! And pray to the Lord of 
1 that your shirt is thick enough to 
keep the tip from going into your 
epidermis . 

His back made contact with the tip. 

ТАП right, Topjob. do your worst, you 
furshlugein 

Topjob snarled and made his run at 
Bond. His hand рел ed Bonds 
shoulder as the Israeli leaped to the left. 
The e specialist's follow-through 


> gook! 


into 


sent him sprawling into the Malaysian 
death с! 

Bond gnashed his teeth as the 
spread through his torn shoulder. He 
opened his eyes and met those of the 
Korean, whose own were slowly filling 
with disbelief. Topjob's hand moved 
toward Bond's neck. Is the moment of 
(ruth, thought Bond. Has he got enough 
left to deliver the final death chop to my 
esophagus? И he has, Г can’t stop it 

The hand brushed Bond's neck, but 
the blow was strangely powerless 
Topjob started to fall slowly, like an oak 
severed from its base by а handsaw. He 
tumbled to the floor, shook in а Gta- 
clysmic paroxysm and lay still. 

Sister Sweetcikes had quiedy returned 
through the crack in the gl 
el. What happened to th 
Topjob was tough 
damn tough. But he г 
а thorn и 


aven, you're hurt 
“You 
But 


! she cried softly 
“Broken, Fm afrai 


that machine in the next room.” 

She helped him make his way into the 
lab. "This is IPECAC, Sister. What it 
docs ГИ explain kuer. But don't 0 

ac when I talk to it, Г know what 
Im doing. Flick that 
when 1 stop talking, flick it off. 

She complied. 

Bond spoke into the microphone, 
the voice of Dr. Nu. 
ader. Those stupid insects are pre- 
pared t0 follow my instructions blindly 
They will help us take over the world. 


me ins; 


Auention, 


"I could have sworn this was the lighter! 


Then when they have accomplished our 
task for us, I shall destroy them to the 
last bug! Нала! The fools! They do not 
know that 1, Dr. Watts Nu, have 
vented an insecticide so potent that 
makes Black Flag and Raid seem like 
Philadelphia Cream Cheese. Roger, Rot- 
Bond asked Siste 
"That should 


nd ou 
the 


off switch. 


to flick 
crack the unholy alliance wide open. 


Every bug within five miles has heard 
Dr. Nu's plan for betrayal. Now, to find 
ihe man behind all this, Leader Colfax. 


Шу, Sister 
i the limping secret 
agent as best she could. She again felt 
that disturbing electricity as his long. ta 
fingers enclosed. hers, 

the darkness Bond — stumbled, 
ed his torn shoulder into the wall. 

There was cing ring, 

“Damn it! The wall . . . it's wired to 
set off an alarm when touched. We're in 
for it again, Sister.” 

At the other end of the corridor 
door opened and three ol the Ori 
came tramping through. 

ster, run! | can't 
your prety neck.” 
No. Israel." she 
ту, please пу... 
She yanked at his sleeve and they bi 
gan to run. As they traversed the со 
dor they saw а number of doors with 
slivers of light beneath them. “These 
must be the rooms rented by the Temple 
of Hate to iis vacationing clientele.” she 
said. "Quickly into this one!" 

They found. themselves in the rear of 
а huge. dimly lit hall. In the front was а 
hideous potbellied idol with red eyes 
that bored into their very souls. A little 
1 with а messianically mruddened face 
sat in Ше crosslegged style of the East. 
ldressing a group of шей men in 
loincloths. 

“Oh, my brothers! 1 have good omens 
for you. Last night а jackal cried on my 
left. а baboon defected on my right. 
They ше a sign for us Thugees, who 
ive Tain asleep for, lo, these past. fifty 

т. to rise again. Take up your str 
cords and kill! 

Kill lest ye be killed yourselves! 
Kill for the love of killing! 
“Kill for the love of Kal 
“кїп Kil Kill 
The nun trembled. “Israel, who аге 
people?” 
Thugees. The mu 
‘They wor 


mal 


whispered hotly. 


thi 


ler cult ol Indi 
p Mother Kali, goddess of 
murder, ! See du He 
about to offer Mother Кай a soed gold 
en melon in homage. Listen, he’s going 
to chant the ritual to her." 

‘They strained their ears and caught the 
thin, reedy voice of the high priest kneel 
ing before the idol with the melon i 
his outstretched palms. 

"Heres another melon, Kali, baby, 

“Cuddle up and don't be blue . .." 


ade: 


Bond nudged Sister. "Ler's get ihe hell 
' He pulled her roughly out 
imo the corridor and slimmed the door 
Well, that door gor us nowhere.” 
There as another опе. Israel. With а 
gold star and name plate on it at the 
far end,” 


out of here 


They approached it cautiously 


heart pounded as he saw the 
пуз end: 

ROTTEN ROGER COLFAX. 

And underneath: “Sodet for. Promul 
жашы Every Conceivable Type of Roi 
синең” 

Israel Bond let а sheer curl his lips. 
Sister, you're looking at the bloodiest 
fool who ever walked down the pike. 1 
let my romantically febrile imagination 
kal me down the garden path, D am 
guilty of ignoring the obvious. 

He put his car to the door 


. payable іп cash or equival 
value in diamonds, Premier Chou. Our 
on 1 will sce to it that the Amer 
icm geologists. are constantly harassed 
Killed. if need be. Thus, the way will be 
paved for your People's Republic of Chi- 
to be greeted with open arms. You 
pital! This 


we agreed to these terms? € 
is Rouen. Roger Collis" 

“Signing oll lor the last time.” Bond 
spoke his grit sentence as he walked 
through the door. "The gime is up, 
Nochum.” 


Bond!” 

Siser shrilled, “из Pablitot What 
have ya done with him. vou horrible 
ише man?” She raced to the side of a 
lite boy in raggedy. sweater and shorts. 
She took a letter. opener from Nochum's 
Mlandiile mahogany desk. worked й be 
hind the boys back. “You've free now 
Tite angel.” she wept as the strands Гей 
10 the floor 

Bonds gray eyes held а gleam of men 


acing amusement. " Nochum, vou are no 
dummy—titerally.” 

Nochum Spector Би his lip. then 
raised it in а рош of contempt. “Thats 
correct, Mr, Super-Jew with the low 
ade wit that everbody’ supposed. 10 


um Girtvheels for Г had vou fooled 
real wood. By now you've guessed that 
the Vi Teh Minh placed a replica of me 
in the pit. 1 was in the lead, so Û simply 
rode behind à bush, made a few heart 
tending noises and they did the rest.” 
“Yes, they did. Ther murdered two of 


your. countrymen 

"Hacks! Third-aarers! Waterboys! They 
must always perish when they get in a 
у. Oy Оу Seven. You 


great man's w 


were my real target: vou ve always been.” 


Why. Nachum Just for the recond. 
"Why? Remember what vou once said 
to me—Stay in the playpen. This game's 


for big boys? Well. E sure as hell played 
it like а big boy, Israel Boud. 1 organized 
the world’s most curing terror organiza- 
tion with the help of that. wacked-up 
Chink and h ` 1, Іше bitty 
Nochum Spector, the forgouen nephew 


dge 
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of the M. the old broad with th 
wisdom of the ages and that motherin” 
CHICKEN SOUP. Do you know what it 
meant to be the nephew of M? How the 
big shots in М 33 and 1/3, including 
youself, laughed at ‘poor liule Nochum, 
helpless litle Nochum . . . he'll never 
et anywhere . .. he'll ride to his pay 
check on his ши 1. J. Fox coattails’ 
But | fooled vou all. Even though I nev- 
er got the glory assignments and the 
booze ‘п’ broads that go with ‘ет. T 
wasn't wasting my time 
chum! was listening, 
. betraying. Small jobs 
liule trip here and there to | 
Syria Гог a few hundred | pounds— 
then Г branched out big in Russia. stung, 
the comrades for a million rubles, Now 
the Red Chinese are coming through 
with twenty million sunyatsens. And with 
my Chink number two and his bugs and 
the wonton bomb ГИ make the world 
grovel at my feet!” 

“Их all over now, little m: 
dre: 


Poor little No- 


n with big 


“Bad news, Pearson 


nd Nochum shot through 
the floor 

“A chute!" Bond cried. “And here on 
the desk ... a button! The Hule bas 
tard pressed it while waxing so cloquent. 
Cod knows where he is We've 
got to get up to the convent and warn 
the folks Theres an attack coming. 
They'll be wiped out in the morn 

After reuniting Pablito with his over 
joved parents in ће village of Pupi 
po (Mis. Garcia covered Bond with 
tea cd kisses of joy: Mr. 
shook his hand with awe), they 
their way up Mount Maidenhead on a 
obscure trail known only to 
cakes and the Keystone Auto- 
mobile Club 

Sister brushed а Gila monster off her 
“Israel, what can we do about the 
impending 
"E don't knoi 


now. 


ng 


launchers, machi 
even have to si 


you've Just 
been voted ‘Fink of the Month.” 


can just pop at us fom Camp Camp 
blow the convent to bits." As thouzh his 
last sentence had decided something for 
him, he turned to her, a curious tender- 


ness on his cruelly handsome face. "Sis- 
ter, Га not letting you go on." 

Isracl, I must go back. It is my 
home. 

Не was fighting an emotion now, 


one that made him clench and unclench 
his fists. His wach band fell olf again, 
snapped in two: so did his rolled-steel 
ID bracelet. 

"Sister Swectcakes, I love you. Тһе 
no one in this world quite like you. your 
nilenes, your selflessness... damn 


it, Sister! Renounce your calling! Re- 
nounce your faith and take mine 
"It cannot be, Mr. Bond. You ask too 


much of me. Give up my nun's garb, give 
up my faith. Why did you not ask me to 
give up my color as well? 

“You know that doesn't mean a damn 
thing to me. We don't have to live in и 
Jewish neighborhood.” 


Isracl Bond stood on the precipice 
looking down into the Valley of the 
Blind at the Temple of Hate. His field 
glasses caught the sun glinting off bayo- 
nets and throwing knives. He siw Spec- 
tor, in the uniform of a field marshal, 
and a revived Dr. Nu walk into the 
ved area and the soldiers lift their 
rifles in salutes. He had counted 500 of 
them. 

His unrequited love for the nun 
shoved into a deep corner of his mind 


from whence he might extract it some 
day and weep about it into his chicken 
soup. Bond was very much the cold- 


blooded Oy Oy Seven again. 
A feathery touch on his arm made 

Oh, your s 
Ш cut up. Let me rub it down— 


guys down there who'll be shooting up 
this place any moment now, guys who 
can shoot the head off a pin, who blend 
imo the jungle and strike Tike raters. 
who can kill with one karate stroke, 

“Oh, wory not, you heartstopping 
thing. ГП protect that precious Hercu 
lean body of yours. I have а black belt in 
karate myself.” 

"So have they 

Mine has sequins,” 

The six survivors of the Israeli Peace 
Corps, two on crutches, all bearing the 
scars of the carlier attack, came to the 
cliff’s edge. In their eyes he could sec 
trust and hope. He knew they looked to 
for leadership in this hour of tribu- 
he'd give it to them! 
уз, it looks hopeless. I just Iearned 
the convent telephone line to Ve 
Hruba has been cut. 1 can't get through 
10 Bon Ami for men and ammo. But 
don't despair. ГИ get us out of this. 

Hey!" shouted one of the Corpsmen. 


"We got company! Look, a dozen guys 
coming up the mountain," 

Bond's heart leaped, Could Боп Ami 
somehow have learned of their predica- 


ment and sent men and guns? Hot 
damn! With the right wcapons we 


could hold them off until help comes. 
Over the wall popped a red sweating 
face. "Hi, folks! The Rock of Ages 
record caravan is right on the ol” sched- 
ule! Tell Sister Sweetcakes to sound her 
А а dew times: Marty O Marty 
boys are ín tow 
Down went his heart, pierced by 
ow of futility. Соцепи! Of all the 
bum... 


times to record a 
with death from 
nism staring us in the 
about to die salute you, Mr. 


ligious a 
iernational. commu- 
се. "We who are 
O'Marty. 


And taking the recording executive 
aside, he gave it to him straight. 
“I better tell the fellas, Mr. Bond." 


O'Marty beckoned to A Man Called Расг 
and the Padres, four thick-mopped musi- 
cians with Selmer harps, and the techni- 
cians who puffed up the path bea 


aid А Man C: 
like we ain't havin’ no 


sesio 
"Kid, don’t you realize that the Vi 
Teh Minh, the Russis and Fidelistas 
might be here any second? 
“Screw them other groups, daddy. You 
signed the contract with us." 


Around the table in the dining hall of 
OLEO, served by the solicitous nuns, sat 
Bond, Sister Sweetcakes, the Peace Corps 
гой LeFagel, Dr. Browndort 
y O'Marty's retinue 


Ive got my t 
called out O'Marty. “At least 


nsistor radio 


working, 
ме с 
world. 


outside 
à Miami 


get some news of th 
He turned a dial. "He 


22 From politically torn El Ti- 
parillo comes word of new civil war this 
morning. West El Tiparillan forces were 
rushed to The Band, that neutral zone 
that divides the island, ro meet the 
forces of General Diaz from EET which 
launched am attack іше last night. Said 
General Wesson у Оу! of WET—quote— 
We shall never, never surrender and, if 
we do, it will be with dignity—unquote. 
Aud. hat” 

“Turn it off, Ману. We heard the 
news, all right, and its lousy," said Bond. 
Revolution in El Таран о! And МЕТУ 
army committed to the border. No, 
there'll be по in-thenick-of-time cavalry 
charge for us, Gunga Din. 

OLEO shook violently as the first bar- 

the wall into its side. 


таце whined ove 
^I had not foreseen this hopeless siege,” 
Bond said. “This is not a slickly planned 
Tair with predictable moves and count- 
ermoves like Operation Matzohball. 
"Mauoliballt" 
Say it again, he screamed at his brain. 
Say it again 


"Matzohball!" 

“Mavohball!” he whooped in a fierce 
boyish joy. ъй! and he 
hugged the bewildered nun, "have you 
any large Кеше?” 

Ошу a small one or two for mak 
tea. The soup and the stews are pre 
red in the caldrons." 
aldrons! Oy, mommeleh, caldrous! 
Lets get "em!" 

She led him imo the kitchen, “Ther 
On top of the old-fashioned stove were 
dozen four-footdeep caldrons. 

“Tell every able hand, man and wom- 
an, to get cracking! T want them in here 
on the double!" said Bond. 

A minute later they stood hushed be- 
fore him. 


“I sce smoke coming from the roof," 
sid Dr. Nu. "Our last barrage must 
have set it on fire. We shall not hase 
то wait too long now. 


Nochum growled. "Where are your 
insect allies? They should have overrun 
the place by now." 

"Perhaps there has been some mis- 
understanding, srece leader. But I 
fedl sure” 

Misunderstanding?” Spector's voice 
lashed. “You know what the penalty is 
for failing SPECTRE." 

Dr. Nu almost turned 
leader, Tm sure ас 
Tell the men to stop firing. 

Fiom far off they heard a drone. One 
solid sound at first. And then, as it came 
nearer, they could disünguish individual 
noises, buzing, chirping, the crackling 
of dead leaves under billions of 
feet. Now there unfolded a black bl 
spreading over the horizon as far as 
eye could see. Uncountable hordes of 
crawling thin . and hovering above 


white. “My 
Listen! 


them their winged cousins in airborne 
legions that for an instant blotted out 
the sun. 

"They are coming to me." Dr. Nu 
smiled 

Its quiet down there." said Dr. 


Browndorf. “Something's fishy.” 

Bond put down his field glas 
iy. Look, doc.” 

The medico put the binocu 
eyes. "My God, bugs! Ugh! Billions "n" 
billions” 

“Don't get panicks 
they won't be com 
the boys doing the job? 

“Yes. The caldrons are lined up by the 
wall. And one of the bows gor a brain 
storm. He tore down all the rain spouts, 
tied them together and formed a sort of 
pipeline to the kitchen. We'll get а con 
tin 


Du 


doc. Ive 
g here after all. Are 


ater from the hor 


ous supply of hot 
water taps." 
“And the stu 
“They're open 
fast as dd 
“Make su 
Mother M: 


id boiling it as 


e it's packed as tight as 
golies best, Use just enough 


- - - of the convenience a Dopp Kit 
offers. On vacations, business trips, in 
military service . . . it neatly holds all 
a man's shaving gear end toiletries 
and there's no better time to 

get) one than Christmas. From $6.95 
at better stores. 


DOPP KIT, 


Chicago, Illinois 60616 


MUSTANG OWNERS 


г) 


New, elegant, distinctive jewel-rich MUSTANG acces- 
sories . . . Exciting American sculptured gifts, Choose 
gold plate or silver plate rhodium. 


KEY, C/LINK or CLIP, $4.95 АП 5 items $19.95 
KEY FOB, $3.95. TIE ТАС $2.95 — Cal. res. add 4% lax 


No C.O.D. Send check or M.D. to: 


TREASURES OF THE WORLD 
635 So. San Fernando Blvd. Bui 


ТИ 


“Тһе most treasured name 
in men's toiletries" 


IMPERIAL DEL ORO 
For Men 


AFTER SHAVE LOTION and COLOGNE 


Ш RUSSIAN LEATHER 
Ш ITALIAN LEATHER 
MPERIAL SABER 

Ш IMPERIAL LIME 


Four masculine [ragrances handsomely 

presented in hand decorated 22 karat 

old flasks. Individually and gift sets. 
From $2.50 to $17. 


SAMPLES? Send 10c to cover cost of 
mailing all fragrances. 


IMPERIAL DEL ORO For Men 
2630 Temple Ave. / Long Beach, California 90806 
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{= a he-man's 
fragrance 


ЗАКА 


with a built-in 


eodorant 


loporant 


€ If you're a real man, or want to 
smell like опе... if you want an 
effective deodorant which will 
сату you confidently through 
the day and on through the night 
22. Lorle Lodorante For Men 
fills the bill on both counts! Get it 
in “Tumbleweed”, "Clover Нау” 
or “Boots and Saddle" . . . and 
start flexing your muscles. 


ORLE LODORANTE 


FOR MEN 


24-hour Spray Cologne-Deodorant, 
Splash-On Cologne or Afler Shave Lotion 
Giant Size from $2.00 

Parfum Lorie: Inc., 

15417 Mack Avenue e Detroit, Michigan 


e 
SUR 
CDoot 


$35.00 


. A Must 
For the New Continental Clothing...Finest 
Leather Obtoinable, Black Lame Skin... 


Latest Continental Type Boot . . 


Hand Made in Italy . , . Fully Leather lined 

. Non-breokoble zipper on side . . . leg- 
fitted, can be worn inside or outside trou- 
sers... Exceptional Quolity guaranteed... 
Designed Exclusively For [оз Vegas Boot- 
ery By Skilled Italian Craftsmen . . . Also 
available Black, Grey or Brown Suede 
ОВ Smooth Block Calf . . . Sizes 7 ta ІЗ. 


Las Vegas Воо4олу, Лис. 


302 Fremont St, Las Vegas, Nevada, бері. А 


Name. 

Address 

Сау & Stote. 

Color. leather Suede — Sire 


Minimum of $5.00 must occompeny each order. 
Balance C.O.D. 
“Ме poy pestege if full poyment occemponies erder'* 


hot water to make it firm and bouncy. A. 
soggy one won't go fifty feet.” 

One of the Israeli boys came up the 
path, running, in fact, from Raldroi 
LeFagel, who nimbly skipped after hi 

Buldroi, leave th lone or ГИ 


Le Fagel said gaily, "Look, it's all over 
my hands,” He held them out, revealing 
а gummy yellow covering. “I've been 


helping those superb young men pack it 
I tasted it, incidentally. It's delicious. 
Jewish delicacy, по? But then all Jewish 
delicacies taste delicious. You're Jewish, 
arent you, Bond?” 

Bond sent the lide poet spinning 
with a backhanded cuff. "Get lost, you. or 
Ill un your hide. Uh—sorry, LeFagel 

You had w make it a racial issue, 
Whitey?” 

The young Israeli, 
Neon Zion, said, “We're ready to roll, 
Oy Oy Seven. Give us the word.” 

They were silent as he approached 
them, even the nostep talker O' Marty. 

"Did you knock out a big cnoug! 
tion of the retaining wall?” Bond asked. 

“Didn't have to,” said Neon, “They did 
it for us with their last mortar barrag 

"OK." Bond said hoarsely. "Now we 
push it.” 
Shots skimmed over 
Rifles,” sid Bond. “7 
ning t0 come up now. 
the field glasses.” 

He adjusted the room-in lens. Camp 


whose name was 


their heads 
They must be plan- 


Doc, give me back. 


Camp, he saw, was gone! Smothered by 
the hellish legions of insects. Their first 
phalanw was m moving on Spector 


Dr. Nu and the Vi Teh Minh, Russkis and. 
Fidclistas. Dr. Nu, carrying IPECAC, 
bowed formally, bent down to speak to 
the leaders of the various species. 

He saw the Orientals mouth agape. 
My God, the man must be screaming his 
him! The yellow к 
ç. H ing blick . 
seas! Now there's just a blob 
writhing on the ground. Say Dr. 
Watts Nu! You and SPECTRE wanted 
the world to стам]... and now the 
awlers have had their rever 


Spector! Where was he? He's left his 
Oriemal genius to be gnawed w the 
hone, He's flecing down the mounta 
You know damn well whats o 
mind, Bond. The helicopter! 

“Heave 10, everybody! push, 
And ten tons of matzohball rolled 
ip of the precipice! 
down, down plummeted the 
yellow avenger, bouncing from ledge to 
ledge. gaining incredible 
crushed. hundreds of thou 
with a single bound, then bou 
up, up into the sky, then down aj 
to the wikLeyed, terror-stricken soldiers, 
strewing them about like tenpins, down, 
down. down into the airstrip. 

Bond's glasses picked up Nochum 
Spector, а briefcase ad, looking 
up in horror. Then Spector fell w his 


ush, 


Down, 


speed. И 
nds of insects 
ced up, 


knces and began to pray. Too late for that 
now, vou little bastard! The matzohball 
bounced and came down upon hin, Bond 
saw Nachum and the helicopter disappear 
under the yellow avalanche. 


Israel Bond leaned against the w 
the precipice, his eyes still riveted 
holocaust below. The matzoh- 
ball was beginning t0 come аран unde 
the той midday sun. He thought of 
Nochum. M must never know her be- 


ne 
ао the 


loved nephew had been the culprit. He 
would tell her that Rotten Roger Colfax 
all along and that 
Red 


had been a Russ 
the waitor business was literally 
herring 10 doubt and suspi 
among the М 33 ава 1/3 team. He re- 
hearsed his speech for the tenth time: 
"You would have been proud of the 
heroic way he met his Maker, Mother." 

"Talking to yourself. Mr. Bond? 

“Hello, dear Sister. Come to si 


ause 


Mi. Bond. But lers make th 
1 hate goodbyes. 1 know our 
paths will cross again someday. Now 1 
must go back into the convent and make 
that Jong-playing record for Marty. 1 
have asked that the proceeds be set aside 
for the creation of a Boys Town on El 
Tiparillo. Indeed. my brother Daldroi 
has asked to help operate it" 

He would. 1% 

"Until our 


hs converge, 1 want you 


to have this taken of my estec 
and ... uh o... affection. Please take 
this, М. Bond. 


In the palm of his hand was a mirror 


framed in a lovely coral recu It is 
exquisite, as you are, Sister- 
Vhenever you look into it. Mr 


Bond, you will see my favorite person in 
А rose of a blush surfaced 
her cheeks. She pressed. his hand 
t her heart, Then she turned and 
walked slowly back to the convent. She 
stood at the door, waved and was gon 

"Adieu, Sister Sweetcakes,” he whis- 
pered. “May the Blucbird of Happiness 
bring you Jan Pecice. 

He looked into the mirror and saw 
her (and his) favorie person in all the 
world. And—someone сім! An evil ani- 
mented grin bared a gold- 


all the world.” 
on 


mal whose d 


cn treasure поле. 
Torquemada LaBonza! "The Man 
with the Golden Gu “The Silent 
One!” No misnomer there. He had 
not even been aware of the man's ap- 
proach. 
Israel Bond, the egotistical fool! 


While he had been thinking he'd pulled 
off another successful conclusion, he'd for- 
gonen all about the world’s most feared 
assassin, Lalonza, whose victims died in 
an insane fit of laughter, Why? 

He was to know immediately. 

The voie of Torquemada LaBon 
ne out of 
ERM we 
you, doc. Your 


that Midas mouth: 


what's up, doc? ГИ tell 
hands, doc. Eh-h-h, that's 


‘cause 1 got this silencer 
backbone, doc." 

Bond began to laugh and I 
Laugh. It poured out of hi 
blood had from his wonnds. LaBo 
spun him around with his left hand a 
raked Bond's check with his 
reopening the old wound. 

Still Bond laughed, though the che 
smarted terribly. He could not help it, 
no matter what. 


gainst your 


Torquemada’s voice was that of— 
Bugs Bunny! 
‘LaBonzi, 1 cm't help и. Nobody 


How in the world did you ¢ 
voice like that?" 

o answer. Bond thought his query 
had. drawn a Mel Blanc. 
Then LaBonza spoke. 
don't matter now, doc, "cause Fm gor 
kill vou anyway and bring that hotshot 
mezuzah of yours back to КСВ. Pretty 
humiliatin’, ain't it, doc? The Israeli su- 
perman is brought down by a cwazy 
wabbit, eh, doc 

Though convuled by simultaneous 
mirth and fear, Bond nevertheless man- 
aged to get the story. 


could. 
get 


His father was an impresionist, 
LaBonza pointed ош. but made a meager 
living at it, There were many Cagney- 


work- 


Robinson-Cooper-Grant imitators 
ag the cheaptheater circuit, and the 
father was ruefully aware he had blow 
his talent on feited market. Howev- 
cr. LaBonza added, his father adored the 
rartoan character i delightful 
shorts one saw with every movie in the 
Thirties and Forties. No one was spe 
s in these imitations and хо almost 
from birth he took Torquemada to the 
movies three times a hoping to 
leave the boy with a profitable legacy 
"You с what it was like 
in those formative years with a 
tyrant for a father. Ah, phooey!" He 
was Donald Duck now. quacking irately 
at his rouen Jot in lile. "And, thullerin" 
thuccotash, thir (now he was an equally 
incensed Dally Duck), from the very be 
ginning cvery time ГА try to thpeak 
normally, that thtupid father of mine 
would dig his thumbih into my cheekth 
манй my mouth ached, Thoon I wath 
afraid to even try thpeaking like a nor 
mal perthon, And вееелев whach- 
when he d-d-ddied (Porky Pig had tà 
over the narrative at this point). Гу 
so used to speaking like this (Porky 
passed the ball to Mickey), that | con- 


сайл 


жес] 


n't envision 


for me 


tinned this way, Kinda awful, huh, 
Pluto? 

"Why did you become an asasin, 
LaBonzaz” Bond barely got it out. His 


body was shaking with silent laughter. 
No harm showing a liule sympathy to 
th st of human beings. 

1 адм Г taw a pultycat. Why? 
“Tause E hated my daddy "tuse he made 
me weal misewable (it was Tweety 
Bird's turn). Г wanted wevenge on a wot- 


E 
“Oooh 


ten world. 1 wanted to—hah? hah!—kill 
wots of wittle gway wabbits—I hate іше 
gway wabbits—and kill even more peo- 
ple. (Elmer Fudd muscled in.) But, so 
why are yuh why are yuh askin’ 
me all these d ed fool questions? 
Үошай ain tryin ter put somethin’ 
over on old Torquemada, is vah? Аһ say 
is yuh? (Leghom picked up the ball.) 
Certainly not, LaBonza. It's just that 
your story is so fantastic. Why the golden 
ah and gum: 
“Jiminy Cricket! (Bond had no tron- 
ble with this one.) Гиз your conscience, 
Torquemada, so ГИ answer the gentle 
man's question. Its ‘cise your. father 
squeezed your cheeks so often. your teeth 
softened and fell out. And. honest, Pi- 
noke, so did your gums. So when you 
killed your first man. you had the whole 
business done in gold so's you'd be sum- 
pin’ special, huh 
“Well, LaBonza, whoever put in that 
golden mouth of yours cheated you." 
"Look, doc. if you're makin’ fun о’ me 
TIL kill you real slow and easy, a bullet 
in cach hand, each leg, each rib. 
Bond smiled ichalandy. “Why 
should 1 make fun? Fm a damn serious 
guy when I [ace death, LaBonza. Now, 
look for yourself. Here's a mirror. И you 
look very closely you'll sce you got the 
cheapest kind of gold. Maybe it isn't 
even gold. Maybe it's pyrites—fool’s gold. 
See for yourself, 
LaBonza grabbed 
He turned it 
himself, oper 
Bond tensed. If 


the mirror angrily 
а held и toward. 


his mouth wide. 


he d 


1 figured it out 


right, he had one last chance. 

As LaBonzi’s mouth spread. the sun 
flashed against the generous golden ex 
panse. the flash ricocheting. ой the mir- 
ror into LaBonza’s eyes. He was blinded 
for one second. 


nd hard, the 
es sending pangs 
LaBonza was 


Bond hit him low im 
pact with the man’s ki 
through his sore shoulders. 
hurled back, back . . . and over the wall 
His hands clawed for a grip on a root 
lost it, and he fell into space. Bond heard 
screaming oinks. quacks, tweets, then. 
heard the nore as the black 
bounced off a ledge and plunged 10 the 
bottom of Mount Maidenhead. 

Now it really is over, he panted. 

Yet, he pondered, how could any of it 
have been real? Ва been an adven- 
ture peopled Бу а 
characters 10 be found in the 
convolutions ol a mentally imb; 
wiiers mind. Had any of these 
ез been more th: rioons? 
How 


no dot 


ion of 
marred 
anced 
men: 


conglomer 


nc 
put 


could he finis on 


nightmare in keeping with its cartoonish 
quality? 
His gray eyes gleamed, the smile form- 


ing as he knew what he must say. 
Israel Bond said: “Th-thth-that's all 


EEHolks! 
Ba 


SCHEME 


(IF NEED BE) 


Hut get him a genume Dopp Kit 
Every man on your gift list will ap- 
preciate the real thing—the travel ki 
that holds all his toiletries, then zips 
flat for casy packing. Leakproof lining, 
too. From $6.95 at better stores. 


DOPP KIT. 


Chicago, Шіпоі 60616 


Shenanigans? 
Choug 


«tha no-nonsense After Shave Cologne! 
Also Spray Deodorant. By Frances Denney, 
At top dapartment stores. 


C 1000 оо oce 1 


ANY 3 DIFFERENT 
ORDERS $2 ppd. 


ir E Mey A. к tots 
‘iain averar” 
ale Cat тот 


[i 


Make Wine at Home 


Federal lew permits heads of households to produce, Lax 
free, up to 200 gallons of wine annually for home use. 
АИ new VINO KITS include complete equipment for 
easier than-ever wine making. reuseable fermenting 
aging Lanks, compact water seal valves, and a засела 
fometer 1o scierically measure Sugar content for 
finest wines every ume 

23 pate booklet wilh all season recipes provides prac 
{ical instructor or year touncenjoymertotthvsfascinat- 
ing hobby! Satisfaction guaranteed if usce as directed. 
Standard Ки (Reuseable, 10-bottle capacity) 4658 
Master's КИ (Reuseable, 35-boltle capacity) $9.98 


POST PAID (No C.0.D:5) 
Vino 


CORPORATION 
BOX 7498-AP ROCHESTER, N.Y. 14615 
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CIRCLE OF SEX 


neighbor Dorian, the Quean finds women 
lly unattractive or repulsive, yet in- 
tellectually and aesthetically interesting 
because he wants to be а woman. This is 
why he makes ап excellent. beautician, 
hairdresser, interior decorator or costume 


sexua 


designer, and, like Dorian, he ойе 
excels in the "sensitive arts" of music, 
dancing (especially balle), poctry, and 


painting. The 104 axis is, however, the 
trouble’ spot on the Circle not only 
because Dykes and Queans are on the 
sexual borderline and inwardly mixed 
up, but even more because of social re 
jection, which mixes them up because it 
makes it hard for them to accept them- 
selves, Occasionally they actually succeed 
in passing themselves off as members of 
the opposite sex, though this is а risky 


and unsatisiactory means of social 
adaptation. 
The rotation of the axis to Ше 11-5 po- 


sition is critical, for between 10 and 11,4 
and 5, is the physiological boundary be 
tween male and. female. If one believed 
in reincarnation. the 11 and 5 types are 
just what the Dyke and the Quean would 
become in their next lives, for at И is 
Don Juan and at 5 
call Lady C., after Lady y 
erine the Great and Courtesan, For it 
seems that in the Don Juan type the ex- 
treme Lesbian has at last acquired male 
equipment and is going to use it for all 
it iy words, In. common with the Dyke, 
Don Juan finds physical contact with 
men repulsive. He cannot abide army 
life, and prison is sheer torture, Yet he is 
often mistaken for a Quean because he 
dresses elegamtly, even foppishly, and 
sometimes enjoys че the fluffy style 
m а boudoir 
in crazy 


of women's clothes. С 
rather than а den, for he 
about feminine women and everything 
to do with them. He has no interest in 
children and abhors monogamy, loving 
variety i just as one likes to rove 
around h 1 fondlin 
wom: y. He is a "woman's m; 
because what pleases him a 
sexual intercourse ік to bestow 
male orgasm. His i 
ten supposed, in how many women he 
has made, but in how many he has de 
lighted. The man who scores up his mak 
outs is usually trying to prove an insecure 
masculinity, and Don Ju. 
about that. 

Stand 
Lady C. 
lool 
ol a 
likes to с 


l in 
the fe- 
terest is not, as is ol- 


bove a 


has no worries 


ight opposite Don Juan, 
necessarily a feminine- 
g woman. She may be somethir 
tomboy, a "mans woman" who 
p. hunt and even (like Cath- 
t of Russia) go to the wa 
nfolk. She is a nymphomani 
ble sexual appetite, the fe- 
reincarnation” of the kind of 
Quean who prefers to be isolated with 
les in the navy. She is disliked by most 
just as Don Juan is no friend of 


(continued from page 166) 


other heterosexual males: They are dis- 
trusted as heartstealers, though they 
will seldom clope with one’s spouse. For 
them, variety is the spice of life and sex- 
ual intercourse a sweet intimacy between 
friends. As one Don Juan put it, “Never 
refuse a desirable lady when she desires 
you. It is unchivalrous. But never seduce 
а lady against her will. That is also u 
chivalrous and, besides, unnecessary. 
‘There are plenty of unhappy wives whose 
husbands are тоо cold or 100 stupid to 
satisfy them.” The sexual converse would 
be mue for the attitude of Lady € 
ward men. 


at last fallen in love with а particular 
Lady C 


‚їйє 15 a 
! position ol p 
materfamilias down the center, the 
where sexuality is at its best for the law- 
ful reproduction of the species—the 
only legitimate kind of sex for 
those who believe that beari 
is the only legitimate function of inter 


the ideal 
and especially w 
and a particu 
nize, which is 
most news is bad news, one hears more of 
the failures than of the successes. Yet 
when two 20-yearolds vow before an 
altar to love cach other for always and. 
ule a mistake to confuse 
1 of their immedi- 


relationship for some people, 


n а particular Darby 
Joan happen to harmo- 
amble. Since 


hé ancien Aid Û king, 
live forever!" they meant по more 1 
to wish him a long life. 
Every axis of the Circle 
some more than others, for few 
fixed firmly at one point on the 


We are more like needles on the 
vibrating between certain limits. 
in a successful Darby n re- 
hip there is a tende: in 


the imerests of hus 


the т 
band and wife to go beyond the family, 


riage, Гот 


and in many nii es it exists from the 
мам. Thus, when the axis rotates to the 
Гана 7 positions, we have at Га 
called the Pioneer and at 7 
whom Gavin Arthur calls 
(the very feminine Hele 
type] 
twits her 
is always middle-aged, potbellied 
intellectually naive. But consider her as 
the complementary opposite of the high. 
ly male Pioneer with his strong devotion 
10 some vocation beyond, but not neces- 
arily excluding, family life—profession, 
business or sport, Here are id 
soldiers, hunters and. explorers, philoso- 
phers and politicians, scientists and engi- 
neers—men who work not just to bring. 
home the on but for the joy of the 
work itself. These 1 o'clocks usually mar- 


Hokinson 
though T do not like this term. It 


м much gests that she 


nd. 


artists a 


ry and are predominantly heterosexual, 
but they have a strong capacity for 
friendship with other men. Every so ofte 
they must escape from the family for the 
club or poolroom, fishing сір or bull 
session, 


Likewise the 


Zo'elock woman is not 
primarily a homemaker. She has а mind 
of her own and is interesting because she 
has many yor only the P. 
the Саше or the League of Women 
Voters, but also readi gar 
dening or bowling, attending concerts 
d lectures, and thus relies rather hea 
ily o The 
Kennedy is supposed to have said to h 
wife, "You look after the culture and ГИ 
run the country!" so perhaps we should 
call this lady Jacqueline. She is above all 
а civilizing inlluence—at her best, she 
woos men into culture 
her worst, she casu 
or Mrs. Grundy beca never had а 
man who knew how tw play with her. 
Thus, any man who really wins а Jaque- 
line has a relationship, not just a wile 
We are mow at the second critical 
point of the Circle. As the physiological 
differentiation of the sexes lay along the 
diameter between 10 and 11 at onc end, 
and 4 and 5 at the other, so the diame- 
ter 7-8 00 12 ds the “watershed” along 
whose ridge lies maximal femininity and 
masculinity. Just over the ridge [rom 
Jacqueline is the Career Girl, usually а 
very feminine single woman—the devot- 
ed. secretary worker, actress 
or schoolteacher—the Boclock lady who 
is indined to professions particularly 
suitable for wom t from the 


the babysitter 


neighboring Sapphos and Dykes who of- 
ten compete with men in medicine, 
science. law and business. In her sexual 
life the Career Girl wavers, In our cul- 


least. her general inclination is 
for mule lovers, but she toys with ho- 
mosexual relationships with her room. 


mates since, for economic reasons, she 
often shares living quarters with other 
women. Frequently she is very happy ats 


в "оп езе" girl for two or three men 
who want holidays from. their wives, but 
who want much more out of sex than just 
а piece of tail. Career Girl tends to col 
lect men whose wives "don't understand 
them. 

Her opposite at 2 o'clock is 1 
named after Julius, who was known in 
his army as "every man's wife and every 
woman's husband." Our culture makes it 
hard for him to accept and express hi 
ambisextrous nature, and thus ће usual- 
Jy appears as a cariciture of Pioncer—the 
“tough guy" who plays the role of ро 
liceman, drill sergeant, bouncer, prize 
fighter, test. pilot, truck. driv gressive 
supersalesman or tycoon, Just because 
he must not, Imit his ambi- 
sesterity, he Толеу Dorians and Queans 
and beats them up when they make ad- 
vances to him. Unlike his opposite, С: 
reer Girl, he is generally forced 


Caes 


fession to make—I'm not really а model.” 


“Now I have а соп 
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marriage to assert his heterosexuality, 
though the vigor of the assertion is the 
measure of its weakness. He “screws” 
women because a man should, but he is 
uncomfortuible and uncommu 
their company: he is pre-eminently the 
"man's man,” Freed of these social repres- 
sions. he cin be a most valuable member 
of the community—tough but not hostile. 
brave but not combative, strong but not 
ing—a wonderful combination of 
e and friendliness, 
Now that we have been all the way 
round the Circle, some general remarks 
are in order. The intention of the 
scheme is to be provocative rather. than 
definitive. It is a suggestion—not yet a 
rigorous and scientific. classification. of 
sexual types, People are supposed to 
about it, to sce if they can fit 
and their frien но the 
types, and to take particular note of (a) 
the types they dislike, and (b) the ways 
of typing with which they most strongly 
dis ‘This may tell them a lot about 
themselves, for the classification that you 
find most inept may well be your own. 
Obviously, few people stand at one pre- 
cise spot on the dial. As | have said, 
most of us waver like poi 
over 5, 10 or 15 "minutes 


"er needles 
of the dock, 


286 suy, from 11 to 1 or from 5 to 8, or from 


11:03 to 1:02. In the white Anglo-Saxon 
Protestant subculture of the United 
States, we pretend that most of the 
population lies between 12 and 1 for 
les, and б and 7 for females (with 
some tolerance for 8). But this is 
opinion as to where the popul 
should be, not an account of its ac 
distribution, and. as no one knew better 
than Alfred Kinsey, the facts are as elu 
sive as can be. Under the immense social 

al mores and fashions, 
п unable to 


pressure оГ зе 
dual 
even to himself, that he belongs to 
"abnormal". type- 

But most argumentation as to the nor 
maley and abnormalcy, healthiness and 
sickness of sexual variations is nonsense. 
If the standard of nor 


s oft adm 


alcy is to be de. 


term ly by what most peo- 
ple do. are physicists abnormal because 
there are so few of them? I sickness is 
what shortens life and/or makes people 
miserable, is there any evidence that ho 
mosexuals die younger t 
Or that they arc 


» hererosesu. 
erable for any 


other reason than that there are powe 
Tul laws and prejudices against them? Ts 
there, furthermore. the slightest evidence 


1 intercourse is “n 
сой” only for purposes of reproducti 
И every sexual act should, ideally, pro- 


that sex Tur 


өш, now, Miss Pageau—that doesn't count!" 


duce a baby, should every seed bring forth 
a plam? Should every pomegranate, 
which, like human sperm, has lots of seeds 
in it, produce a thousand trees? Miserly 
and ungenerous people think 
steful and prolligne in the vast variety 
of her forms and in the "supertluity" of 
her seeding processes. But nanne шау, 
with just as much right, be called exuber 
ant, or likened to a player, sing 
dancer doing things that aren't absolutely 
necessary for bare survival. Is it unreason- 
able 10 extend the same generous attitude 
to the varieties of human sexuality- 
especially when they сап be seen in the 
form of a logical spectru 

Finally. it should be remembered that 
this brief description of ше Circle has 
given по more than hints of certain 
points lying upon an equator that sur- 
rounds a sphere. This equator is the hot- 
test, the most sexual Latitude of love. It 
even be that at the sphere’s center 
there is that white light which is the 
spinning source of all the colorations of 
the human spectrum, which every human 
being on earth calls by the 
mystically most meaning 
which Dante called 
moves the sun and other si 


of nature as 


or 


m 


ame that is 
to him, and 
Love which 


5. 


despair 
(continued рот page 202) 


he seemed to have donned that. gawky 
disguise for am old-fashioned slumkin- 
lumpkin fancy dress ball 

^E could do with a smoke, 
Czech. His voice turned out 
pectedly low-tuned. even sedate, and with 
two forked fingers he made the gesture of 
holding a cigarette. 1 thrust toward him 
my large cigarette сазе: my eyes did not 
once leave his Lice. He bent a little near- 
er, pressing his hand 
he did so, and 1 wok the opportunity of 
inspecting his ear and hollow temple. 

“German ones.” said he and. smiled 
showed his gums. This disappointed me, 
but happily his smile vanished immedi 
ately. (Ву this time I was loath to part 
with the marvel.) 

German yoursel” he inquired in 
that Language. his fingers twirling and 
pressing the cigureuc. I said Yes and 
dicked my lighter under his nose. Не 
greedily joined his hands roafwise above 
the wembl пе. Blueblack, square 


said he in 
» be unex- 


man, too” said he, pufling 
smoke. “That is, my father was German, 
but my mother was Czech, came from 
Pilsen.” 

I kept expecting from him an outburst 
of surprise, great laughter perhaps, but 
he remained impassive. Only then did I 
телиле what an oat he жаз. 

Slept like a top." said he to himself in 
a tone of fatuous complacency, and spat 
with gusto. 

“Our of work?" 

Mournfully he nodded several times 
and spat again. It is always a wonder to 
me the amount of saliva that simple folk 
seem to possess. 

^L can walk more than my boots can," 
said he looking at his feet, Indeed, he was 
sadly shod. 

He rolled slowly onto his belly and. as 
he surveyed the distant gasworks and а 
skylark that soared up from а furrow, he 
went on amusingly: 

"That was a good job 1 had list y 
Saxony. пог far [rom the frontier. Ga 
dening. Best thing in the world! Later 
on 1 worked in а pastry shop. Every night 
after work. me and my friend used 10 
oss the frontier for a pint of beer. Seven 
miles there and as many back. The Czech 
beer was cheaper than ours and the 
wenehes fatter, There was a time, 100, 
when | played the fiddle and kept а 
white mouse.” 

Now let us glance from the side, but 
just in passing. without any physiogno- 


1 asked. 


mizing: not too closely, please, gentlemen, 
or you might get the shock of your lives. 
Or perhaps you might not. Alas, after all 


that has happened 1 have come 10 know 
the partiality and [allaciousness of hu 
п eyesight, Anyhow, here is the pic- 
: iwo men reclining on a patch of 


sickly grass; опе, a smartly dressed fellow, 


slashing his knee with a yellow glove: the 
other, а vague-eyed vagabond. Iving full 
length and voicing his grievances а 
life. Crisp rustle of neighboring thorn 
bush, Flying clouds. A windy day 
with litle shivers Tike those that тш 
along the coat of 4 horse. Rattle of a mo- 
1. А шк» 


tor lony from the highro: 

small voice in the sky. 
The wamp had 

then spoke 


lapsed into silence: 
pausing to expectorate, 
ad another. On and on. 
Sighed sadly. Lying prone, bent his legs 
back till the calves touched his bottom. 
and then again stretched them out. 

Look here, you." | blunted. "Doi 
ally хее anything? 
He rolled over and sat up. 
vs the idea?" he asked, a frown of 
suspicion darkening his face. 

1 said: "You must be blind." 

For some ten seconds we kept looking 
imo each other's eves. Slowly 1 raised my 
right arm, but his lefi did nor rise, as I 
had almost expected it t0 do. I closed my 
left eye, but both his eves remained open. 
I showed him my tongue. He muttered 
again 

“What's up: 


What's up?” 

1 produced a pocket mirror. Even as he 
wok it, he pawed at his face, then 
gled at his palm. but found neither 
blood пог bird spat. He looked at him- 
sell in the sky-blue g ave it back 
to me with a shrug, 

You fool." 1 cried. “Don't you sec ih 
we two—don't you see thar we аге 
Now liste à good look at me...” 

1 drew his head sideways to mine, so 
that our temples touched: in the glass wo 
pairs of су iced. and swam. 

When he spoke his tone was conde- 
scending. 

A rich man never quite resa 
poor one, but I dare say you know beiter 
Now I remember once seeing а pair of 

‚ їп August 1096—or was it 
September? Now let me sce. No. August. 
Well, that was really some likeness. No- 
body could tell the one from the other. 
You were promised a hundred marks if 
you spotted the least difference. “АП 
ight. says Fritz (Big Carrot, we called 
and lands one twin a wallop on the 
car. "There you are. he says. ‘one of them 
has a red car, and the other hasn't, so just 
hand over the money if you don't mind." 
What a laugh we had!” 

His eyes sped over the dovegray doth 
of my suit: slid down the sleeve: tripped 
and pulled up at the gold watch on my 
wrist. 

"Couldn't you find some work for me 
he asked, cocking his head. 

Note: It was he and not Г who first per 
ceived the masonic bond in our resem- 
blance; and as the resemblance itself had 
been established by ше. 1 stood tow 
himaccording to his subconscious caleu- 
lation—in a subtle state of dependence, as 
if I were the mimic and he the model 
Naturally, one always prefers people lo 


take 


ples 
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say: “He resembles you," and not the oth- 
cr way round. In appealing to me Гог 
help this petty scoundrel was just Teeling 
the ground in view ol future demands. At 
the back of his muddled brain there 
he, the reflection that I ought 
nkful to him for his generously 
granting me, by the mere fact of his own 
existence, the occasion of looking like 
him. Our resemblance stuck me as a 
freak bordering on the miraculous. Wh 
interested him was mainly my wishing to 
see any resemblance at all. He appeared 
to my cyes as my 

cicarure bodily identical with me. It was 
this absolute sumeness which gave me so 
piercing a thrill, He on his part saw in 
а doubtful imi D wish to lay stress, 
however, on the dimness of those ideas of 
his. He would certainly not have under 
stood my comments upon them, the 
dullard. 

Гат afraid there is nor much I can do 
for you at the moment.” I answered cold- 
ly. "But leave ше your address," 

T took out my notebook and 
pencil. 

Hc smiled rucfully: "No good say- 
ing I live in a villa: beuer to sleep in a 
hayloft than on moss in а wood, but bet 
ter to sleep on moss than on a hard 
bench." 

Still, 1 should like to know where to 
find you 

He thought this over and then said: 
"This autumn 1 am sure to be at the same 
village where I worked Dust year. You 
might send a line to the post office therc. 
It is not far from Tarnitz. Here, let me 
write it down for you." 

His name turned out to be Felix, “the 
happy one.” What his surname was, gen 
tle reader, is по business of yours. His 
awkward handwriting seemed to асақ at 
every turning. He wrote with his left 
hand. It was time lor me to go. 1 put ten 


lurked, m 


silver 


crowns into his cap. With a conde- 
sending gin he offered his hand. 
hardly bother up. D grasped 


only because it provided me with the cu 
rious ion of Narcissus fooling Nem- 
esis by helping his image out of the 
brook. 

Then almost at а run 1 returned the 
way I had come. When I looked over my 
shoulder I saw his dark lank figure among 
the bushes. He was lying supine, his legs 
crossed in the air and his arms under his 
head. 

Suddenly 1 [elt limp, dizzy, dead tired, 
ay after some long and disgusting orgy. 
The reason for this sickly sweet afterglow 
was that he had, with a cool show of ab- 
sent-mindedness, pocketed my silver pen- 
cil. A procession of silver pencils marched 
endless tunnel of corruption. As 
I followed Ше edge of the road I now and 
then closed my eyes till 1 all but tumbled 
into the ditch, Then afterward, at the 

fice, in the course of a business conver- 
I simply craved to tell my inter- 
‘Queer thing has just happened 


down an 


to me! Now you would hardly believe 
But | said nothing, thus setting a 
precedent. for secrecy. 

When at last 1 got back 10 my hotel 


room, 1 found there. amid mercurial 
shadows and framed in frizzly bronze, Fe- 

waiting me. Pale-faced and solemn 
he drew nei, He was now wellshaven: 


his hair was smoothly brushed back. He 
wore a dove-gray suit with a lilac tie. 1 
took out my handkerchief; he took out 
his handkerchief roo. А truce. parle 
Some of the countryside had 4 
my nostrils, 1 blew my nose and sat down 
on the edge of the bed. continuing the 
while to consult the miror. 1 remember 
that the small marks of conscious exist- 
ence such as the dust in my nose, the 
black dirt betwee heel and the shank 
of one shoe, hunger, and presently the 
ugh brown taste tinged with lemon of a 
ge fiat veal cuter in the grillroom, 
strangely absorbed my attention as if I 
were looking for, and finding (and still 
doubting a lite) proofs that T was 1. and 
that this D (a secondrate businessman 
with ideas) was really at a hotel, dining. 
reflect on business matters, xd had 
nothi mon with a certain tramp 
g under a 

n. the thrill of that 
rt miss а beat. That 
man, especially when he slept. when his 
features were motionless. showed me my 
own face, my mask, the flawlessly pure 
e of my corpse—t use the Luter term 


-rely because 1 wish 10 express with the 
express what? Namely 


utmost 
thi 


clarity 
that we had 


I features, and 


ce was strikingly evident. 
what is death, if not a face 
artistic perlection? Life only muned my 
double thus a breeze dims the bliss of 
Narcissus: thus, in the painter's absence, 
there comes his pupil aad by the super- 
fluous flush of unbidder. ants disfigures 
the portrait painted by ihe master. 

And then, thought 1. was not L who 
knew and liked my own face, in a better 
position than others to notice my double, 
for it is not everyone who is зо observ 
аш: and it often happens that. people 
comment upon the striking resemblance 
between wo persons, who, though ac 
quainted, do not suspect their own likc- 
ness (and who start denying it hotly if 
told). A the same, 1 had never belore 
supposed it possible that there could exist 


such perfect resemblance as that between 
Felix and me. | have seen brothers re- 
sembling cach other, twins. On the screen 
1 have seen a man meeting his double: 
or better to say an actor рі; 
parts with, as in our case, the diffe 
of social standing naively stressed, so 
in one part he was a slinking rough, 
in the other a staid bourgeois in 
as if, really, a jentical tramps, or 
a pair of identical gents, would have been 
less fun. Yes, I have seen all that, but 
the likeness between twin brothers is 


spoiled like an cquiradical rhyme by the 
stamp of kinship. while a film actor in a 
double part can hardly deceive anyone, 
for even if he does appear in both im- 
personations at once. the eye cannot help 
tracing a line down the middle where 
the halves of the picture have been 
joined. 

Our case, however, was neither that of 
identical twins (sharing blood meant for 
one) nor of a stage wizard's trickery. 

How I long to convince you! And I 
will, I will convince you! 1 will force 
you all, you rogues, to believe .. . though 
L am afraid that words alone, owing to 
their special nature, are unable to convey 
visually a likeness of that kind: the two 
faces should be pictured side by s 
means of real colors. not words, the 
only then would the spectator see my 
point. Any author's fondest dream 
turn the reader into a spectator: is 
ever attained? The pale organi 
erary heroes. feeding under the author's 
swell gradually with the 
"s lifeblood: so that the genius of a 
writer consists in giving them the faculty 
to adapt themselves to that—not very 
i food and thrive on it, 
centuries. But at the present 


Шеге arto 
. this is my nose: a big one of the 
northern type, with à hard bone son 
what arched and the fleshy part tipped up 
and almost rectangular. And that is his 
nose, а pericet replica of mine. Here are 
the two sharply drawn furrows оп both 
sides of my mouth with lips so thin as to 
seem licked He has got them. too. 
Here are the cheekbones but this is a 
passport list of facial features mean 
nothing; an absurd convent 
body told me once that 1 looked like 
andsen, the polar explorer. Well, Fe- 
100. looked like Amundsen. Bur it is 
not every person that can recall Amund- 
sen’s Face. 1 myself recall it but faintly, 
nor am I sure whether there had not been 
пир with Nansen. No, 1 
thing. 
mpering, that m, Well do 1 
know that 1 have proved my point. Going 
on splendidly. You now see both of us, 
reader. Two. but with a single face. You 
must not suppose, however. that 1 am 
hamed of possible slips and type errors 
the book of nanne. Look nearer: 1 
possess large yellowish teeth; his arc wl 
1 set more closely together, but is 
ally important? On my forehead a 
vein stands out like a capital M imper- 
fealy drawn, but when E sleep my brow 
ix as smooth as that of my double. And 
those ears . . . the convolutions of his are 
but very slightly altered in comparison 
with mine: here more compressed, there 
smoothed out. We have eyes of the same 
shape, narrowly slit with sparse lashes, 
but his iris is paler than mine. 
This was about all in the w 


awa 


some 


T 


y of dis- 


tinctive markings that E discerned at that 
fist meeting. During the following night 
my rational memory did not cease exam- 
ining such minute flaws, whercas with the 
irrational memory of my senses 1 kept 
seeing. despite everything, myself, my 
own self, in the sorry disguise of a tramp, 
his face motionless, with chin and checks 


bristleshaded, as happens to a dea 
overnight 
Why did 1 tarry і 


finished my business. Г was free to retum 
to Beru. Why did T go back to those 
slopes next morning, to that road? I had 
по Wouble in finding the exact spot 
where he had sprawled the day before. I 
discovered there a golden cigarctie-end, a 
dead violet, a scrap of Czech newspaper. 
and—that pathetically impersonal ua 
which the unsophisticated wanderer is 
wont to leave under а bush: one large, 
straight, manly piece and а thinner onc 
coiled over it. Several emerald flies com 
pleted the picture. Whither had һе 
gone? Where had he passed the night? 
Empty riddles. Somehow 1 felt horribly 
uncomfortable heavy way. as if 
the whole experience had been an evil 
deed. 

I returned to the hotel for my suitcase 
nd hurried to the station. There, at the 
entrance to the platform, were two rows 
of ice low benches with backs carved 
and curved in perfect accordance with 
the human spine. Some people were sit- 
ting there; а few were dozing. It occurred 
to me that 1 should suddenly see him 
there, fast asleep, hands open and one 
last violer still in his buttonhole. People 
would notice us together: jump up. sur 
round us, drag us to the police station . . . 
why? Why do I write this? Just the usual 
rush of my pen? Or is it indeed a crime in 
itself for two people to be as alike as two 
drops of blood? 


ce 


а vagu 


Т have grown much too used to an out 
side view of myself, to being both painter 
and model, so no wonder my style is de- 
nied the blessed grace of spontaneity. Try 
s I may I do not succeed in getting back 
мо my original envelope, let alone mak- 
ag myself comfortable in my old self; the 
disorder there is far too great; things 
have been moved, the lamp is black and 
dead, bits of my past liter the floor, 
Quite a happy past, 1 dare say. 1 owned 
in Berlin a small but attractive flat, three 
and а half rooms, sunny balcony, hot 
water, central heating: Lydia, my 30- 
yearold wife, and Elsie, our 17-year-old 
maid. Close ar hand was the garage 
where stood that delightful litle car 
—а dark-blue twoseater, paid for 
installments. Оп the balcony, а bulging 
round-headed hoary cactus grew bravely 
though slowly. 1 got my tobacco always 
the same shop, and was grected there by 
radiant smile. A similar smile welcomed 
ту wife at the моге which supplicd us 
with eggs and butte wurday nights 
we went to а calé or to the pictures. We 


ed to the cream. of the smug mid- 
or so it would seem. I did not. 
however, upon coming home from office, 


take оН my shoes to lie down on the 
couch with the evening paper. Nor did 
conversation with my wile consist solely 


of smallish numerals. Nor again did my 
thoughts always stick to the adventures of 
the chocolate 1 made. I may even confess 
that certain Bohemian tastes were not en- 
tirely foreign to my nature 

As to my attitude toward new Russia 
let me declare straightaway that I did not 
share my wife's views. Coming from her 
painted lips, the term “Bolshevik” ac- 
quired a note of habitual and trivial 


hatred—no, "hatred" is, 1 am 1, too 
strong а word here. [t was something 
homely, elementary. womanish, for she 


disliked Bolsheviks 
(on Sundays especially) or bedbugs (espe 
cially in new lodgings), and Bolshevism 
meant to her a nuisance akin to the com- 
mon cold. She took it for granted that 
facts confirmed her opinion: their truth 
was too obvious to he discussed. Bolshe 
viks did not believe in God; that was 
naughty of them. but what else could one 
expect from sadists and hooligans? 
When I used 10 say that Communism 
in the long run was a great and necessary 
new Russia was produc- 


5 onc dislikes rain 


thing: th 


youn; 


ues, although unintelli 
ible io Western minds and unacceptable 
to destitute and embittered exiles; that 
history had never yet known such е 
thusiasm, asceticism. and unselfishness. 
such faith in the impending sameness ol 
us all—when 1 used to talk like this, my 
wile would answer serenely: “I think you 
re saying it to tease me, and I think іг» 
not kind." But really [was quite serious 
for I have always believed that the mot 
tled tangle of our elusive lives demands 
such essential change: that. Communism 
shall indeed create а beautifully squ 
world of identical brawny fellows, broad 
iouldered and microcephalous: and that 
hostile attitude toward it is both child 
ish and preconceived, reminding me ol 
the Lice my wile makes—nostils strained 
and опе eyebrow lifted (the childish and 
preconceived idea of a vamp) every t 
she catches sight of herself in the mirror. 

Now that is a word I loathe. the ghastly 
thing! Г have had none of the әнісіс ever 
since 1 stopped shaving. Anyway. the 
mere mention of it has just given me 
sty shock, broken the flow of my story 
(please imagine what should follow here 
—the history of mirrors): then, too, there 
are cooked ones, monsters among mir 
rors: a neck bared, no matter how slight 
ly, draws out suddenly imo a downw 


ing wonderful va 


“T understand some pretty famous 
people vacation here!” 
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wn of flesh, to meet which there stretch- 
©з up from below the belt another 
marchpane-pink nudity and both merge 
into one; а crooked mirror strips its man 
or stants to squash him, and lo! there is 
produced a man-bull, а man-toad, under 
the pressure of countless. glass 
pheres; or else, one is pulled out like 
dough and then torn into two. 
Enough—let us get on—roars of lau 


unos. 


ll so simple as vou seem to think, vou 
swine. you! Oh. уез. 1 am going to curse 
at you, none can forbid me to curse. And 
not to have а looking glass in my room— 
that js also my right! True, even in the 
event of my being confronted by one 
(bosh, what have | to lear?) it would 
lect a bearded stranger—for that beard 
of mine has done jolly well, and in such 
short time too! 1 am disguised so perfect- 
ly. as ло be invisible to my own self, Hair 
comes sprouting out of every pore. There 
must have been a tremendous stock of 
shag inside me. I hide in the natural jun- 
gle that has grown аш of me. There 
nothing to fear. Silly superstition! 

See here, Гат going to write that word 
tin. Mirror. Mirror, Well, has anything 
happened? Mirror, mirror. mirror. As 
у times as you like—I fear nothing. А 
ог. To catch sight of oneself in a mir- 
1 was referring to my wife wh 
speaking of that. Diflicult to talk if one is 
constantly interrupted. 

By the way, she, too, was given to super- 
sution. Lhe “touchwood” fad. Hurviedly, 
with an air of decision, her lips com- 
pressed, she would glance about for some 
bare, unpolished t find only the u 
«өзіде of a touch it with her 
stumpy fingers (little cushions of fesh 
round the stawberrybright nails which 
though lacquered, were never quite clean: 
the nails of a child)—touch it quickly 
whilst the mention of happiness still hung 
warm in the air. She believed in dreams: 
to dream you had lost tooth portended 
the death of someone you knew; and if 
there came blood with the tooth, then it 
would be the death of a relative. 
isies foretold meeting 
first lover. Pearls stood for tears. 
very bad to see oneself all in white sitting 
at the head of the table. Mud meant 

бөлеу: а car—treason: the sea—trouble 
for th 


fond of recounting 
her ally and at 
length, A of her in the 
past tense. Let me brace up the buckle 
of my story one hole tighter 

She hates Lloyd George: had it not 
been for him, the Russian Empire would 


not have fallen: and; “1 could 
strangle those English with my own 
hands.” Germans get their due for that 


led train in which Bolshevism was 
tinned, and Lenin imported to Russia. 
Speaking of the French: "Do you know, 
Ardalion [a cousin of hers who had 
fou h the White Army] says they 
behaved like downright cads in Odessa 


during the cvac " At the same time 
she considers the English type of face to 
be (alter mine) the handsomest on earth; 
espects Germans because they are mu 
and steady; and declares she adores P. 
where we once happened to spend а few 
days. These of sitt 
as statues in their niches. Оп Ше com 
чагу, her position in respect to the Rus- 
on the whole, undergone а 
ін evolution. In 1920 she was still 
saying: "The genuine Russian peasant is 
relist” he genu 

ine Russian pe: 
She is little edu 


ame 


now she says: 
nt is extinct. 
ted and little observ- 
м. We discovered one day that to 
her the term "mystic" was somehow dim- 
lv connected with ° stake” 
ıd “stick.” but that she had nor the least 

what a mystic really was. The only 
d of nice she is capable of identifying 
the birch: reminds her of her mative 
woodland, she savs. 

She is a great gobbler of books, but 
reads only trash, memorizing nothing 
and leaving out the longer descriptions. 
She goes for her books to a Russian li 
brary: there she seats herself down and is 
long time choosing: fumbles at books on 
the table: takes one, turns its pages, peers 
into it sideways. like an investigative hen; 
puis it away, takes up another, opens it— 
all of which is performed on the table's 
surface and with the help of one hand 
only: she notices that she has opened the 
book upside down, whereupon it is given 
a turn of 90 degrees—not more, lor she 
discards it to make a dash at the volume 
which the librarian is about to offer to 
another lady: the whole process lasts more 
than an hour, and 1 do not know what 
prompts her final selection. Perhaps the 
ET 

Once I brought back from a railway 
journey some rotten detective novel with 
crimson spider amid. 
its cover. She dipped into it 
it terribly аһ 
could not help 
but 


nd found 
she simply 
ing a peep at the end, 
5 that would spe у 
shut her eyes tight and tore the book 
two down its back and hid the second, 


concluding, portion; then, later, she Гот 
got the place and w long time 
searching the house for the criminal she 


herself had concealed, repeating the while 
in a small voice: "It. was so exciting. so 
terribly exciting; 1 know I shall die if I 
don't find. out" 

She has found out now. Those pages 
that explained everything were securely 
hidden: still, they were found—all of 
them except опе, perhaps. Indeed, а lot 
of things have happened: now duly с 
plained. Also that came to pass which she 
feared most. O jens it was the weird 
est. A shattered miror. Yet, it did 
pen, although not quite in the ordinary 
way. The poor dead wom 

Tum-tce-tum. And once more—TUM! 
Хо. I have not gone mad. 1 am merely 
producing gleeful little sounds. The kind 


of glee one experiences upon making an 
April fool of someone. And a dam: 
good tool E have made of someone, Who is 


he? Gentle reader, look at yourself in the 
mirror, as you seem to like mirrors so 
much. 

And à sudden I [ecl sad — 


the real thing, this time. I have just visual- 
ized, with shocking vividness, that сай 


e, space 
style. 
y world of neatness and. 


let-us-have-no- 


nsense 


ol her. perium 
her faults, her innocent dullness, 
school-dormitory habit of hi 
gles in bed. did 
never quarreled, never did I make a s 


her 
er the gig 
ot really annoy me. We 


na- 


gle complaint to her—no matter wh 
pille she spouted in public, or how таме 
lessly she dressed. She was anything but 
good at distinguishing shades. poor soul. 
She thought it just right if the main 
colors matched, this satisfying thoroughly 
her sense of tone, and so she would flaunt 
а hat of gassgreen felt with an olive- 
een or eau de Nil dress, She liked every 
thing “to be echoed.” H, for instance, the 
sash was black, then she found it absolute 
ly necessary to have some little black 
fringe or little black frill about her throat. 
In the first years of our married Ше she 
used to wear linen with Swiss embroidery. 
She was perfectly capable of putting өп 
а wispy rock together with thick autumn 
shoes: no. decidedly, she had not the 
faintest notion of the mysteries of h: 
mony, and this was connected with her 
being wretchedly untidy. Her slovenli- 
ness showed in the very way she walked, 


for she had a knack of treading her left 
shoe down at heel. 

It made me shudder to glance into her 
chest of drawers where there writhed 
higgledv-piggledy a farrago of rags, rib- 
bons, bits of silk, her passport, a wiled 
tulip. some pieces of moth-eaten fur, sun 
dry anachronisms (gaiters for example, as 
worn by girls ages ago) and suchlike im 


posible rubbish. Quite often, гоо, there 
would dribble into the cosmos of my beau 
tilully arranged things some tiny and very 
dirty lace handkerchief or a solitary stock- 
ing. torn. Stockings seemed positively to 
burn on those brisk calves of hers. 

Not а jot did she understand of house- 
hold matters. Her receptions were dread- 
ful. There would always be, in a liule 
dish, broken bars of milk chocolate. as 
oflered in poor provincial families. I 
sometimes used to ask myself, what on 
е her for? Maybe for the 
s of her fluffy eyes, or for 
the natural side wave of her I 
done anyhow, or again for that movement 
of her plump shoulders. But probably the 
truth was that 1 loved her because she 
loved me. To her I was the ideal man 
brains, pluck. And there was попе 
dressed bener. I remember, once, when I 


own h 
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Dortmund of Europe. Leopold Schmidt, a young 
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first put on that new dinner jacket, with 
the vast trousers, she clasped her hands, 
sank down on a chair and murmured: 
Jh, Hermann . .." It was ravishment 
bordering upon something like heavenly 
woe, 

With, perhaps the illdefined feeling 
that by further embellishing the image of 
the man she loved, I was meeting her 
halfway. and doing her and her happi- 
ness a good turn, 1 took advantage of her 
confidence and during the ten years we 
lived together told her such a heap of lies 
about myself, my past, my adventures, 
that it would have been beyond my pow- 
eis to hold it all in my head, ys ready 
for reference. But she used to forget 
everything. Her u «d with all 
our acquaintances in her lipstick 
turned up incomprehensible places such 
as her cousin's shiripocket: the thing she 
had read in the morning paper would be 
told me at 
"Let me see, where did I read it, and 
what was it exactly? . . . 1 just had it by 
the tail—oh, please, do help me 
her a letter to post was equal to throwing 
it into the river, leaving the rest to the 
acumen of the stream and the recipient's 
piscatorial leis 

She mixed dates, names, faces. After 
having invented something 1 never rc- 
turned to it; she soon forgot, (he story 
sank to the bottom of her consciousness, 
but there remained on the surface the 
ewed rings of humble wonder. 


ever. 
Her love almost crossed the boundary 
li ig all the rest of her feelings. On 


his, when June and moon 
са 


certain ni 
rhymed, her most хешей thoughts tu 
o timid nomads, It did not last, they 
did not wander far, the world was locked. 
again; and a very simple world it was, 
with the greatest complication it 
amounting to а search for the telephone 
number which she had joued down on 
one of the pages of a library book, bor- 
rowed by the very person whom she 
wished to ring up. 

She was plump, short, rather formless, 
but then pudgy women alone rouse me. I 
"ply have no use for the long young 
ly, the scrawny flapper, the proud 
smart whore who struts up and down 
Tauenuiens ny tight 
boots. Not only had I always bee 


nently satisfied with my meek bedmate 
d her cherubic charms, but I had no- 
with gratitude to nature 
the v 


ticed latel id 
thrill of surprise, ths 
the sweeties of ту ni 
ad то an exquisite vertex owing 
n aberration which, I under- 
is not as uncommon as E thought at 
fist among highstrung men m thar 
middle 30s. I am referring to а well- 
known kind of "dissociation." With me it 
started in fragmentary fashion а few 
months before my trip to Prague. For ex- 
ample, I would be in bed with Lydia, 
winding up the brief series of preparato- 


tled to, when all at once I would become 


aware that imp Split had taken over. My 
face was buried in the folds of her neck, 
her legs had started to clamp me, the 


ashtray toppled oll the bed table, the uni- 
verse followed—but at the same time, 
comprehensibly and delightfully, 1 was 
standing naked in the middle of the 
room, one hand resting on the back of the 
chair where she had left her stockings and 
panties. The sensation of being in two 
places © gave me an extraordinary 
kick; but this was nothing compared to 
later developments. In my impatience to 
split 1 would bundle Lydia то bed as soon 
as we had finished supper. The dissocia- 
tion had now reached its perlect phase. 1 
sit in an armchair hal a doren paces 
away from the bed upon which Lydia had 
been properly placed and distributed. 
From my magical point of vantage 1 
watched the ripples running and. plung- 
ing along my muscular hack. in the Tab- 
or 

picked out а motherof pearl gl 
pink of her knees and а bronze 
her hair spread on the pillow 
were about the only bits of her I could see 
while that big back of mine had not yet 


light of a strong bed lamp that 
the 


slid off to prop up again its pan 
front half in the audience. The 
phase came when I realized that the 
greater the interval between my (wo 


the more 1 was ccstasied: therefore 
ight a few inches far- 
id soon the back legs 


selv 
1 used to sit every 
ther from the bed. 


of my chair reached the threshold of the 
open door. Eventually 1 found myself sit 
ting in the parlor—while making love in 


the bedroom. Tt was not enough. 1 longed 
to discover some means to remove myself 
at least a hundred yards from the lighted 
stage where I performed; I longed to con- 
template that bedroom scene from some 
remote upper gallery in a blue mist un- 
der the swimming, allegories of the starry 
vault; to watch а small but distinct and 
active couple through opera glasses, 
ficld glasses, a tremendous telescope, or 
optical instruments of yet unknown pow- 
cr that would grow larger in proportion 
to my increasing rapture. Actually, I nev- 
er got farther back than the console in 
the parlor, and even so found my view of 
off by the doorjamb unless 1 
opened the wardrobe in the bedroom to 
have the bed reflected in the oblique spec- 


with the 
burbling 
at my max 
seats and looking forward to an especially 
good show—wl deed, had ahe 

samed, with my acting self in colossal 
form and most inventive—from the dis- 
nt bed. where Г thought 1 was, came 
Lydia's yawn and voice stupidly saying 
that if I were not yet coming to bed, T 
might bring her the red book she had left 
in the parlor. It lay, in fact, on the console 
near my chair, and rather than bring it I 
threw it bedward with a windmill fap- 


ping ol pages. This strange and awful jolt 
broke the spell. I was 
cies of bird that has lost the 
ing into the ай and, like 
Aies only in its sleep. 1 tried h 
capture die split, and perhaps 
have at last succeeded, had not а new 
and wonderful obsession obliterated in me 
all desire t0 resume those amusing but 
rather experiments, 


would 


Otherwise, my connubial bliss was com- 
plete. She loved me without reserv 
tions, without retrospection; her devotion 


seemed part of her nature. 1 do not know 
why I have lapsed into the past 
tense: but never. mind, my pen finds it 
more convenient so. Yes, she loved. me, 
hfully. She liked to examine 
my face this way and ; with finger 
and thumb, compasswise, she measured 
my features; the somewhat prickly area 
above the upper lip, with the longish 
groove down the middle: ihe spacious 
forehead with its twin swellings above the 
brows: and the nail of her index finger 
would follow the lines on both sides of 
my mouth, which was always shut tight 
and insensitive 10 tickling. А big face and 
none 100 simple; modeled by special or- 
der; with a gloss on the cheekbones, the 
checks themselves slightly hallowed and, 
on the second shaveless day, overspread 
with a brigandish growth, reddish in cer- 
actly the same as his beard. 
Our eyes alone were nor quite identical 
but what likeness did exist between them 
was a mere luxury: for his were closed as 
he lay on the ground before me, and 
though 1 have never really seen, only felt, 
my eyelids when shut, I know that they 
differed in nothing from his eye-caves—a 
good word, that! Ornate, but good, and a 
welcome guest to my prose. No. I am not 
getting in the least excited: my self-con- 
trol is perfect. Hf every now and again my 
face pops out, as from behind a hedge, 
perhaps to the prim reader's annoyance, 
it is really for the Lauer's good: lei him 
get used to my countenance; and in the 
me 1 shall be chuckling quietly 
over his not knowing whether it was my 
face or that of Felix. Here 1 am! and now 
— gone à or maybe it was not I! 
Only by this method can I hope to teach 
the reader a lesson, demonstrating to him 
that ours was not an imaginary resem- 
blance, but a real possibility, сус 
real fact, yes, а fact, however 
d absurd it might seem. 
On coming back from Prague to Ber- 
in the kitchen еш 
egg in s—"gu 
we called it y aches,” 
id in a childish voice; then put down 
the glass upon the edge of the stove, 
wiped her yellow lips with the back of her 
wrist and proceeded to kiss my hand. She 
had on a pink frock, pinkish stockings, 
dilapidated slippers. The evening sun 
checkered the kitchen, Again she started 
to turn the spoon in the thick yellow 
stull, grains of sugar crunched slightly, it 


loved me 


ing an 
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was still Jammy, the spoon did not move 
smoothly with the velvety ovality that 
was required. On the stove lay open a bat 
tered book. There was a note scribbled in 
the margin bv some person unknown, 
with a blunt penci 1. but truc" lol: 
lowed by three exclamation marks. with 
their respective dots skidding. | perused 
the phrase that had appealed so much to 
one of my wife's predecessors: “Love thy 
ighbor.” said Sir Reginald, "is nowa 
ys not quoted on the stock exchange of 
human relitions.” 

"Well—had а good trip?" asked Lydia 
as she went on energetic ing ihe 
handle, with the box part held firm be 
tween her knees. The соНее beans crack 
led, richly odorous; the mill was sull 
id. creaking 
а yielding 


gone all resistance: empty 

1 have gor muddled somehow. As in a 
dream. She was making that goggle 
mogele—not coffe 

‘Could have been worse,” I said, reler 

g to the wip. “And you, how are you 
getting on?” 

Why did I not tell her of my incredible 
adventure? 1, who would fake wonders [or 
her by the million. seemed not to dare. 
with those polluted lips of mine, tell her 
of a wonder that was real. Or maybe 
something else withheld me. An author 
docs nor show people his first draft: а 
child in the womb is not referred to as 
Tiny Tom or Belle; a savage refrains 
from naming objects of mysterious in 
port and uncertain temper: Lydia herself 
disliked my reading a book she had not 
yet finished. 


For sev lays 1 remained oppressed 
by that meeting. Ir oddly disturbed me to 
think that all the time my double was 


trudging along roads unknown to me 
and that he was underfed and cold and 
wet—and perhaps had caught а chill. 1 
longed for him to find work: it would 
have been sweeter to know that he were 
snug and warm—or at least sale in prison. 
АШ the same it was not at all my inten- 
tion to undertake any such measures as 
might improve his circumstances. 1 was 
not in the least keen 10 pay for his up. 
keep, and it would have been impossible 
to find him a job in Berlin, swarming 
it was with ragamullins. Indeed, to be 
quite frank, Г found it somehow prefer- 
able to hold him at a certain distance 
from me as though any proximity would 
ve 
From time to time 1 might se 
little money lest he should slip 
n the course of his fa 
thus cease to be my faithful 
tive, a live circul 


spell of our likeness, 
1 him a 


presenta 
ng copy of my face 
<+- Kind but idle thoughts, for the mim 
had no permanent address, So let us ram 


in а 


(thought I) until, on а cer mn 
day, he calls at that village post office 
somewhere in Saxony. 

May passed, and in my 


d the mem. 


ory of Felix healed up. I note for m 
pleasure the smooth run of that semence: 
the banal narratory tone of the first (wo 
words, and then that long sigh of imbe 
cile contentment. Sensation lovers, how- 
ever, might be interested to observe tha 
generally speaking, the 
employed only whe 
But this is only m 
harm meant. Now there is something else 
I should like to note—namelv. that w 
ing with me has become an easier п 
my tale has gained impetus. 1 hı 
boarded that bus (mentioned at the be- 
ginning), and, what is more, I have a 
comfortable window seat. And thus, 100. 
1 used to drive to my office, before 1 ac- 
quired the car. 

That summer it had to work pretty 
hard, the shiny blue little Icarus. Yes, 1 
was quite кеш by my new toy. Ly 
amd | would often buzz away for the 
whole day to the country. We always took 
with us that cousin of hers called Ardi- 
lion, who was a painter: a cheery soul, but 
а rotten painter. By all accounts he 
poor as a sparrow. If people did have 
their portraits done by him, it was sheer 

ity on their part, or weakness of 
icter (the man could be hideously i 
1). From me, and probably also from 
he used to borrow small cash: and 


ter: 
e now 


he contrived to stay for dinner 
Не was always behind with his rent, and 
when he did pay it, he paid it in kind. In 
still life до be precise . . . square apples 
ming cloth, or phallic tulips in a 
Al this his landlady would 
ame at her own cost, so that her din 
room made one think of an avantgarde, 
Philistine exhibition. He fed at a little 
Russian restaurant which, he said, he hı 
once “slapped up” (meani 
decorated its walls 
er expression. for he hailed from Moscow. 
where people are fond of waggish slang 
full of lush trivialities (I shall not ас 
tempt to render it). The funny part was, 

c of his poverty, he had some- 
| to purchase a piece ol 
three hours’ drive from Berlin 
—that is, he had somehow n 
make а payment of а 


an 


ged wo 


down hundred 


marks, and did not bother about the rest 
in fact, never meant to disgorge another 
penny, as he considered that the land, fer 


Tired by his first payment, was hen 
forth his own till doomsday. It mea 
that land, about iwo 
courts in length, and 
beautiful litle | 
of inseparable birches grew there (or a 
couple of couples, if you counted their 

ections): also several blackakder bush 
©; a Lite farther off stood five pine пес 

d still farther inland one came upon a 
patch of heather, courtesy of the sur 
rounding wood. The ground was not 
fenced—there had not money 
ough for that. 1 strongly suspected Ar 
dalion of waiting for the two adjacent 


been 


allouments to get fenced first, which would 
automatically legitimate the. boundaries 
of his property and give him an enclosure 
gratis: but the nc bits were st 
umsokl. On the shores of that lake bus 
mess was slack, the place being damp. 
mosquito infested, and Far from the vil- 
ye: then also there was no road connect- 
ing it with the highway, and nobody 
knew when that road. would. be made 

Te was. Г remember, on a Sunday morn 
ing іп mid-June Шш, yiekling до Ar 
dalion’s rapturous persuasions, we went 
there for the first time. On our way we 
stopped to pick up the fellow. Long did I 
keep toottooting, with my eyes fixed on 
low. That window slept soundly. 


his м 


Lydia put her hands t0 her mouth and 
cried out in а trumpet voice: "Ardal- 
lvo!" In onc of the lower windows, 


just above the signboard of a pub (which 
by its look, somehow suggested that Ar 
dalion owed money there) a curtain was 
dashed aside furiously and a Bismarcklike 
worthy in frogged dressing gown glanced 
out with a red trumpet in his hand. 
Leaving Lydia in the car. which by now 
d stopped throbbing, | went up to 
nd him asleep, Не 
slept in his one-piece bathing suit. Roll- 
ing out of bed, he proceeded with silen 
dal: shirt. 
: then he 
а briefcase (with a suspicious lump in its 
cheek) and we went down. A solemn and 
sleepy expression. did not exactly add 
charm to his fatnosed face. He was put in 
the rumble seat. 

I did nor know the way. He said he 
knew it as well as he knew his Pater Nos- 
ter. No sooner had we left Berlin than we 
went astray. The rest of our drive consist- 
ed of making 
glad sight for a " ex 
claimed Ardalion, when about noon we 
passed Koenigsdorf and then sped along 
the stretch of road һе knew. “I shall tell 
you when to turn, Hail, hail, my ancient 
trees!” 

“Don't play the fool, Ardy dear,” said 
Lydia placidly. 

On cither side there stretched rough 
wasteland, the sandand-heathe 


1 


arouse Ardalion. 1 foi 


quiries. 


with a sn i ОГ young pines 
arther on, the country changed a little; 
we had now an ordinary field on our 


rkly bordered at some distance 
by a forest, Ardalion began 10 fuss anew 
On the righthand side of the highw 
bright yellow post grew up and at that 
spot there branched out at right angles a 
scarcely discernible road, the ghost of 
some obsolete road, which presently cx- 
pired among burdocks and oat grass 
“This is the turning.” said Ardalion 
grandly and then, with a sudden grunt, 
pitched forward 
the brakes, 
You smile, gentle reader? And indeed, 
why should you not smile? А pleasant 


ее 


su 


nmer day and а peaceful countryside 
good-natured fool of an artist and 
dside роз That yellow post . . . 
rected by the man selling the allot- 
ments, sticking up in brilliant solitude, 
an errant. brother of those other painted 
posts, which, 17 kilometers farther. to 
ward the village of Waldau, stood senti- 
nel over more tempting 
eres, that particula 
quently became a fixed ide 
out clearly in yellow, amid a diffuse land 
scape, it stood up in my drean 
sition my fancies found their bearings. 
ET ghis reverted to it 
sithful beacon, in the darkness of my 
speculations. Г have the feeling today th: 

1 recognized it, when secing it for the first 
time: familiar t0 me as a thing of the fu- 
ture. Perhaps 1 am n 
glance I gave it was quite 
опе, my sole concern bi 
the mudguard against it while turning; 
but all the same, today as 1 recall it, I 


ra 


nd expens 


зе 


y thoi Tt shone, 


... You dance divinely, Miss Montez...” 


ship from its mature development. 
The road, as already mentioned, lost 
itself. faded away: the car creaked crossly, 
as it bounced on the bumpy ground; I 
stopped it and shrugged my shoulders. 
Lydia said: “I suggest, Ardy dear, we 
push on to Waldau instead: said 
lake there 


you 


there was а larg 


something: 
“That's out of the qu 


Ardalion excitedly. “Fir 
сше is only just being planned. and s 
ondly, because 1 have 
on. my dear fellow, 
ing to me, "make the old bus move, you 
won't be sorry.” à 
In [ront of us, on higher ground, at 
distance of some 300 feet, а pine forest 
n. 1 looked at it ‚жей, Тс 
car that 1 felt as d known it 
already. Yes, that's it, now I am getting 
it clear—1 certainly did have that queer 
sensation; it has not been added as an 
aftertouch. And that yellow post . . . 
How meaningly it looked at me, when 1 
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glanced back—as if it were saying: "Lam. 
here, 1 am at your service .. 7” And those 
pines facing me, with their bark resem- 
bling reddish snakeskin drawn on tight, 
and their green fur which the wind was 
stoking the wrong way; and that bare 
birch tree on the forest's edge (now, why 
did I write "bare"? It was not winter yet, 
er was still remote). and the day so 
balmy and almost cloudless, and the little 
summering егіске zealously uying to 
say something beginning with 2... Yes, 
it all meant something—no mistake. 

У Task, where you want me to 
I can't see any road 
“Oh, don't be so particular," said Ar- 


dalion. “Go ahead, old son. Why, yes, 
straight on. There, where you see the 
break. We can just manage it, and once in 


the wood, it’s quite a short run to my 
place. 

“Hadit we better get out and walk?” 
proposed. Lyd 

"Right you are" T replied, "nobody 
would dream of stealing a new ca 
doned here. 

"Yes, much too risky,” she admitted at 
once, "but couldn't you two go along” 
(Ardalion groaned). “let him show you 
his place while I wait for you here and 
then we can proceed to Waldau and swim 
in the lake and sit in the c 

"How beastly of vou,” said Ardalion 

feeling. "Can't you see that I 
wanted to welcome you oi 
There were some nice surprises in store 
for you. I am now very hurt. 

I started the car, saying as I did so: 
“Well, if we smash it you pay for repairs." 

"The jolts made me jump in my seat, be- 
jumped, behind. us Arda- 
lion jumped and kept speaking: "We 
shall soon (bump) get imo the wood 
(bump) and then (bump-bump) the 
e it easier (bump)." 

We did get in. First of all we stuck in 
deep sand, the motor roared. the wheels 


aban 


hm 


my own land? 


side 


kicked; at last we wrenched ourselves 
free; Шеп branches came brushing 
wainst the cars body, scratching its 


point. Some sort of path diel finally show 
isell, now getting smothered in a dry 
crackle of heather, now emerging, : 
10 meander between the closeset trunks. 
More to the right,” said Ardalion, “a 
little more to the right. Well, what «you 
say to the smell of pines? Gorgeous, ch? I 
told you so, Absolutely go You 
may stop here while 1 go investigating. 

He got out and marched away with 
every мер, an inspired waggle of his h 
quarters 
Hey, I'm coming too," смей Lydia, 
but he was going full stil and presently 
the dense undergrowth hid him. 

The engine clicked a little and was 
still, 

“What a creepy spot,” said Lydia. 
“Really, I'd be afraid to stay here all by 


cous. 


myself, One could get robbed, murdered 
—anything . . .” 

А lonely spot, quite so! The pines 
hed gently, snow lay about, w 
patches of soil showing black. What non 
sense! How could there be snow in Jui 
Ought to be crossed out, were it not 
wicked to erase: for the real author is пос 
I, but my impatient memory. Understand 
it just as you please: it is none of my bu 
ness. And the yellow post had a skullcap 
of snow too. Thus the future shimmers 
through the past. But enough. let that 
summer day be in focus again: spotty sun- 
ight; shadows of branches across the blue 
а pine сопе upon the footboard, 
where someday the most unexpected. of 
objects will stand: a shaving brush. 

“Is it Tuesday that they 
asked Lydia. 

1 replied: "No, Wednesday night." 

A silence. 

“I do only hope.” said my wife, "they 
don't bring it with them as last time.” 

“And even if they do. . . Why should 
you bother?” 

A silence. Small blue butterflies set- 
ting on thyme. 

“I say, Hermann, are you quite cert 
it was Wednesday nigh 

(Is the hidden sense worth disclosing? 
We were talking of wifes, alluding to 
some people we knew. 10 their dog, a vi- 
cious little creature, which engaged the 
attention of all реш at parties, Lydia 
only cared for “large dogs with pedi- 
grecs; pronouncing “pedigrees” made 
her nostrils quiver.) 

t he come back?" she said. 
sure to have lost himself.” 
got out of the cur and walked around. 
it, Paint scratched. everywhere. 

Having nothing beuer to do, Lydia 
busied herself with Ardalion’s lumpy 
briefcase: felt it, then opened it. 1 walked 
oll a few steps (по, no— 
what it was Г was broodi 
veyed some broken twigs t v at my 
fect; then turned back again. Lydia was 
now sitting on the footboard and whis- 
ting gently. We both lit cigarettes. Si- 
lence. She had a way of letting out smoke 
sideways, her mouth awry- 

From afar came Ardalion's lusty bawl. 
A minute later he appeared in a dearing 
and brandished his arms, beckoning us 
on. We drove slowly after him, circum- 
vigating ucc trunks. Ardalion 
strode in front, his manner resolute and 
businesslike. Something flashed—the lake. 

T have already deseribed his lot. He was 
unable to show me its exact limits. With 
great stamping steps he measured the me- 
ters, stopped, looked back, half. bending 
the leg supporting his weight; then shook 
his head and went to find a certain wee 
stump which marked something or other. 

The two enlaced birches looked at 
themselves in the water; there was some 


are comin; 


1 the 


Пай floating on its surface, and the rushes 
gleamed in the sun. The surprise prom- 
ised us by Ardalion turned out to be а 
оше of vodka, which, however, i 
had already d to hide. 
laughed and she gamboled, for 
world like a croquet ball in her 
bathing costume with that double, red 
and blue stripe round the middle, When. 
alter having had her fill of riding on Ar- 
dalion’s back as he slowly swam about 
(Don’t pindi me. woman, or down vou 
go!"), after much shrieking and splutter 
=, she came out of the water, her legs 
looked decidedly hairy, but soon they 
dry, and a little bright bloom was all ths 
showed. Before taking а header Ardalion 
would cross himself: there was, along his 
shin, a great. ugly scar left by the civ 
from the open! his repulsively 
flabby bathing suit the silver cross, of 
тилик pauein, that he wore next to 
his skin, kept jumping out when he 
jumped in. 

Lydia dutifully besmca 
cold ocam and lay down on her ba 
placing herself at the disposal of ihe su 
A few feet away, Ardalion and | made 
oursclves comfortable in the shade of his 
best pine tree. From his sadly shrunken 
briefcase he produced a sketchbook, pen 
cils; and presently 1 noticed that he was 
drawing me. 

“You've a tricky face, 
ing up his eyes. 

“Oh, do show me!" cricd Lydi 
out stirring a limb. 

“Head а bit higher,” said Ardalion. 
“Thanks, that will do.” 

"Oh. do show me." she cried ag 
minute late: 

“You бим show where you've 
chucked my vodka," muttered Ardalio: 

“Хо fear,” she replied. “I won't have 
you drinking when I'm about.” 

“The woman is Чону! Now. 
you suppose, old man, that she has ac 
tually buried it? I intended, as à matter 
of Гаа, qualling the cup of brotherhood 
with you." 
"Il have you stop drinking altogeth- 


w 


red herself with 
ck 


he said, screw- 


me 


should 


cll me,” I asked him, makes 
you say Г have a tricky face? Where is the 


Don't know. Lead doesn't get you. 
I must wy charcoal or oil.” Пе 
flicked away the rub- 
th the joints of his fingers; 
cocked his head. 

Funny, 1 always thought I hı 


nary face. Try, perhaps, drs 


la most 
wing it in 


es, in profile’ 
fore: spread 


cried Lydia (as be 
led on the sand). 

exacily call it oidi- 
mary. A little higher, please. No. if you 
sk me, I find there is something distinctly 
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rum about it. All your lines sort of slip 
from under my pencil. slip and are gone 

"Such faces. then, occur seldom, that's 
what you mean?” 

Every face is unique," pronounced 
Ardalion. 

"Lord, I'm roasting,” moaned Lydia, 
but did not move. 

“Well, now, re 
that going too f. for instance the 
definite types of human faces that exist in 
the world: say, zoological types. There 
are people with the features of apes 
there is also the rat туре. the swine type 
Then take the resemblance to celebrities 

Napoleons among men, Queen Victo. 

mong women. People have told me I 
reminded them of Amundsen. I have fre 
quently come across noses à la Leo Tol 
моу. Then. too, there is the type of face 
that makes you think of some particular 
picture. коне faces; madonnas! And 


what about the kind of resemblance due 
10 some fashion of life or profession? . . ." 
“You'll say next that all Chi men are 
ike. You forget, my good man, that 
the artist perceives is, primarily, the 
difference between things. I is the vu 
who note ih resemblance. Нах 


exclaim at the talki 


t like our n 

Ardy, dear, don't try to be funny,” 
said Lydia 

"But you must concede," I went on 
“that sometimes it is the resemblance that 
matters.” 
When buying a second candlestick,” 
за Ardalion 

There is really no need to go on taking 
down our conversation. 1 longed passion 
ately for the fool to start talking about 
doubles, but he simply did not. Alter a 
while he put up his sketchbook. Lydia 
implored him to show her what he had 
done. He said he would if she gave him 
back his vodka. She refused and was nor 
shown the sketch. The memory of thir 
day ends in a sunshiny haze, or else min. 
gles with the recollections of later trips 
For that first one was followed by many 
others. I developed a somber and painful 
ly acute liking for thar lone wood with 
the lake shining in its midst. Ardalion 


tried hard to bully me into making ше 
meet the manager and acquire the piece 
of land next to his, but 1 was firm: aud 
even had 1 been anxious to buy land, 1 
should have failed all ihe same to make 
up my mind. as my business had taken a 
sorry turn that summer and F was fed up 
with everything: that filthy chocolate of 


mine was ruining mc. But I give you my 
word. en, my word of honor: not 
mercenary greed, not merely that, not 
merely the desire to improve my position 

. It is, however, unnecessary to fore 


stall events, 


~ This is the first installment of a major 
novel by Vladimir Nabokov. Part H will 
appear next month. 
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COEXISTENCE (continued from page 126) 


enslave foreign peoples. И it took a firm 
ion on any issue, it was mil 
and imperialistic. If it yielded, this w 
evidence of the inner decay of capitalism. 

Thus, in May of 1948, when Г headed 
the U.S. delegation to the first (and thus 
r the only) United Nations Confer- 
reedom of the Press, in Geneva, 
sion to describe Soviet 
No previous U.S. rep- 
ине at any imernational post War 
conference had attempted to do so. In 
deed. none had aggressively replied. to 
the vicious attacks upon us by Vishinsky 
and others. Our representatives had act- 
ed as i. by their silence and failure to 
respond, this would help bring matters 
back to 7 that the attacks would 
n May of 


posi 


ence on 
1 seized the occa 


norm: 
d go away. When, 


ly ло speak my mind—lor the benefit 
of the Russians as well as the journalists 
who had invited me to speak to the 
Anglo-American Press Club, I became 
the first oflicial U.S. spokesman to deal 
bluntly and directly with the Russians 
1 said: 


on this issue. 


The Soviets 
ganda, which the 
and obsenre real objectives. Around 
the dock and in several dozen km- 
guages Soviet. propagandists appro- 
priate, degrade and bastardize the 
words which are the hard-earned 
and workd-accepted currency of free 
men—liberty, equality, fraternity, 
independence, justice, freedom, de- 
mocraty. 

The U.S. S. В. insists with a thou- 
d voices that repression 
is freedom, and Шаг nue. freedom 
elsewhere in Ше world is slavery; 
they insist that the police state is a 
democracy. and that democracy in 
other countries is dictatorship by 
monopoly capitalists. They asert that 
aggression is peace and liberation, 
and that true liberation is aggression 
that complete хапе control of 
ht and ex press 
is expression, and tha 

2 


е masters of. propa- 
use to distort facis 


sind ampli 


ol free- 
t rue 
4 free 


man’s thou 


doi 


dom of expression 
is dictatorship. 
The Russians keep hammering 
away at such themes as: The United 
States is unde and reaction 
агу; the United States is culturally 
backward: the United States is on the 
verge of а catastrophic depression 
from which it is uying to extricate 
itself by imperialistic adventures. 
The ageold trick of the prop 
diss по the day of the Sophists to 
the day of Dr. Goebbels—has been to 
confuse and confound the listener by 
labeling black as white and white as 
black. Tis latest manifestation is this 


лов 


official attempt 

word-curre 

th y 

from the market place of ideas. 

The O'Hare McCormick, 
whose perceptive columns on interna 
tional allairs illuminated The New York 
Times editorial page [or many yems, 
shortly described the Soviet propaganda 
as “Upside Down Lar She was 
prompted by my speech in Paris—but 
she had had plenty of firsthand experi 


to depreciate the 
. 10 drive 


Anne 


ence of her own. 


Today there is no lessening in the 
of Communists 


overwhelming dedicuic 
to the promotion of thi 
However, from my five 
U. S. S. R. since 1955 1 have confirmed the 
major extent to which many of the prac 
titioners of propaganda seem to belie 
much of what thev siv, even when it 
seems 10 us patently ие. This is the re- 
sult of their Lifelong indoctrination and 
self indoctrination. Thus the Commu 
propaganda cannot be said to be ca 


propin, 


visis to the 


ried 


on with total cynicism, through the inces- 
sant cold and deliberate perversion ol 
truth in the manner of Herr Goebbels. 

Tt may be that the world’s evolving 
understanding of the wrm “peacelul 
coexistence,” with nudges fiom the 
Messrs. Lippmann and Galbraith, will 
help m: aing I 
the Сопи t leaders themselves under- 
stand and define it. Will the phrase 
another few years lose some of its Com 
munist belligerency? This is a conceiv- 
able development which E have pointed 
out 19 the Sune Department. M 
while, however, 1 suggest that we of the 
hon-Communist world must remain alert 
10 the truc and present meaning of such 
terms as “peaceful coexistence” 
defined for us by their Communist advo 
cates, Let us keep steadily in mind that, 
to Communists, ^peacelul coexistence" is 
still just a nicer name for “cold war. 
And let us never forget that many great 
and important words are indeed “upside 
down words” and do not mean the same 
thing to them as to us, 


sform its nu 


"That's the hang-up, man—all he wants is a fix." 
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CAN'T 
MEASURE 
THE WORTH 
ОЕ"ОР" АРТ, 
DEAR. IT'S 
GOOD FOR 
ThE SOUL. 


| MANAGED TO CORNER ALL THE IMPERFECT SHEETS 
PRINTED = A QUANTITY WORTH A SMALL FORTUNE. 
SOMEBODY WROTE HIS CONGRESSMAN. THERE WAS AN 
INVESTIGATION. THE POST OFFICE DECIDED TO RUN 
OFF SEVERAL MILLION MORE SHEETS, ENOUGH TO 
SUPPLY EVERYBODY WITH IMPERFECTIONS. THE 
CONFOUNDEO STAMPS ARE NOW MERELY 
6000 FOR MAILING LETTERS. 


'HRT 15 THE TRUE VALUE OF POP-OP 
ART? - OUR YEAR-END ADVENTURE 
REVOLVES AROUND THIS QUESTION ~ 
WHEREIN OUR BLUE-EYED DARLING DIS- 
COVERS THAT A DISCUSSION CF “POP” DOES 
Dorne 902100 CONCERN HER PATER- 


NONSENSE, 

HEPPELWHITE! THE 

VALUE OF YOUR 
PAINTING IS SPECIFIC 
~~ IT'S LIKE POSTAGE 
5ТАМР5! - SEE? А 
FIVE-CENT COMMEMO- 

RATIVE WITH А 


PRINTING 
IMPERFECTION - 


YOU SEE = THE VALUE OF AN ARTIFACT IS " 
DETERMINED BY RARITY = SCARCITY. ГМ NOT BLEATLES: 
TALKING ABOUT TRUE ART WHICH HAS WORTH | RECORDS 
ABOVE ANO BEYOND MARKET-PLACE VALUES, PM | д FAD 12 
TALKING ABOUT FAD ART WHOSE WORTH IS. =DADOY B 4 
MEASURED BY POPULARITY! DEMAND! = FADS DONT vou 

МЕГИ я SARATON s ed KNOW THE 

BLEATLE ORDS! и! 
FRENE, row d BLERTLES ARE 


ORGOTTEN TOMORROW! 
E ARTISTES? 


f SHEER HYSTERICAL TALK, MY HYSTERICAL TALK, 
CHILD ~ 


ERICI 
A PERFECT EXAMPLE | LEAPIN LIZAZOS! 1 COULD 
OF THE LEMMING MENTALITY / NEVER GET TIRED OF THE 
THAT PLACES SUCH A HIGH BLEATLES. THEY KE SO 
VALUE ON THINGS LIKE TALENTED. THEY DON'T 
THE ELEATLES. WAIT TILL WIGGLE THEIR HIPS AND 
YOU'VE BEEN EXPOSED THEY'RE GENTLEMEN AND 
TO THEM A LITTLE THEY CAN АСТ, TOO, AND THEY 


HAVE A GOOD SENSE OF HUMOR! 


THE BLEATLES/ 


pz] 


PLEASE 
TER MEETCHER, 
MUN. 


ILLTELLVOU WHAT, MY 
DEAR- IVE A LARGE INVEST- 
MENT IN THESE CHAPS AND 
IM SENDING THEM THIS VERY 
AFTERNOON TO TAPE ONE OF 
THOSE INTERVIEWS THAT WILL. 
STIMULATE INTEREST IN 

THEIR LATEST MAMMOTH 
TOUR. THE WASP IS TAKING 
THEM TO THE STUDIO IN 

МУ LIMOUSINE NOW. PER- 
HAPS YOU'O LIKE TO GO 
> ALONG EH? 


PM DONE, 
CHAPS! МҮ 
LEG'S CAUGHT / 
CARRY ON 
WITHOUT МЕ! 


THEY'VE 
SNAGGED 
RINGO! 
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D 
WE THAT'S RIGHT! 
of maıvoe Ir! NOW IF YOU WILL 
WE MAIYDE IT! STEP THIS WAY, 
WE'VE EGCAINPED " . | GENTLEMEN ~> EH? 
FROM THE WAIYTING FEAR | - IF YOU ARE ABOUT. 
LAIVOIES 7 TO SCREAM, 
SAVE YOURSELF THE. 
TROUBLE. THERE ISN'T 
AN EAR FOR MILES, 


THE PLAIVCE 
WE PLAIY 
TOOAIY 2 


Au, YOL! ARE ONE OF 
THOSE GIRLS WHO CAN NEVER 
GET TIRED OF THE BLEATLES, 
ЕН? VERY WELL = YDU WILL BE BRAINKING 
CONFINED WITH THEM IN THIS OUR 
ROOM FOR RANSOM. DO NOT NECKS 
BOTHER TO CLIME OUT THE WINDOW 2 
UNLESS YOU ARE NOT AFRAID OF 
BREAKING YOUR NECKS. 


AAIEE! ROPE IS TOO MISTER BLEATLES, PLEASE 
SHORT! - NEED MAYBE THREE TO TAKE CARE TO PAY 
MORE FEET! ATTENTION TO THE HOLOING 


LOR’ LUVVA DUCK / 
-JUST ABOUT THE SIZE OF AN 
OUTSTRETCHED BRA 1 


CH, DEAR! 
HERE WE ARE 
LOCKED UP IN. 
THIS ISOLATED 
TOWER FULL ОЕ 
HAY, ALL ALONE 
LIKE THIS = 
WHAT WILL 
WE po? 


ANNIE! ANO THE BLEATLES!! tHe 
ALL RIGHT, р / WHOLE WORLD HAS BEEN SEARCHING FOR 
BOYS “THEY MUST \ | IT's SuGaRDADDY | | YOU, BOYS! THE DEMAND FOR YOUR TOUR 
BE BEHIND THIS BIGBUCKS! | | нас DOUBLED SINCE YOUR DISAPPEARANCE! 
See (SCARCITY CERTAINLY, DOES INCREASE 
POPULARITY, HEHEH!) » AND HOW 
IT FEEL, MY DEAR, TO SPEND A week” 
WITH Your FAVORITE ARTISTES? 


IT WAS HORRIBLE / “A DISGUISE, му 
LOCKED UP FOR DAYS! ' THERE Y CHILD! SEE? ні 
NO CLOTHES! NO NOTHING WAS THIS 

EXCEPT (КЕТСН) 


ESCAPED BUT. LEFT 
TERRIBLE | HIS BEARD BEHIND. 
BLEATLES / | KionarpeR |. 


NCE SAID ABOUT 
VALUABLE E STAMPS! IT WAS LIKE 
. | | BEING LOCKEO UP WITH А ROOM FULL OF 
> AHEM DO YOUSTILL| | VALUABLE POSTAGE STAMPS? IT WAS LIKE 
BELIEVE YOU COULD BEING BURIED ALIVE - LIKE BEING 
NEVER GET TIRED OF SATURATED IN VALUABLE, SMOTHERING, 
THE BLEATLES? STICKY POSTAGE D RU 


EE! THE 
BLEATLES / 
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SAROYAN, P. G. WODEHOUSE, MALCOLM MUGGERIDGE, JULES 
FEIFFER, ARTHUR С. CLARKE, J. PAUL GETTY, KENNETH TYNAN, 
SHEL SILVERSTEIN, JOSEPH WECHSBERG, JAMES FARMER, STAN 
FREBERG, WILLIAM BUCKLEY, JR., ALBERTO VARGAS, PIETRC DI 
DONATO, WOODY ALLEN, JEAN SHEPHERD, KEN W. PURDY HARRY 
MARK PETRAKIS, GAHAN WILSON, LUCIUS BEEBE AND MANY SORE. 
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Baumaniere, of Les Baux, France, beckons you 
with Gigot d'Agneau en Croüte and Canadian Club 


Proud feudal princes ruled this valley once. “A race of eagles,” the 

Provencal poet Mistral called them. Here, in Les Baux, they fought and feasted. 
Today you, too, can feast here. A popular dish at Baumaniere is stuffed leg 

of lamb, flavored with Madeira wine and cooked in puff pastry. Also awaiting е. 
you is galantine of duck. Banon cheese. Chicken in bouillon. And, of course, | 
Canadian Club, in short ones before dinner, tall ones after. 


Why this whisky's universal popularity? It has the 
lightness of Scotch and the smooth satisfaction of 
Bourbon. No other whisky tastes quite like it. Try 
" Canadian Club—the world's lightest whisky—this very 
evening. It's "The Best In Тһе House"* in 87 lands. 
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Top spine tingler in the Gomet line: Cyclone GT convertible. 


This one will start a glow in any red-bloodad American driver. For getaway, there’s a new 390 4-barrel 

V-8 with a high-lift cam. Quita a start. And console-mounted transmission. (The optional 4-speed manual is 
specially geared for blazing getaway.) Buckets, of course. And heavy-duty, wide-rim wheels. And high-rate 
front and rear springs, big-diameter stabilizer bar, and HD shocks front and rear. And twin scoop GT hood. 
Engine dress-up kit, too. Add the optional tach and you're ready to rally. You get the idea: This Comet omits 
nothing that could add to the sport of driving. It has a special, spirited luxury, too. In the upholstery, trim, 
carpeting, everywhere. This new Comet Cyclone GT is also available as a hardtop—one of the thirteen bigger 
new-generation Comets: sedans, hardtops, convertibles, 
station wagons .. „all roomier, livelier and more beautiful 


” | 
than ever. The complete lineup includes sporty Calientes, stylish Li Mercury COME | 


Capris and rakish Comet 202's, as well as racy Cyclones. ЕЕ ЕЕ 
, Do LoT .. / 
Choose your 1966 Comet at your Mercury dealer's now. =z 


the big, beautiful performance champion 


